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IN A GERMAN PENSION 


Born into a socially prominent New Zealand family in 1888, Kathleen 
Mansfield was the daughter of a banker and the cousin of author Countess 
Elizabeth von Arnim. The family moved from Thorndon, near Wellington, 
to Karori in 1893, where Mansfield spent the happiest years of her 
childhood, with her fond memories of this time being portrayed in her short 
story Prelude. The Mansfield family returned to the Wellington area in 
1898, where the young author’s first published stories appeared in the High 
School Reporter and the Wellington Girls’ High School magazine, when 
she was only ten years old. At this time Mansfield recorded in her journals 
her feelings of alienation in New Zealand, disillusioned by the repression of 
the Maori people, which she in turn portrayed in a sympathetic light in her 
stories. 

In 1903, Mansfield moved to London, where she attended Queen’s 
College along with her sisters. At this time she still had ambitions to 
become a professional cellist, though she also began contributing to the 
school newspaper, eventually becoming the editor. Mansfield was 
particularly interested in the works of the French Symbolists and Oscar 
Wilde, whose works influenced many of her early writings. 

After travelling around Europe from 1903 to 1906, Mansfield completed 
her schooling in England and returned to New Zealand, when she began to 
concentrate seriously on her career as a short story writer. She had several 
pieces published in the Native Companion, an Australian periodical, which 
was her first paid writing work. Following this modest success, Mansfield 
was determined to become a professional writer. However, she soon 
wearied of the provincial New Zealand life and two years later she returned 
to England in 1908. 

Back in London, Mansfield fell into the bohemian way of life lived by 
many artists and writers, having sexual relationships with both men and 
women. Following several disastrous affairs, Mansfield was pregnant and 
so sent by her mother to the spa town of Bad Worishofen in Germany. She 
miscarried after attempting to lift a suitcase on top of a cupboard, but in 
spite of her sufferings at this time, Mansfield’s experiences in Bavaria were 


to have a significant effect on her literary outlook. Having been introduced 
to the short stories of Anton Chekhov, the Russian master’s works were to 
have an even greater influence on Mansfield than Oscar Wilde, on whom 
she had been fixated. 

The author returned to London in January 1910 to have many short 
stories published in The New Age, a socialist magazine that was a highly 
regarded intellectual publication. Influenced by her experiences of 
Germany, these stories provided the content of her first published 
collection, Jn a German Pension, in 1911. The book was praised by several 
critics, principally due to its unfavourable portrayal of Germans, with the 
short story Frau Brechenmacher Attends a Wedding winning particular 
attention. Nevertheless, in spite of the early critical praise for the book, it 
was not commercially successful and Mansfield later described the 
collection as being ‘immature’. 


Mansfield, 1906 


Mansfield in 1910, shortly before the publication of her first short story collection 
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GERMANS AT MEAT. 


Bread soup was placed upon the table. “Ah,” said the Herr Rat, leaning 
upon the table as he peered into the tureen, “that is what I need. My 
‘magen’ has not been in order for several days. Bread soup, and just the 
right consistency. I am a good cook myself” — he turned to me. 

“How interesting,” I said, attempting to infuse just the right amount of 
enthusiasm into my voice. 

“Oh yes — when one is not married it is necessary. As for me, I have had 
all I wanted from women without marriage.” He tucked his napkin into his 
collar and blew upon his soup as he spoke. “Now at nine o’clock I make 
myself an English breakfast, but not much. Four slices of bread, two eggs, 
two slices of cold ham, one plate of soup, two cups of tea — that is nothing 
to you.” 

He asserted the fact so vehemently that I had not the courage to refute it. 

All eyes were suddenly turned upon me. I felt I was bearing the burden of 
the nation’s preposterous breakfast — I who drank a cup of coffee while 
buttoning my blouse in the morning. 

“Nothing at all,” cried Herr Hoffmann from Berlin. “Ach, when I was in 
England in the morning I used to eat.” 

He turned up his eyes and his moustache, wiping the soup drippings from 
his coat and waistcoat. 

“Do they really eat so much?” asked Fraulein Stiegelauer. “Soup and 
baker’s bread and pig’s flesh, and tea and coffee and stewed fruit, and 
honey and eggs, and cold fish and kidneys, and hot fish and liver? All the 
ladies eat, too, especially the ladies.” 

“Certainly. I myself have noticed it, when I was living in a hotel in 
Leicester Square,” cried the Herr Rat. “It was a good hotel, but they could 
not make tea — now—” 

“Ah, that’s one thing I CAN do,” said I, laughing brightly. “I can make 
very good tea. The great secret is to warm the teapot.” 

“Warm the teapot,” interrupted the Herr Rat, pushing away his soup plate. 
“What do you warm the teapot for? Ha! ha! that’s very good! One does not 
eat the teapot, I suppose?” 


He fixed his cold blue eyes upon me with an expression which suggested 
a thousand premeditated invasions. 

“So that is the great secret of your English tea? All you do is to warm the 
teapot.” 

I wanted to say that was only the preliminary canter, but could not 
translate it, and so was silent. 

The servant brought in veal, with sauerkraut and potatoes. 

“T eat sauerkraut with great pleasure,” said the Traveller from North 
Germany, “but now I have eaten so much of it that I cannot retain it. I am 
immediately forced to—” 

“A beautiful day,” I cried, turning to Fraulein Stiegelauer. “Did you get 
up early?” 

“At five o’clock I walked for ten minutes in the wet grass. Again in bed. 
At half-past five I fell asleep, and woke at seven, when I made an 
‘overbody’ washing! Again in bed. At eight o’clock I had a cold-water 
poultice, and at half past eight I drank a cup of mint tea. At nine I drank 
some malt coffee, and began my ‘cure.’ Pass me the sauerkraut, please. You 
do not eat it?” 

“No, thank you. I still find it a little strong.” 

“Ts it true,” asked the Widow, picking her teeth with a hairpin as she 
spoke, “that you are a vegetarian?” 

“Why, yes; I have not eaten meat for three years.” 

“Im — possible! Have you any family?” 

“No.” 

“There now, you see, that’s what you’re coming to! Who ever heard of 
having children upon vegetables? It 1s not possible. But you never have 
large families in England now; I suppose you are too busy with your 
suffragetting. Now I have had nine children, and they are all alive, thank 
God. Fine, healthy babies — though after the first one was born I had to—” 

“How WONDERFUL!” I cried. 

“Wonderful,” said the Widow contemptuously, replacing the hairpin in 
the knob which was balanced on the top of her head. “Not at all! A friend of 
mine had four at the same time. Her husband was so pleased he gave a 
supper-party and had them placed on the table. Of course she was very 
proud.” 

“Germany,” boomed the Traveller, biting round a potato which he had 
speared with his knife, “is the home of the Family.” 


Followed an appreciative silence. 

The dishes were changed for beef, red currants and spinach. They wiped 
their forks upon black bread and started again. 

“How long are you remaining here?” asked the Herr Rat. 

“T do not know exactly. I must be back in London in September.” 

“Of course you will visit Munchen?” 

“T am afraid I shall not have time. You see, it is important not to break 
into my ‘cure.”” 

“But you MUST go to Munchen. You have not seen Germany if you have 
not been to Munchen. All the Exhibitions, all the Art and Soul life of 
Germany are in Munchen. There is the Wagner Festival in August, and 
Mozart and a Japanese collection of pictures — and there is the beer! You 
do not know what good beer is until you have been to Munchen. Why, I see 
fine ladies every afternoon, but fine ladies, I tell you, drinking glasses so 
high.” He measured a good washstand pitcher in height, and I smiled. 

“If I drink a great deal of Munchen beer I sweat so,” said Herr Hoffmann. 
“When I am here, in the fields or before my baths, I sweat, but I enjoy it; 
but in the town it is not at all the same thing.” 

Prompted by the thought, he wiped his neck and face with his dinner 
napkin and carefully cleaned his ears. 

A glass dish of stewed apricots was placed upon the table. 

“Ah, fruit!’ said Fraulein Stiegelauer, “that is so necessary to health. The 
doctor told me this morning that the more fruit I could eat the better.” 

She very obviously followed the advice. 

Said the Traveller: “I suppose you are frightened of an invasion, too, eh? 
Oh, that’s good. I’ve been reading all about your English play in a 
newspaper. Did you see it?” 

“Yes.” I sat upright. “I assure you we are not afraid.” 

“Well, then, you ought to be,” said the Herr Rat. “You have got no army 
at all — a few little boys with their veins full of nicotine poisoning.” 

“Don’t be afraid,” Herr Hoffmann said. “We don’t want England. If we 
did we would have had her long ago. We really do not want you.” 

He waved his spoon airily, looking across at me as though I were a little 
child whom he would keep or dismiss as he pleased. 

“We certainly do not want Germany,” I said. 

“This morning I took a half bath. Then this afternoon I must take a knee 
bath and an arm bath,” volunteered the Herr Rat; “then I do my exercises 


for an hour, and my work is over. A glass of wine and a couple of rolls with 
some sardines—” 

They were handed cherry cake with whipped cream. 

“What is your husband’s favourite meat?” asked the Widow. 

“T really do not know,” I answered. 

“You really do not know? How long have you been married?” 

“Three years.” 

“But you cannot be in earnest! You would not have kept house as his wife 
for a week without knowing that fact.” 

“T really never asked him; he is not at all particular about his food.” 

A pause. They all looked at me, shaking their heads, their mouths full of 
cherry stones. 

“No wonder there is a repetition in England of that dreadful state of 
things in Paris,” said the Widow, folding her dinner napkin. “How can a 
woman expect to keep her husband if she does not know his favourite food 
after three years?” 

“Mahlzeit!” 

“Mahlzeit!”’ 

I closed the door after me. 


THE BARON. 


“Who is he?” I said. “And why does he sit always alone, with his back to 
us, too?” 

“Ah!” whispered the Frau Oberregierungsrat, “he is a BARON.” 

She looked at me very solemnly, and yet with the slightest possible 
contempt — a “fancy-not-recognising-that-at-the-first-glance” expression. 

“But, poor soul, he cannot help it,” I said. “Surely that unfortunate fact 
ought not to debar him from the pleasures of intellectual intercourse.” 

If it had not been for her fork I think she would have crossed herself. 

“Surely you cannot understand. He is one of the First Barons.” 

More than a little unnerved, she turned and spoke to the Frau Doktor on 
her left. 

“My omelette is empty — EMPTY,” she protested, “and this is the third I 
have tried!” 

I looked at the First of the Barons. He was eating salad — taking a whole 
lettuce leaf on his fork and absorbing it slowly, rabbit-wise — a fascinating 
process to watch. 

Small and slight, with scanty black hair and beard and yellow-toned 
complexion, he invariably wore black serge clothes, a rough linen shirt, 
black sandals, and the largest black-rimmed spectacles that I had ever seen. 

The Herr Oberlehrer, who sat opposite me, smiled benignantly. 

“It must be very interesting for you, gnadige Frau, to be able to watch... 
of course this is a VERY FINE HOUSE. There was a lady from the Spanish 
Court here in the summer; she had a liver. We often spoke together.” 

I looked gratified and humble. 

“Now, in England, in your ‘boarding ‘ouse’, one does not find the First 
Class, as in Germany.” 

“No, indeed,” I replied, still hypnotised by the Baron, who looked like a 
little yellow silkworm. 

“The Baron comes every year,” went on the Herr Oberlehrer, “for his 
nerves. He has never spoken to any of the guests — YET!” A smile crossed 
his face. I seemed to see his visions of some splendid upheaval of that 
silence — a dazzling exchange of courtesies in a dim future, a splendid 


sacrifice of a newspaper to this Exalted One, a “danke schon” to be handed 
down to future generations. 

At that moment the postman, looking like a German army officer, came 
in with the mail. He threw my letters into my milk pudding, and then turned 
to a waitress and whispered. She retired hastily. The manager of the pension 
came in with a little tray. A picture post card was deposited on it, and 
reverently bowing his head, the manager of the pension carried it to the 
Baron. 

Myself, I felt disappointed that there was not a salute of twenty-five guns. 

At the end of the meal we were served with coffee. I noticed the Baron 
took three lumps of sugar, putting two in his cup and wrapping up the third 
in a corner of his pocket-handkerchief. He was always the first to enter the 
dining-room and the last to leave; and in a vacant chair beside him he 
placed a little black leather bag. 

In the afternoon, leaning from my window, I saw him pass down the 
street, walking tremulously and carrying the bag. Each time he passed a 
lamp-post he shrank a little, as though expecting it to strike him, or maybe 
the sense of plebeian contamination... 

I wondered where he was going, and why he carried the bag. Never had I 
seen him at the Casino or the Bath Establishment. He looked forlorn, his 
feet slipped in his sandals. I found myself pitying the Baron. 

That evening a party of us were gathered in the salon discussing the day’s 
“kur” with feverish animation. The Frau Oberregierungsrat sat by me 
knitting a shawl for her youngest of nine daughters, who was in that very 
interesting, frail condition... “But it is bound to be quite satisfactory,” she 
said to me. “The dear married a banker — the desire of her life.” 

There must have been eight or ten of us gathered together, we who were 
married exchanging confidences as to the underclothing and peculiar 
characteristics of our husbands, the unmarried discussing the over-clothing 
and peculiar fascinations of Possible Ones. 

“T knit them myself,” I heard the Frau Lehrer cry, “of thick grey wool. He 
wears one a month, with two soft collars.” 

“And then,” whispered Fraulein Lisa, “he said to me, ‘Indeed you please 
me. I shall, perhaps, write to your mother.’” 

Small wonder that we were a little violently excited, a little expostulatory. 

Suddenly the door opened and admitted the Baron. 

Followed a complete and deathlike silence. 


He came in slowly, hesitated, took up a toothpick from a dish on the top 
of the piano, and went out again. 

When the door was closed we raised a triumphant cry! It was the first 
time he had ever been known to enter the salon. Who could tell what the 
Future held? 

Days lengthened into weeks. Still we were together, and still the solitary 
little figure, head bowed as though under the weight of the spectacles, 
haunted me. He entered with the black bag, he retired with the black bag — 
and that was all. 

At last the manager of the pension told us the Baron was leaving the next 
day. 

“Oh,” I thought, “surely he cannot drift into obscurity — be lost without 
one word! Surely he will honour the Frau Oberregierungsrat of the Frau 
Feldleutnantswitwe ONCE before he goes.” 

In the evening of that day it rained heavily. I went to the post office, and 
as I stood on the steps, umbrellaless, hesitating before plunging into the 
slushy road, a little, hesitating voice seemed to come from under my elbow. 

I looked down. It was the First of the Barons with the black bag and an 
umbrella. Was I mad? Was I sane? He was asking me to share the latter. But 
I was exceedingly nice, a trifle diffident, appropriately reverential. Together 
we walked through the mud and slush. 

Now, there is something peculiarly intimate in sharing an umbrella. 

It is apt to put one on the same footing as brushing a man’s coat for him 
— a little daring, naive. 

I longed to know why he sat alone, why he carried the bag, what he did 
all day. But he himself volunteered some information. 

“T fear,” he said, “that my luggage will be damp. I invariably carry it with 
me in this bag — one requires so little — for servants are untrustworthy.” 

“A wise idea,” I answered. And then: “Why have you denied us the 
pleasure—” 

“T sit alone that I may eat more,” said the Baron, peering into the dusk; 
“my stomach requires a great deal of food. I order double portions, and eat 
them in peace.” 

Which sounded finely Baronial. 

“And what do you do all day?” 

“T imbibe nourishment in my room,” he replied, in a voice that closed the 
conversation and almost repented of the umbrella. 


When we arrived at the pension there was very nearly an open riot. 

I ran half way up the stairs, and thanked the Baron audibly from the 
landing. 

He distinctly replied: “Not at all!” 

It was very friendly of the Herr Oberlehrer to have sent me a bouquet that 
evening, and the Frau Oberregierungsrat asked me for my pattern of a 
baby’s bonnet! 


Next day the Baron was gone. 
Sic transit gloria German mundi. 


THE SISTER OF THE BARONESS. 


“There are two new guests arriving this afternoon,” said the manager of the 
pension, placing a chair for me at the breakfast table. “I have only received 
the letter acquainting me with the fact this morning. The Baroness von Gall 
is sending her little daughter — the poor child is dumb — to make the 
‘cure.’ She is to stay with us a month, and then the Baroness herself is 
coming.” 

“Baroness von Gall,” cried the Frau Doktor, coming into the room and 
positively scenting the name. “Coming here? There was a picture of her 
only last week in ‘Sport and Salon.’ She is a friend of the court: I have 
heard that the Kaiserin says ‘du’ to her. But this is delightful! I shall take 
my doctor’s advice and spend an extra six weeks here. There is nothing like 
young society.” 

“But the child is dumb,” ventured the manager apologetically. 

“Bah! What does that matter? Afflicted children have such pretty ways.” 

Each guest who came into the breakfast-room was bombarded with the 
wonderful news. “The Baroness von Gall is sending her little daughter here; 
the Baroness herself is coming in a month’s time.” Coffee and rolls took on 
the nature of an orgy. We positively scintillated. Anecdotes of the High 
Born were poured out, sweetened and sipped: we gorged on scandals of 
High Birth generously buttered. 

“They are to have the room next to yours,” said the manager, addressing 
me. “I was wondering if you would permit me to take down the portrait of 
the Kaiserin Elizabeth from above your bed to hang over their sofa.” 

“Yes, indeed, something homelike’ — the Frau Oberregierungsrat patted 
my hand— “and of no possible significance to you.” 

I felt a little crushed. Not at the prospect of losing that vision of diamonds 
and blue velvet bust, but at the tone — placing me outside the pale — 
branding me as a foreigner. 

We dissipated the day in valid speculations. Decided it was too warm to 
walk in the afternoon, so lay down on our beds, mustering in great force for 
afternoon coffee. And a carriage drew up at the door. A tall young girl got 
out, leading a child by the hand. They entered the hall, were greeted and 
shown to their room. Ten minutes later she came down with the child to 


sign the visitors’ book. She wore a black, closely fitting dress, touched at 
throat and wrists with white frilling. Her brown hair, braided, was tied with 
a black bow — unusually pale, with a small mole on her left cheek. 

“T am the Baroness von Gall’s sister,” she said, trying the pen on a piece 
of blotting-paper, and smiling at us deprecatingly. Even for the most jaded 
of us life holds its thrilling moments. Two Baronesses in two months! The 
manager immediately left the room to find a new nib. 

To my plebeian eyes that afflicted child was singularly unattractive. She 
had the air of having been perpetually washed with a blue bag, and hair like 
grey wool — dressed, too, in a pinafore so stiffly starched that she could 
only peer at us over the frill of 1t — a social barrier of a pinafore — and 
perhaps it was too much to expect a noble aunt to attend to the menial 
consideration of her niece’s ears. But a dumb niece with unwashed ears 
struck me as a most depressing object. 

They were given places at the head of the table. For a moment we all 
looked at one another with an eena-deena-dina-do expression. Then the 
Frau Oberregierungsrat: 

“T hope you are not tired after your journey.” 

“No,” said the sister of the Baroness, smiling into her cup. 

“T hope the dear child is not tired,” said the Frau Doktor. 

“Not at all.” 

“T expect, I hope you will sleep well to-night,” the Herr Oberlehrer said 
reverently. 

“Yes.” 

The poet from Munich never took his eyes off the pair. He allowed his tie 
to absorb most of his coffee while he gazed at them exceedingly soulfully. 

Unyoking Pegasus, thought I. Death spasms of his Odes to Solitude! 
There were possibilities in that young woman for an inspiration, not to 
mention a dedication, and from that moment his suffering temperament 
took up its bed and walked. 

They retired after the meal, leaving us to discuss them at leisure. 

“There is a likeness,” mused the Frau Doktor. “Quite. What a manner she 
has. Such reserve, such a tender way with the child.” 

“Pity she has the child to attend to,” exclaimed the student from Bonn. 
He had hitherto relied upon three scars and a ribbon to produce an effect, 
but the sister of a Baroness demanded more than these. 


Absorbing days followed. Had she been one whit less beautifully born we 
could not have endured the continual conversation about her, the songs in 
her praise, the detailed account of her movements. But she graciously 
suffered our worship and we were more than content. 

The poet she took into her confidence. He carried her books when we 
went walking, he jumped the afflicted one on his knee — poetic licence, 
this — and one morning brought his notebook into the salon and read to us. 

“The sister of the Baroness has assured me she is going into a convent,” 
he said. (That made the student from Bonn sit up.) “I have written these few 
lines last night from my window in the sweet night air—” 

“Oh, your DELICATE chest,” commented the Frau Doktor. 

He fixed a stony eye on her, and she blushed. 

“T have written these lines: 

“Ah, will you to a convent fly, So young, so fresh, so fair? 

Spring like a doe upon the fields 
And find your beauty there.’” 

Nine verses equally lovely commanded her to equally violent action. I am 
certain that had she followed his advice not even the remainder of her life in 
a convent would have given her time to recover her breath. 

“T have presented her with a copy,” he said. “And to-day we are going to 
look for wild flowers in the wood.” 

The student from Bonn got up and left the room. I begged the poet to 
repeat the verses once more. At the end of the sixth verse I saw from the 
window the sister of the Baroness and the scarred youth disappearing 
through the front gate, which enabled me to thank the poet so charmingly 
that he offered to write me out a copy. 

But we were living at too high pressure in those days. Swinging from our 
humble pension to the high walls of palaces, how could we help but fall? 
Late one afternoon the Frau Doktor came upon me in the writing-room and 
took me to her bosom. 

“She has been telling me all about her life,” whispered the Frau Doktor. 
“She came to my bedroom and offered to massage my arm. You know, I am 
the greatest martyr to rheumatism. And, fancy now, she has already had six 
proposals of marriage. Such beautiful offers that I assure you I wept — and 
every one of noble birth. My dear, the most beautiful was in the wood. Not 
that I do not think a proposal should take place in a drawing-room — it is 
more fitting to have four walls — but this was a private wood. He said, the 


young officer, she was like a young tree whose branches had never been 
touched by the ruthless hand of man. Such delicacy!” She sighed and turned 
up her eyes. 

“Of course it is difficult for you English to understand when you are 
always exposing your legs on cricket-fields, and breeding dogs in your back 
gardens. The pity of it! Youth should be like a wild rose. For myself I do 
not understand how your women ever get married at all.” 

She shook her head so violently that I shook mine too, and a gloom 
settled round my heart. It seemed we were really in a very bad way. Did the 
spirit of romance spread her rose wings only over aristocratic Germany? 

I went to my room, bound a pink scarf about my hair, and took a volume 
of Morike’s lyrics into the garden. A great bush of purple lilac grew behind 
the summer-house. There I sat down, finding a sad significance in the 
delicate suggestion of half mourning. I began to write a poem myself. 

“They sway and languish dreamily, And we, close pressed, are kissing 
there.” 

It ended! “Close pressed” did not sound at all fascinating. Savoured of 
wardrobes. Did my wild rose then already trail in the dust? I chewed a leaf 
and hugged my knees. Then — magic moment — I heard voices from the 
summer-house, the sister of the Baroness and the student from Bonn. 

Second-hand was better than nothing; I pricked up my ears. 

“What small hands you have,” said the student from Bonn. “They are like 
white lilies lying in the pool of your black dress.” This certainly sounded 
the real thing. Her high-born reply was what interested me. Sympathetic 
murmur only. 

“May I hold one?” 

I heard two sighs —— presumed they held — he had rifled those dark 
waters of a noble blossom. 

“Look at my great fingers beside yours.” 

“But they are beautifully kept,” said the sister of the Baroness shyly. 

The minx! Was love then a question of manicure? 

“How I should adore to kiss you,” murmured the student. “But you know 
I am suffering from severe nasal catarrh, and I dare not risk giving it to you. 
Sixteen times last night did I count myself sneezing. And three different 
handkerchiefs.” 

I threw Morike into the lilac bush, and went back to the house. A great 
automobile snorted at the front door. In the salon great commotion. The 


Baroness was paying a surprise visit to her little daughter. Clad in a yellow 
mackintosh she stood in the middle of the room questioning the manager. 
And every guest the pension contained was grouped about her, even the 
Frau Doktor, presumably examining a timetable, as near to the august skirts 
as possible. 

“But where is my maid?” asked the Baroness. 

“There was no maid,” replied the manager, “save for your gracious sister 
and daughter.” 

“Sister!”’ she cried sharply. “Fool, I have no sister. My child travelled 
with the daughter of my dressmaker.” 

Tableau grandissimo! 


FRAU FISCHER. 


Frau Fischer was the fortunate possessor of a candle factory somewhere on 
the banks of the Eger, and once a year she ceased from her labours to make 
a “cure” in Dorschausen, arriving with a dress-basket neatly covered in a 
black tarpaulin and a hand-bag. The latter contained amongst her 
handkerchiefs, eau de Cologne, toothpicks, and a certain woollen muffler 
very comforting to the “magen,” samples of her skill in candle-making, to 
be offered up as tokens of thanksgiving when her holiday time was over. 

Four of the clock one July afternoon she appeared at the Pension Muller. 
I was sitting in the arbour and watched her bustling up the path followed by 
the red-bearded porter with her dress-basket in his arms and a sunflower 
between his teeth. The widow and her five innocent daughters stood 
tastefully grouped upon the steps in appropriate attitudes of welcome; and 
the greetings were so long and loud that I felt a sympathetic glow. 

“What a journey!” cried the Frau Fischer. “And nothing to eat in the train 
— nothing solid. I assure you the sides of my stomach are flapping together. 
But I must not spoil my appetite for dinner — just a cup of coffee in my 
room. Bertha,” turning to the youngest of the five, “how changed! What a 
bust! Frau Hartmann, I congratulate you.” 

Once again the Widow seized Frau Fischer’s hands. “Kathi, too, a 
splendid woman; but a little pale. Perhaps the young man from Nurnberg is 
here again this year. How you keep them all I don’t know. Each year I come 
expecting to find you with an empty nest. It’s surprising.” 

Frau Hartmann, in an ashamed, apologetic voice: “We are such a happy 
family since my dear man died.” 

“But these marriages — one must have courage; and after all, give them 
time, they all make the happy family bigger — thank God for that... Are 
there many people here just now?” 

“Every room engaged.” 

Followed a detailed description in the hall, murmured on the stairs, 
continued in six parts as they entered the large room (windows opening 
upon the garden) which Frau Fischer occupied each successive year. I was 
reading the “Muiracles of Lourdes,” which a Catholic priest — fixing a 
gloomy eye upon my soul — had begged me to digest; but its wonders were 


completely routed by Frau Fischer’s arrival. Not even the white roses upon 
the feet of the Virgin could flourish in that atmosphere. 

“.. It was a simple shepherd-child who pastured her flocks upon the 
barren fields...” 

Voices from the room above: “The washstand has, of course, been 
scrubbed over with soda.” 

““.. Poverty-stricken, her limbs with tattered rags half covered...” 

“Every stick of the furniture has been sunning in the garden for three 
days. And the carpet we made ourselves out of old clothes. There is a piece 
of that beautiful flannel petticoat you left us last summer.” 

““.. Deaf and dumb was the child; in fact, the population considered her 
half idiot...” 

“Yes, that is a new picture of the Kaiser. We have moved the thorn- 
crowned one of Jesus Christ out into the passage. It was not cheerful to 
sleep with. Dear Frau Fischer, won’t you take your coffee out in the 
garden?” 

“That is a very nice idea. But first I must remove my corsets and my 
boots. Ah, what a relief to wear sandals again. I am needing the ‘cure’ very 
badly this year. My nerves! I am a mass of them. During the entire journey I 
sat with my handkerchief over my head, even while the guard collected the 
tickets. Exhausted!” 

She came into the arbour wearing a black and white spotted dressing- 
gown, and a calico cap peaked with patent leather, followed by Kathi, 
carrying the little blue jugs of malt coffee. We were formally introduced. 
Frau Fischer sat down, produced a perfectly clean pocket handkerchief and 
polished her cup and saucer, then lifted the lid of the coffee-pot and peered 
in at the contents mournfully. 

“Malt coffee,” she said. “Ah, for the first few days I wonder how I can 
put up with it. Naturally, absent from home one must expect much 
discomfort and strange food. But as I used to say to my dear husband: with 
a clean sheet and a good cup of coffee I can find my happiness anywhere. 
But now, with nerves like mine, no sacrifice is too terrible for me to make. 
What complaint are you suffering from? You look exceedingly healthy!” 

I smiled and shrugged my shoulders. 

“Ah, that is so strange about you English. You do not seem to enjoy 
discussing the functions of the body. As well speak of a railway train and 
refuse to mention the engine. How can we hope to understand anybody, 


knowing nothing of their stomachs? In my husband’s most severe illness — 
the poultices—” 

She dipped a piece of sugar in her coffee and watched it dissolve. 

“Yet a young friend of mine who travelled to England for the funeral of 
his brother told me that women wore bodices in public restaurants no waiter 
could help looking into as he handed the soup.” 

“But only German waiters,” I said. “English ones look over the top of 
your head.” 

“There,” she cried, “now you see your dependence on Germany. Not 
even an efficient waiter can you have by yourselves.” 

“But I prefer them to look over your head.” 

“And that proves that you must be ashamed of your bodice.” 

I looked out over the garden full of wall-flowers and standard rose-trees 
growing stiffly like German bouquets, feeling I did not care one way or the 
other. I rather wanted to ask her if the young friend had gone to England in 
the capacity of waiter to attend the funeral baked meats, but decided it was 
not worth it. The weather was too hot to be malicious, and who could be 
uncharitable, victimised by the flapping sensations which Frau Fischer was 
enduring until six-thirty? As a gift from heaven for my forbearance, down 
the path towards us came the Herr Rat, angelically clad in a white silk suit. 
He and Frau Fischer were old friends. She drew the folds of her dressing- 
gown together, and made room for him on the little green bench. 

“How cool you are looking,” she said; “and if I may make the remark — 
what a beautiful suit!” 

“Surely I wore it last summer when you were here? I brought the silk 
from China — smuggled it through the Russian customs by swathing it 
round my body. And such a quantity: two dress lengths for my sister-in-law, 
three suits for myself, a cloak for the housekeeper of my flat in Munich. 
How I perspired! Every inch of it had to be washed afterwards.” 

“Surely you have had more adventures than any man in Germany. When I 
think of the time that you spent in Turkey with a drunken guide who was 
bitten by a mad dog and fell over a precipice into a field of attar of roses, I 
lament that you have not written a book.” 

“Time — time. I am getting a few notes together. And now that you are 
here we shall renew our quiet little talks after supper. Yes? It is necessary 
and pleasant for a man to find relaxation in the company of women 
occasionally.” 


“Indeed I realise that. Even here your life is too strenuous — you are so 
sought after — so admired. It was just the same with my dear husband. He 
was a tall, beautiful man, and sometimes in the evening he would come 
down into the kitchen and say: ‘Wife, I would like to be stupid for two 
minutes.’ Nothing rested him so much then as for me to stroke his head.” 

The Herr Rat’s bald pate glistening in the sunlight seemed symbolical of 
the sad absence of a wife. 

I began to wonder as to the nature of these quiet little after-supper talks. 
How could one play Delilah to so shorn a Samson? 

“Herr Hoffmann from Berlin arrived yesterday,” said the Herr Rat. 

“That young man I refuse to converse with. He told me last year that he 
had stayed in France in an hotel where they did not have serviettes; what a 
place it must have been! In Austria even the cabmen have serviettes. Also I 
have heard that he discussed ‘free love’ with Bertha as she was sweeping 
his room. I am not accustomed to such company. I had suspected him for a 
long time.” 

“Young blood,” answered the Herr Rat genially. “I have had several 
disputes with him — you have heard them — 1s it not so?” turning to me. 

“A great many,” I said, smiling. 

“Doubtless you too consider me behind the times. I make no secret of my 
age; I am sixty-nine; but you must have surely observed how impossible it 
was for him to speak at all when I raised my voice.” 

I replied with the utmost conviction, and, catching Frau Fischer’s eye, 
suddenly realised I had better go back to the house and write some letters. 

It was dark and cool in my room. A chestnut tree pushed green boughs 
against the window. I looked down at the horsehair sofa so openly flouting 
the idea of curling up as immoral, pulled the red pillow on to the floor and 
lay down. And barely had I got comfortable when the door opened and Frau 
Fischer entered. 

“The Herr Rat had a bathing appointment,” she said, shutting the door 
after her. “May I come in? Pray do not move. You look like a little Persian 
kitten. Now, tell me something really interesting about your life. When I 
meet new people I squeeze them dry like a sponge. To begin with — you 
are married.” 

I admit the fact. 

“Then, dear child, where is your husband?” 

I said he was a sea-captain on a long and perilous voyage. 


“What a position to leave you in — so young and so unprotected.” 

She sat down on the sofa and shook her finger at me playfully. 

“Admit, now, that you keep your journeys secret from him. For what man 
would think of allowing a woman with such a wealth of hair to go 
wandering in foreign countries? Now, supposing that you lost your purse at 
midnight in a snowbound train in North Russia?” 

“But I haven’t the slightest intention—’” I began. 

“T don’t say that you have. But when you said good-bye to your dear man 
I am positive that you had no intention of coming here. My dear, I am a 
woman of experience, and I know the world. While he is away you have a 
fever in your blood. Your sad heart flies for comfort to these foreign lands. 
At home you cannot bear the sight of that empty bed — it is like 
widowhood. Since the death of my dear husband I have never known an 
hour’s peace.” 

“T like empty beds,” I protested sleepily, thumping the pillow. 

“That cannot be true because it is not natural. Every wife ought to feel 
that her place is by her husband’s side — sleeping or waking. It is plain to 
see that the strongest tie of all does not yet bind you. Wait until a little pair 
of hands stretches across the water — wait until he comes into harbour and 
sees you with the child at your breast.” 

I sat up stiffly. 

“But I consider child-bearing the most ignominious of all professions,” I 
said. 

For a moment there was silence. Then Frau Fischer reached down and 
caught my hand. 

“So young and yet to suffer so cruelly,” she murmured. “There is nothing 
that sours a woman so terribly as to be left alone without a man, especially 
if she is married, for then it 1s impossible for her to accept the attention of 
others — unless she is unfortunately a widow. Of course, I know that sea- 
captains are subject to terrible temptations, and they are as inflammable as 


tenor singers — that is why you must present a bright and energetic 
appearance, and try and make him proud of you when his ship reaches 
port.” 


This husband that I had created for the benefit of Frau Fischer became in 
her hands so substantial a figure that I could no longer see myself sitting on 
a rock with seaweed in my hair, awaiting that phantom ship for which all 
women love to suppose they hunger. Rather I saw myself pushing a 


perambulator up the gangway, and counting up the missing buttons on my 
husband’s uniform jacket. 

“Handfuls of babies, that is what you are really in need of,” mused Frau 
Fischer. “Then, as the father of a family he cannot leave you. Think of his 
delight and excitement when he saw you!” 

The plan seemed to me something of a risk. To appear suddenly with 
handfuls of strange babies is not generally calculated to raise enthusiasm in 
the heart of the average British husband. I decided to wreck my virgin 
conception and send him down somewhere off Cape Horn. 

Then the dinner-gong sounded. 

“Come up to my room afterwards, 
much that I must ask you.” 

She squeezed my hand, but I did not squeeze back. 
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said Frau Fischer. “There is still 


FRAU BRECHENMACHER ATTENDS A 
WEDDING. 


Getting ready was a terrible business. After supper Frau Brechenmacher 
packed four of the five babies to bed, allowing Rosa to stay with her and 
help to polish the buttons of Herr Brechenmacher’s uniform. Then she ran 
over his best shirt with a hot iron, polished his boots, and put a stitch or two 
into his black satin necktie. 

“Rosa,” she said, “fetch my dress and hang it in front of the stove to get 
the creases out. Now, mind, you must look after the children and not sit up 
later than half-past eight, and not touch the lamp — you know what will 
happen if you do.” 

“Yes, Mamma,” said Rosa, who was nine and felt old enough to manage 
a thousand lamps. “But let me stay up — the ‘Bub’ may wake and want 
some milk.” 

“Half-past eight!” said the Frau. “Pll make the father tell you too.” 

Rosa drew down the corners of her mouth. 

“But... but...” 

“Here comes the father. You go into the bedroom and fetch my blue silk 
handkerchief. You can wear my black shawl while I’m out — there now!” 

Rosa dragged it off her mother’s shoulders and wound it carefully round 
her own, tying the two ends in a knot at the back. After all, she reflected, if 
she had to go to bed at half past eight she would keep the shawl on. Which 
resolution comforted her absolutely. 

“Now, then, where are my clothes?” cried Herr Brechenmacher, hanging 
his empty letter-bag behind the door and stamping the snow out of his 
boots. “Nothing ready, of course, and everybody at the wedding by this 
time. I heard the music as I passed. What are you doing? You’re not 
dressed. You can’t go like that.” 

“Here they are — all ready for you on the table, and some warm water in 
the tin basin. Dip your head in. Rosa, give your father the towel. Everything 
ready except the trousers. I haven’t had time to shorten them. You must tuck 
the ends into your boots until we get there.” 


“Nu,” said the Herr, “there isn’t room to turn. I want the light. You go and 
dress in the passage.” 

Dressing in the dark was nothing to Frau Brechenmacher. She hooked her 
skirt and bodice, fastened her handkerchief round her neck with a beautiful 
brooch that had four medals to the Virgin dangling from it, and then drew 
on her cloak and hood. 

“Here, come and fasten this buckle,’ called Herr Brechenmacher. He 
stood in the kitchen puffing himself out, the buttons on his blue uniform 
shining with an enthusiasm which nothing but official buttons could 
possibly possess. “How do I look?” 

“Wonderful,” replied the little Frau, straining at the waist buckle and 
giving him a little pull here, a little tug there. “Rosa, come and look at your 
father.” 

Herr Brechenmacher strode up and down the kitchen, was helped on with 
his coat, then waited while the Frau lighted the lantern. 

“Now, then — finished at last! Come along.” 

“The lamp, Rosa,” warned the Frau, slamming the front door behind 
them. 

Snow had not fallen all day; the frozen ground was slippery as an 
icepond. She had not been out of the house for weeks past, and the day had 
so flurried her that she felt muddled and stupid — felt that Rosa had pushed 
her out of the house and her man was running away from her. 

“Wait, wait!” she cried. 

“No. Pll get my feet damp — you hurry.” 

It was easier when they came into the village. There were fences to cling 
to, and leading from the railway station to the Gasthaus a little path of 
cinders had been strewn for the benefit of the wedding guests. 

The Gasthaus was very festive. Lights shone out from every window, 
wreaths of fir twigs hung from the ledges. Branches decorated the front 
doors, which swung open, and in the hall the landlord voiced his superiority 
by bullying the waitresses, who ran about continually with glasses of beer, 
trays of cups and saucers, and bottles of wine. 

“Up the stairs — up the stairs!” boomed the landlord. “Leave your coats 
on the landing.” 

Herr Brechenmacher, completely overawed by this grand manner, so far 
forgot his rights as a husband as to beg his wife’s pardon for jostling her 
against the banisters in his efforts to get ahead of everybody else. 


Herr Brechenmacher’s colleagues greeted him with acclamation as he 
entered the door of the Festsaal, and the Frau straightened her brooch and 
folded her hands, assuming the air of dignity becoming to the wife of a 
postman and the mother of five children. Beautiful indeed was the Festsaal. 
Three long tables were grouped at one end, the remainder of the floor space 
cleared for dancing. Oil lamps, hanging from the ceiling, shed a warm, 
bright light on the walls decorated with paper flowers and garlands; shed a 
warmer, brighter light on the red faces of the guests in their best clothes. 

At the head of the centre table sat the bride and bridegroom, she in a 
white dress trimmed with stripes and bows of coloured ribbon, giving her 
the appearance of an iced cake all ready to be cut and served in neat little 
pieces to the bridegroom beside her, who wore a suit of white clothes much 
too large for him and a white silk tie that rose halfway up his collar. 
Grouped about them, with a fine regard for dignity and precedence, sat their 
parents and relations; and perched on a stool at the bride’s right hand a little 
girl in a crumpled muslin dress with a wreath of forget-me-nots hanging 
over one ear. Everybody was laughing and talking, shaking hands, clinking 
glasses, stamping on the floor — a stench of beer and perspiration filled the 
air. 

Frau Brechenmacher, following her man down the room after greeting 
the bridal party, knew that she was going to enjoy herself. She seemed to 
fill out and become rosy and warm as she sniffed that familiar festive smell. 
Somebody pulled at her skirt, and, looking down, she saw Frau Rupp, the 
butcher’s wife, who pulled out an empty chair and begged her to sit beside 
her. 

“Fritz will get you some beer,” she said. “My dear, your skirt is open at 
the back. We could not help laughing as you walked up the room with the 
white tape of your petticoat showing!” 

“But how frightful!’ said Frau Brechenmacher, collapsing into her chair 
and biting her lip. 

“Na, it’s over now,” said Frau Rupp, stretching her fat hands over the 
table and regarding her three mourning rings with intense enjoyment; “but 
one must be careful, especially at a wedding.” 

“And such a wedding as this,” cried Frau Ledermann, who sat on the 
other side of Frau Brechenmacher. “Fancy Theresa bringing that child with 
her. It’s her own child, you know, my dear, and it’s going to live with them. 


That’s what I call a sin against the Church for a free-born child to attend its 
own mother’s wedding.” 

The three women sat and stared at the bride, who remained very still, 
with a little vacant smile on her lips, only her eyes shifting uneasily from 
side to side. 

“Beer they’ve given it, too,” whispered Frau Rupp, “and white wine and 
an ice. It never did have a stomach; she ought to have left it at home.” 

Frau Brechenmacher turned round and looked towards the bride’s mother. 
She never took her eyes off her daughter, but wrinkled her brown forehead 
like an old monkey, and nodded now and again very solemnly. Her hands 
shook as she raised her beer mug, and when she had drunk she spat on the 
floor and savagely wiped her mouth with her sleeve. Then the music started 
and she followed Theresa with her eyes, looking suspiciously at each man 
who danced with her. 

“Cheer up, old woman,” shouted her husband, digging her in the ribs; 
“this isn’t Theresa’s funeral.” He winked at the guests, who broke into loud 
laughter. 

“I AM cheerful,” mumbled the old woman, and beat upon the table with 
her fist, keeping time to the music, proving she was not out of the 
festivities. 

“She can’t forget how wild Theresa has been,” said Frau Ledermann. 
“Who could — with the child there? I heard that last Sunday evening 
Theresa had hysterics and said that she would not marry this man. They had 
to get the priest to her.” 

“Where is the other one?” asked Frau Brechenmacher. “Why didn’t he 
marry her?” 

The woman shrugged her shoulders. 

“Gone — disappeared. He was a traveller, and only stayed at their house 
two nights. He was selling shirt buttons — I bought some myself, and they 
were beautiful shirt buttons — but what a pig of a fellow! I can’t think what 
he saw in such a plain girl — but you never know. Her mother says she’s 
been like fire ever since she was sixteen!” 

Frau Brechenmacher looked down at her beer and blew a little hole in the 
froth. 

“That’s not how a wedding should be,” she said; “it’s not religion to love 
two men.” 


“Nice time shell have with this one,” Frau Rupp exclaimed. “He was 
lodging with me last summer and I had to get rid of him. He never changed 
his clothes once in two months, and when I spoke to him of the smell in his 
room he told me he was sure it floated up from the shop. Ah, every wife has 
her cross. Isn’t that true, my dear?” 

Frau Brechenmacher saw her husband among his colleagues at the next 
table. He was drinking far too much, she knew — gesticulating wildly, the 
saliva spluttering out of his mouth as he talked. 

“Yes,” she assented, “that’s true. Girls have a lot to learn.” 

Wedged in between these two fat old women, the Frau had no hope of 
being asked to dance. She watched the couples going round and round; she 
forgot her five babies and her man and felt almost like a girl again. The 
music sounded sad and sweet. Her roughened hands clasped and unclasped 
themselves in the folds of her skirt. While the music went on she was afraid 
to look anybody in the face, and she smiled with a little nervous tremor 
round the mouth. 

“But, my God,” Frau Rupp cried, “they’ve given that child of Theresa’s a 
piece of sausage. It’s to keep her quiet. There’s going to be a presentation 
now — your man has to speak.” 

Frau Brechenmacher sat up stiffly. The music ceased, and the dancers 
took their places again at the tables. 

Herr Brechenmacher alone remained standing — he held in his hands a 
big silver coffee-pot. Everybody laughed at his speech, except the Frau; 
everybody roared at his grimaces, and at the way he carried the coffee-pot 
to the bridal pair, as if it were a baby he was holding. 

She lifted the lid, peeped in, then shut it down with a little scream and sat 
biting her lips. The bridegroom wrenched the pot away from her and drew 
forth a baby’s bottle and two little cradles holding china dolls. As he 
dandled these treasures before Theresa the hot room seemed to heave and 
sway with laughter. 

Frau Brechenmacher did not think it funny. She stared round at the 
laughing faces, and suddenly they all seemed strange to her. She wanted to 
go home and never come out again. She imagined that all these people were 
laughing at her, more people than there were in the room even — all 
laughing at her because they were so much stronger than she was. 

... They walked home in silence. Herr Brechenmacher strode ahead, she 
stumbled after him. White and forsaken lay the road from the railway 


station to their house — a cold rush of wind blew her hood from her face, 
and suddenly she remembered how they had come home together the first 
night. Now they had five babies and twice as much money; BUT — 

“Na, what is it all for?” she muttered, and not until she had reached 
home, and prepared a little supper of meat and bread for her man did she 
stop asking herself that silly question. 

Herr Brechenmacher broke the bread into his plate, smeared it round with 
his fork and chewed greedily. 

“Good?” she asked, leaning her arms on the table and pillowing her 
breast against them. 

“But fine!” 

He took a piece of the crumb, wiped it round his plate edge, and held it 
up to her mouth. She shook her head. 

“Not hungry,” she said. 

“But it is one of the best pieces, and full of the fat.” 

He cleared the plate; then pulled off his boots and flung them into a 
corner. 

“Not much of a wedding,” he said, stretching out his feet and wriggling 
his toes in the worsted socks. 

“N — no,” she replied, taking up the discarded boots and placing them on 
the oven to dry. 

Herr Brechenmacher yawned and stretched himself, and then looked up 
at her, grinning. 

“Remember the night that we came home? You were an innocent one, 
you were.” 

“Get along! Such a time ago I forget.’’ Well she remembered. 

“Such a clout on the ear as you gave me... But I soon taught you.” 

“Oh, don’t start talking. You’ve too much beer. Come to bed.” 

He tilted back in his chair, chuckling with laughter. 

“That’s not what you said to me that night. God, the trouble you gave 
me!” 

But the little Frau seized the candle and went into the next room. The 
children were all soundly sleeping. She stripped the mattress off the baby’s 
bed to see if he was still dry, then began unfastening her blouse and skirt. 

“Always the same,” she said— “all over the world the same; but, God in 
heaven — but STUPID.” 


Then even the memory of the wedding faded quite. She lay down on the 
bed and put her arm across her face like a child who expected to be hurt as 
Herr Brechenmacher lurched in. 


THE MODERN SOUL. 


“Good-evening,” said the Herr Professor, squeezing my hand; “wonderful 
weather! I have just returned from a party in the wood. I have been making 
music for them on my trombone. You know, these pine-trees provide most 
suitable accompaniment for a trombone! They are sighing delicacy against 
sustained strength, as I remarked once in a lecture on wind instruments in 
Frankfort. May I be permitted to sit beside you on this bench, gnadige 
Frau?” 

He sat down, tugging at a white-paper package in the tail pocket of his 
coat. 

“Cherries,” he said, nodding and smiling. “There is nothing like cherries 
for producing free saliva after trombone playing, especially after Grieg’s 
‘Ich Liebe Dich.’ Those sustained blasts on ‘liebe’ make my throat as dry as 
a railway tunnel. Have some?” He shook the bag at me. 

“T prefer watching you eat them.” 

“Ah, ha!” He crossed his legs, sticking the cherry bag between his knees, 
to leave both hands free. “Psychologically I understood your refusal. It is 
your innate feminine delicacy in preferring etherealised sensations... Or 
perhaps you do not care to eat the worms. All cherries contain worms. Once 
I made a very interesting experiment with a colleague of mine at the 
university. We bit into four pounds of the best cherries and did not find one 
specimen without a worm. But what would you? As I remarked to him 
afterwards — dear friend, it amounts to this: if one wishes to satisfy the 
desires of nature one must be strong enough to ignore the facts of nature... 
The conversation is not out of your depth? I have so seldom the time or 
opportunity to open my heart to a woman that I am apt to forget.” 

I looked at him brightly. 

“See what a fat one!” cried the Herr Professor. “That is almost a mouthful 
in itself; it is beautiful enough to hang from a watch-chain.” He chewed it 
up and spat the stone an incredible distance — over the garden path into the 
flower bed. He was proud of the feat. I saw it. “The quantity of fruit I have 
eaten on this bench,” he sighed; “apricots, peaches and cherries. One day 
that garden bed will become an orchard grove, and I shall allow you to pick 
as much as you please, without paying me anything.” 


I was grateful, without showing undue excitement. 

“Which reminds me” — he hit the side of his nose with one finger— “the 
manager of the pension handed me my weekly bill after dinner this evening. 
It is almost impossible to credit. I do not expect you to believe me — he has 
charged me extra for a miserable little glass of milk I drink in bed at night 
to prevent insomnia. Naturally, I did not pay. But the tragedy of the story is 
this: I cannot expect the milk to produce somnolence any longer; my 
peaceful attitude of mind towards it is completely destroyed. I know I shall 
throw myself into a fever in attempting to plumb this want of generosity in 
so wealthy a man as the manager of a pension. Think of me to-night.” — he 
ground the empty bag under his heel— “think that the worst is happening to 
me as your head drops asleep on your pillow.” 

Two ladies came on the front steps of the pension and stood, arm in arm, 
looking over the garden. The one, old and scraggy, dressed almost entirely 
in black bead trimming and a satin reticule; the other, young and thin, in a 
white gown, her yellow hair tastefully garnished with mauve sweet peas. 

The Professor drew in his feet and sat up sharply, pulling down his 
waistcoat. 

“The Godowskas,” he murmured. “Do you know them? A mother and 
daughter from Vienna. The mother has an internal complaint and the 
daughter is an actress. Fraulein Sonia is a very modern soul. I think you 
would find her most sympathetic. She is forced to be in attendance on her 
mother just now. But what a temperament! I have once described her in her 
autograph album as a tigress with a flower in the hair. Will you excuse me? 
Perhaps I can persuade them to be introduced to you.” 

I said, “I am going up to my room.” But the Professor rose and shook a 
playful finger at me. “Na,” he said, “we are friends, and, therefore, I shall 
speak quite frankly to you. I think they would consider it a little ‘marked’ if 
you immediately retired to the house at their approach, after sitting here 
alone with me in the twilight. You know this world. Yes, you know it as I 
do.” 

I shrugged my shoulders, remarking with one eye that while the Professor 
had been talking the Godowskas had trailed across the lawn towards us. 
They confronted the Herr Professor as he stood up. 

“Good-evening,” quavered Frau Godowska. “Wonderful weather! It has 
given me quite a touch of hay fever!” Fraulein Godowska said nothing. She 


swooped over a rose growing in the embryo orchard then stretched out her 
hand with a magnificent gesture to the Herr Professor. He presented me. 

“This is my little English friend of whom I have spoken. She is the 
stranger in our midst. We have been eating cherries together.” 

“How delightful,” sighed Frau Godowska. “My daughter and I have often 
observed you through the bedroom window. Haven’t we, Sonia?” 

Sonia absorbed my outward and visible form with an inward and spiritual 
glance, then repeated the magnificent gesture for my benefit. The four of us 
sat on the bench, with that faint air of excitement of passengers established 
in a railway carriage on the qui vive for the train whistle. Frau Godowska 
sneezed. “I wonder if it is hay fever,’ she remarked, worrying the satin 
reticule for her handkerchief, “or would it be the dew. Sonia, dear, is the 
dew falling?” 

Fraulein Sonia raised her face to the sky, and half closed her eyes. “‘No, 
mamma, my face is quite warm. Oh, look, Herr Professor, there are 
swallows in flight; they are like a little flock of Japanese thoughts — nicht 
wahr?” 

“Where?” cried the Herr Professor. “Oh yes, I see, by the kitchen 
chimney. But why do you say ‘Japanese’? Could you not compare them 
with equal veracity to a little flock of German thoughts in flight?” He 
rounded on me. “Have you swallows in England?” 

“I believe there are some at certain seasons. But doubtless they have not 
the same symbolical value for the English. In Germany—” 

“IT have never been to England,” interrupted Fraulein Sonia, “but I have 
many English acquaintances. They are so cold!” She shivered. 

“Fish-blooded,” snapped Frau Godowska. “Without soul, without heart, 
without grace. But you cannot equal their dress materials. I spent a week in 
Brighton twenty years ago, and the travelling cape I bought there is not yet 
worn out — the one you wrap the hot-water bottle in, Sonia. My lamented 
husband, your father, Sonia, knew a great deal about England. But the more 
he knew about it the oftener he remarked to me, ‘England is merely an 
island of beef flesh swimming in a warm gulf sea of gravy.’ Such a brilliant 
way of putting things. Do you remember, Sonia?” 

“T forget nothing, mamma,” answered Sonia. 

Said the Herr Professor: “That is the proof of your calling, gnadiges 
Fraulein. Now I wonder — and this is a very interesting speculation — is 
memory a blessing or — excuse the word — a curse?” 


Frau Godowska looked into the distance, then the corners of her mouth 
dropped and her skin puckered. She began to shed tears. 

“Ach Gott! Gracious lady, what have I said?” exclaimed the Herr 
Professor. 

Sonia took her mother’s hand. “Do you know,” she said, “to-night it is 
stewed carrots and nut tart for supper. Suppose we go in and take our 
places,” her sidelong, tragic stare accusing the Professor and me the while. 

I followed them across the lawn and up the steps. Frau Godowska was 
murmuring, “Such a wonderful, beloved man”; with her disengaged hand 
Fraulein Sonia was arranging the sweet pea “garniture.” 


“A concert for the benefit of afflicted Catholic infants will take place in 
the salon at eight-thirty PM. Artists: Fraulein Sonia Godowska, from 
Vienna; Herr Professor Windberg and his trombone; Frau Oberlehrer 
Weidel, and others.” 

This notice was tied round the neck of the melancholy stag’s head in the 
dining-room. It graced him like a red and white dinner bib for days before 
the event, causing the Herr Professor to bow before it and say “good 
appetite” until we sickened of his pleasantry and left the smiling to be done 
by the waiter, who was paid to be pleasing to the guests. 

On the appointed day the married ladies sailed about the pension dressed 
like upholstered chairs, and the unmarried ladies like draped muslin 
dressing-table covers. Frau Godowska pinned a rose in the centre of her 
reticule; another blossom was tucked in the mazy folds of a white 
antimacassar thrown across her breast. The gentlemen wore black coats, 
white silk ties and ferny buttonholes tickling the chin. 

The floor of the salon was freshly polished, chairs and benches arranged, 
and a row of little flags strung across the ceiling — they flew and jigged in 
the draught with all the enthusiasm of family washing. It was arranged that 
I should sit beside Frau Godowska, and that the Herr Professor and Sonia 
should join us when their share of the concert was over. 

“That will make you feel quite one of the performers,” said the Herr 
Professor genially. “It is a great pity that the English nation is so unmusical. 
Never mind! To-night you shall hear something — we have discovered a 
nest of talent during the rehearsals.” 

“What do you intend to recite, Fraulein Sonia?” 


She shook back her hair. “I never know until the last moment. When I 
come on the stage I wait for one moment and then I have the sensation as 
though something struck me here,” — she placed her hand upon her collar 
brooch— “and... words come!” 

“Bend down a moment,” whispered her mother. “Sonia, love, your skirt 
safety-pin is showing at the back. Shall I come outside and fasten it 
properly for you, or will you do it yourself?” 

“Oh, mamma, please don’t say such things,” Sonia flushed and grew very 
angry. “You know how sensitive I am to the slightest unsympathetic 
impression at a time like this... | would rather my skirt dropped off my body 

“Sonia — my heart!” 

A bell tinkled. 

The waiter came in and opened the piano. In the heated excitement of the 
moment he entirely forgot what was fitting, and flicked the keys with the 
grimy table napkin he carried over his arm. The Frau Oberlehrer tripped on 
the platform followed by a very young gentleman, who blew his nose twice 
before he hurled his handkerchief into the bosom of the piano. 

“Yes, I know you have no love for me, And no forget-me-not. 

No love, no heart, and no forget-me-not.” 

sang the Frau Oberlehrer, in a voice that seemed to issue from her 
forgotten thimble and have nothing to do with her. 

“Ach, how sweet, how delicate,” we cried, clapping her soothingly. She 
bowed as though to say, “Yes, isn’t it?” and retired, the very young 
gentleman dodging her train and scowling. 

The piano was closed, an arm-chair was placed in the centre of the 
platform. Fraulein Sonia drifted towards it. A breathless pause. Then, 
presumably, the winged shaft struck her collar brooch. She implored us not 
to go into the woods in trained dresses, but rather as lightly draped as 
possible, and bed with her among the pine needles. Her loud, slightly harsh 
voice filled the salon. She dropped her arms over the back of the chair, 
moving her lean hands from the wrists. We were thrilled and silent. The 
Herr Professor, beside me, abnormally serious, his eyes bulging, pulled at 
his moustache ends. Frau Godowska adopted that peculiarly detached 
attitude of the proud parent. The only soul who remained untouched by her 
appeal was the waiter, who leaned idly against the wall of the salon and 


cleaned his nails with the edge of a programme. He was “off duty” and 
intended to show it. 

“What did I say?” shouted the Herr Professor under cover of tumultuous 
applause, “tem-per-ament! There you have it. She is a flame in the heart of 
a lily. I know I am going to play well. It is my turn now. I am inspired. 
Fraulein Sonia” — as that lady returned to us, pale and draped in a large 
shawl— “you are my inspiration. To-night you shall be the soul of my 
trombone. Wait only.” 

To right and left of us people bent over and whispered admiration down 
Fraulein Sonia’s neck. She bowed in the grand style. 

“TI am always successful,” she said to me. “You see, when I act I AM. In 
Vienna, in the plays of Ibsen we had so many bouquets that the cook had 
three in the kitchen. But it is difficult here. There is so little magic. Do you 
not feel it? There is none of that mysterious perfume which floats almost as 
a visible thing from the souls of the Viennese audiences. My spirit starves 
for want of that.” She leaned forward, chin on hand. “Starves,” she 
repeated. 

The Professor appeared with his trombone, blew into it, held it up to one 
eye, tucked back his shirt cuffs and wallowed in the soul of Sonia 
Godowska. Such a sensation did he create that he was recalled to play a 
Bavarian dance, which he acknowledged was to be taken as a breathing 
exercise rather than an artistic achievement. Frau Godowska kept time to it 
with a fan. 

Followed the very young gentleman who piped in a tenor voice that he 
loved somebody, “with blood in his heart and a thousand pains.” Fraulein 
Sonia acted a poison scene with the assistance of her mother’s pill vial and 
the arm-chair replaced by a “chaise longue”; a young girl scratched a 
lullaby on a young fiddle; and the Herr Professor performed the last 
sacrificial rites on the altar of the afflicted children by playing the National 
Anthem. 

“Now I must put mamma to bed,” whispered Fraulein Sonia. “But 
afterwards I must take a walk. It is imperative that I free my spirit in the 
open air for a moment. Would you come with me as far as the railway 
station and back?” 

“Very well, then, knock on my door when you’re ready.” 

Thus the modern soul and I found ourselves together under the stars. 


“What a night!” she said. “Do you know that poem of Sappho about her 
hands in the stars... I am curiously sapphic. And this is so remarkable — not 
only am I sapphic, I find in all the works of all the greatest writers, 
especially in their unedited letters, some touch, some sign of myself — 
some resemblance, some part of myself, like a thousand reflections of my 
own hands in a dark mirror.” 

“But what a bother,” said I. 

“I do not know what you mean by ‘bother’; is it rather the curse of my 
genius...” She paused suddenly, staring at me. “Do you know my tragedy?” 
she asked. 

I shook my head. 

“My tragedy is my mother. Living with her I live with the coffin of my 
unborn aspirations. You heard that about the safety-pin to-night. It may 
seem to you a little thing, but it ruined my three first gestures. They were 

“Impaled on a safety-pin,” I suggested. 

“Yes, exactly that. And when we are in Vienna I am the victim of moods, 
you know. I long to do wild, passionate things. And mamma says, ‘Please 
pour out my mixture first.’ Once I remember I flew into a rage and threw a 
washstand jug out of the window. Do you know what she said? ‘Sonia, it is 
not so much throwing things out of windows, if only you would—’” 

“Choose something smaller?” said I. 

“No...’tell me about it beforehand.’ Humiliating! And I do not see any 
possible light out of this darkness.” 

“Why don’t you join a touring company and leave your mother in 
Vienna?” 

“What! Leave my poor, little, sick, widowed mother in Vienna! Sooner 
than that I would drown myself. I love my mother as I love nobody else in 
the world — nobody and nothing! Do you think it is impossible to love 
one’s tragedy? ‘Out of my great sorrows I make my little songs,’ that is 
Heine or myself.” 

“Oh, well, that’s all right,” I said cheerfully. 

“But it is not all right!” 

I suggested we should turn back. We turned. 

“Sometimes I think the solution lies in marriage,” said Fraulein Sonia. “If 
I find a simple, peaceful man who adores me and will look after mamma — 
a man who would be for me a pillow — for genius cannot hope to mate — I 


shall marry him... You know the Herr Professor has paid me very marked 
attentions.” 

“Oh, Fraulein Sonia,” I said, very pleased with myself, “why not marry 
him to your mother?” We were passing the hairdresser’s shop at the 
moment. Fraulein Sonia clutched my arm. 

“You, you,” she stammered. “The cruelty. I am going to faint. Mamma to 
marry again before I marry — the indignity. I am going to faint here and 
now.” 

I was frightened. “You can’t,” I said, shaking her. 

“Come back to the pension and faint as much as you please. But you 
can’t faint here. All the shops are closed. There is nobody about. Please 
don’t be so foolish.” 

“Here and here only!” She indicated the exact spot and dropped quite 
beautifully, lying motionless. 

“Very well,” I said, “faint away; but please hurry over it.” 

She did not move. I began to walk home, but each time I looked behind 
me I saw the dark form of the modern soul prone before the hairdresser’s 
window. Finally I ran, and rooted out the Herr Professor from his room. 
“Fraulein Sonia has fainted,” I said crossly. 

“Du lieber Gott! Where? How?” 

“Outside the hairdresser’s shop in the Station Road.” 

“Jesus and Maria! Has she no water with her?” — he seized his carafe— 
“nobody beside her?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Where is my coat? No matter, I shall catch a cold on the chest. 
Willingly, I shall catch one... You are ready to come with me?” 

“No,” I said; “you can take the waiter.” 

“But she must have a woman. I cannot be so indelicate as to attempt to 
loosen her stays.” 

“Modern souls oughtn’t to wear them,” said I. He pushed past me and 
clattered down the stairs. 

... When I came down to breakfast next morning there were two places 
vacant at table. Fraulein Sonia and Herr Professor had gone off for a day’s 
excursion in the woods. 

I wondered. 


AT LEHMANN’S. 


Certainly Sabina did not find life slow. She was on the trot from early 
morning until late at night. At five o’clock she tumbled out of bed, buttoned 
on her clothes, wearing a long-sleeved alpaca pinafore over her black frock, 
and groped her way downstairs into the kitchen. 

Anna, the cook, had grown so fat during the summer that she adored her 
bed because she did not have to wear her corsets there, but could spread as 
much as she liked, roll about under the great mattress, calling upon Jesus 
and Holy Mary and Blessed Anthony himself that her life was not fit for a 
pig in a cellar. 

Sabina was new to her work. Pink colour still flew in her cheeks; there 
was a little dimple on the left side of her mouth that even when she was 
most serious, most absorbed, popped out and gave her away. And Anna 
blessed that dimple. It meant an extra half-hour in bed for her; it made 
Sabina light the fire, turn out the kitchen and wash endless cups and saucers 
that had been left over from the evening before. Hans, the scullery boy, did 
not come until seven. He was the son of the butcher — a mean, undersized 
child very much like one of his father’s sausages, Sabina thought. His red 
face was covered with pimples, and his nails indescribably filthy. When 
Herr Lehmann himself told Hans to get a hairpin and clean them he said 
they were stained from birth because his mother had always got so inky 
doing the accounts — and Sabina believed him and pitied him. 

Winter had come very early to Mindelbau. By the end of October the 
streets were banked waist-high with snow, and the greater number of the 
“Cure Guests,” sick unto death of cold water and herbs, had departed in 
nothing approaching peace. So the large salon was shut at Lehmann’s and 
the breakfast-room was all the accommodation the cafe afforded. Here the 
floor had to be washed over, the tables rubbed, coffee-cups set out, each 
with its little china platter of sugar, and newspapers and magazines hung on 
their hooks along the walls before Herr Lehmann appeared at seven-thirty 
and opened business. 

As a rule his wife served in the shop leading into the cafe, but she had 
chosen the quiet season to have a baby, and, a big woman at the best of 


times, she had grown so enormous in the process that her husband told her 
she looked unappetising, and had better remain upstairs and sew. 

Sabina took on the extra work without any thought of extra pay. She 
loved to stand behind the counter, cutting up slices of Anna’s marvellous 
chocolate-spotted confections, or doing up packets of sugar almonds in pink 
and blue striped bags. 

“You'll get varicose veins, like me,” said Anna. “That’s what the Frau’s 
got, too. No wonder the baby doesn’t come! All her swelling’s got into her 
legs.” And Hans was immensely interested. 

During the morning business was comparatively slack. Sabina answered 
the shop bell, attended to a few customers who drank a liqueur to warm 
their stomachs before the midday meal, and ran upstairs now and again to 
ask the Frau if she wanted anything. But in the afternoon six or seven 
choice spirits played cards, and everybody who was anybody drank tea or 
coffee. 

“Sabina... Sabina...” 

She flew from one table to the other, counting out handfuls of small 
change, giving orders to Anna through the “slide,” helping the men with 
their heavy coats, always with that magical child air about her, that 
delightful sense of perpetually attending a party. 

“How is the Frau Lehmann?” the women would whisper. 

“She feels rather low, but as well as can be expected,” Sabina would 
answer, nodding confidentially. 

Frau Lehmann’s bad time was approaching. Anna and her friends referred 
to it as her “journey to Rome,” and Sabina longed to ask questions, yet, 
being ashamed of her ignorance, was silent, trying to puzzle it out for 
herself. She knew practically nothing except that the Frau had a baby inside 
her, which had to come out — very painful indeed. One could not have one 
without a husband — that she also realised. But what had the man got to do 
with it? So she wondered as she sat mending tea towels in the evening, head 
bent over her work, light shining on her brown curls. Birth — what was it? 
wondered Sabina. Death — such a simple thing. She had a little picture of 
her dead grandmother dressed in a black silk frock, tired hands clasping the 
crucifix that dragged between her flattened breasts, mouth curiously tight, 
yet almost secretly smiling. But the grandmother had been born once — 
that was the important fact. 


As she sat there one evening, thinking, the Young Man entered the cafe, 
and called for a glass of port wine. Sabina rose slowly. The long day and the 
hot room made her feel a little languid, but as she poured out the wine she 
felt the Young Man’s eyes fixed on her, looked down at him and dimpled. 

“It’s cold out,” she said, corking the bottle. 

The Young Man ran his hands through his snow-powdered hair and 
laughed. 

“T wouldn’t call it exactly tropical,” he said, “But you’re very snug in 
here — look as though you’ve been asleep.” 

Very languid felt Sabina in the hot room, and the Young Man’s voice was 
strong and deep. She thought she had never seen anybody who looked so 
strong — as though he could take up the table in one hand — and his 
restless gaze wandering over her face and figure gave her a curious thrill 
deep in her body, half pleasure, half pain... She wanted to stand there, close 
beside him, while he drank his wine. A little silence followed. Then he took 
a book out of his pocket, and Sabina went back to her sewing. Sitting there 
in the corner, she listened to the sound of the leaves being turned and the 
loud ticking of the clock that hung over the gilt mirror. She wanted to look 
at him again — there was a something about him, in his deep voice, even in 
the way his clothes fitted. From the room above she heard the heavy 
dragging sound of Frau Lehmann’s footsteps, and again the old thoughts 
worried Sabina. If she herself should one day look like that — feel like that! 
Yet it would be very sweet to have a little baby to dress and jump up and 
down. 

“Fraulein — what’s your name — what are you smiling at?” called the 
Young Man. 

She blushed and looked up, hands quiet in her lap, looked across the 
empty tables and shook her head. 

“Come here, and I’Il show you a picture,” he commanded. 

She went and stood beside him. He opened the book, and Sabina saw a 
coloured sketch of a naked girl sitting on the edge of a great, crumpled bed, 
a man’s opera hat on the back of her head. 

He put his hand over the body, leaving only the face exposed, then 
scrutinised Sabina closely. 

“Well?” 

“What do you mean?” she asked, knowing perfectly well. 


“Why, it might be your own photograph — the face, I mean — that’s as 
far as I can judge.” 

“But the hair’s done differently,” said Sabina, laughing. She threw back 
her head, and the laughter bubbled in her round white throat. 

“It’s rather a nice picture, don’t you think?” he asked. But she was 
looking at a curious ring he wore on the hand that covered the girl’s body, 
and only nodded. 

“Ever seen anything like it before?” 

“Oh, there’s plenty of those funny ones in the illustrated papers.” 

“How would you like to have your picture taken that way?” 

“Me? I’d never let anybody see it. Besides, I haven’t got a hat like that!” 

“That’s easily remedied.” 

Again a little silence, broken by Anna throwing up the slide. 

Sabina ran into the kitchen. 

“Here, take this milk and egg up to the Frau,” said Anna. “Who’ve you 
got in there?” 

“Got such a funny man! I think he’s a little gone here,” tapping her 
forehead. 

Upstairs in the ugly room the Frau sat sewing, a black shawl round her 
shoulders, her feet encased in red woollen slippers. The girl put the milk on 
a table by her, then stood, polishing a spoon on her apron. 

“Nothing else?” 

“Na,” said the Frau, heaving up in her chair. ““Where’s my man?” 

“He’s playing cards over at Snipold’s. Do you want him?” 

“Dear heaven, leave him alone. I’m nothing. I don’t matter... And the 
whole day waiting here.” 

Her hand shook as she wiped the rim of the glass with her fat finger. 

“Shall I help you to bed?” 

“You go downstairs, leave me alone. Tell Anna not to let Hans grub the 
sugar — give him one on the ear.” 

“Ugly — ugly — ugly,” muttered Sabina, returning to the cafe where the 
Young Man stood coat-buttoned, ready for departure. 

“Tl come again to-morrow,” said he. “Don’t twist your hair back so 
tightly; it will lose all its curl.” 

“Well, you are a funny one,” she said. “Good night.” 

By the time Sabina was ready for bed Anna was snoring. She brushed out 
her long hair and gathered it in her hands... Perhaps it would be a pity if it 


lost all its curl. Then she looked down at her straight chemise, and drawing 
it off, sat down on the side of the bed. 

“T wish,” she whispered, smiling sleepily, “there was a great big looking- 
glass in this room.” 

Lying down in the darkness, she hugged her little body. 

“T wouldn’t be the Frau for one hundred marks — not for a thousand 
marks. To look like that.” 

And half-dreaming, she imagined herself heaving up in her chair with the 
port wine bottle in her hand as the Young Man entered the cafe. 

Cold and dark the next morning. Sabina woke, tired, feeling as though 
something heavy had been pressing under her heart all night. There was a 
sound of footsteps shuffling along the passage. Herr Lehmann! She must 
have overslept herself. Yes, he was rattling the door-handle. 

“One moment, one moment,” she called, dragging on her stockings. 

“Bina, tell Anna to go to the Frau — but quickly. I must ride for the 
nurse.” 

“Yes, yes!” she cried. “Has it come?” 

But he had gone, and she ran over to Anna and shook her by the shoulder. 

“The Frau — the baby — Herr Lehmann for the nurse,” she stuttered. 

“Name of God!” said Anna, flinging herself out of bed. 

No complaints to-day. Importance — enthusiasm in Anna’s whole 
bearing. 

“You run downstairs and light the oven. Put on a pan of water” — 
speaking to an imaginary sufferer as she fastened her blouse— “Yes, yes, I 
know we must be worse before we are better — I’m coming — 
patience.” 

It was dark all that day. Lights were turned on immediately the cafe 
opened, and business was very brisk. Anna, turned out of the Frau’s room 
by the nurse, refused to work, and sat in a corner nursing herself, listening 
to sounds overhead. Hans was more sympathetic than Sabina. He also 
forsook work, and stood by the window, picking his nose. 

“But why must I do everything?” said Sabina, washing glasses. “I can’t 
help the Frau; she oughtn’t to take such a time about it.” 

“Listen,” said Anna, “they’ve moved her into the back bedroom above 
here, so as not to disturb the people. That was a groan — that one!” 

“Two small beers,” shouted Herr Lehmann through the slide. 

“One moment, one moment.” 


At eight o’clock the cafe was deserted. Sabina sat down in the corner 
without her sewing. Nothing seemed to have happened to the Frau. A 
doctor had come — that was all. 

“Ach,” said Sabina. “I think no more of it. I listen no more. Ach, I would 
like to go away — I hate this talk. I will not hear it. No, it is too much.” She 
leaned both elbows on the table — cupped her face in her hands and pouted. 

But the outer door suddenly opening, she sprang to her feet and laughed. 
It was the Young Man again. He ordered more port, and brought no book 
this time. 

“Don’t go and sit miles away,” he grumbled. “I want to be amused. And 
here, take my coat. Can’t you dry it somewhere? — snowing again.” 

“There’s a warm place — the ladies’ cloak-room,” she said. “I’Il take it in 
there — just by the kitchen.” 

She felt better, and quite happy again. 

“T’ll come with you,” he said. “I’Il see where you put it.” 

And that did not seem at all extraordinary. She laughed and beckoned to 
him. 

“In here,” she cried. “Feel how warm. [Il put more wood on that oven. It 
doesn’t matter, they’re all busy upstairs.” 

She knelt down on the floor, and thrust the wood into the oven, laughing 
at her own wicked extravagance. 

The Frau was forgotten, the stupid day was forgotten. Here was someone 
beside her laughing, too. They were together in the littke warm room 
stealing Herr Lehmann’s wood. It seemed the most exciting adventure in 
the world. She wanted to go on laughing — or burst out crying — or — or 
catch hold of the Young Man. 

“What a fire,” she shrieked, stretching out her hands. 

“Here’s a hand; pull up,” said the Young Man. “There, now, you’ll catch 
it to-morrow.” 

They stood opposite to each other, hands still clinging. And again that 
strange tremor thrilled Sabina. 

“Look here,” he said roughly, “are you a child, or are you playing at 
being one?” 

ee 

Laughter ceased. She looked up at him once, then down at the floor, and 
began breathing like a frightened little animal. 

He pulled her closer still and kissed her mouth. 


“Na, what are you doing?” she whispered. 

He let go her hands, he placed his on her breasts, and the room seemed to 
swim round Sabina. Suddenly, from the room above, a frightful, tearing 
shriek. 

She wrenched herself away, tightened herself, drew herself up. 

“Who did that — who made that noise?” 

... In the silence the thin wailing of a baby. 

“Achk!” shrieked Sabina, rushing from the room. 


THE LUFT BAD. 


I think it must be the umbrellas which make us look ridiculous. 

When I was admitted into the enclosure for the first time, and saw my 
fellow-bathers walking about very nearly “in their nakeds,” it struck me that 
the umbrellas gave a distinctly “Little Black Sambo” touch. 

Ridiculous dignity in holding over yourself a green cotton thing with a 
red parroquet handle when you are dressed in nothing larger than a 
handkerchief. 

There are no trees in the “Luft Bad.” It boasts a collection of plain, 
wooden cells, a bath shelter, two swings and two odd clubs — one, 
presumably the lost property of Hercules or the German army, and the other 
to be used with safety in the cradle. 

And there in all weathers we take the air — walking, or sitting in little 
companies talking over each other’s ailments and measurements and ills 
that flesh is heir to. 

A high wooden wall compasses us all about; above it the pine-trees look 
down a little superciliously, nudging each other in a way that is peculiarly 
trying to a debutante. Over the wall, on the right side, is the men’s section. 
We hear them chopping down trees and sawing through planks, dashing 
heavy weights to the ground, and singing part songs. Yes, they take it far 
more seriously. 

On the first day I was conscious of my legs, and went back into my cell 
three times to look at my watch, but when a woman with whom I had 
played chess for three weeks cut me dead, I took heart and joined a circle. 

We lay curled on the ground while a Hungarian lady of immense 
proportions told us what a beautiful tomb she had bought for her second 
husband. 

“A vault it is,” she said, “with nice black railings. And so large that I can 
go down there and walk about. Both their photographs are there, with two 
very handsome wreaths sent me by my first husband’s brother. There is an 
enlargement of a family group photograph, too, and an illuminated address 
presented to my first husband on his marriage. I am often there; 1t makes 
such a pleasant excursion for a fine Saturday afternoon.” 


She suddenly lay down flat on her back, took in six long breaths, and sat 
up again. 

“The death agony was dreadful,” she said brightly; “of the second, I 
mean. The ‘first? was run into by a furniture wagon, and had fifty marks 
stolen out of a new waistcoat pocket, but the ‘second’ was dying for sixty- 
seven hours. I never ceased crying once — not even to put the children to 
bed.” 

A young Russian, with a “bang” curl on her forehead, turned to me. 

“Can you do the ‘Salome’ dance?” she asked. “I can.” 

“How delightful,” I said. 

“Shall I do it now? Would you like to see me?” 

She sprang to her feet, executed a series of amazing contortions for the 
next ten minutes, and then paused, panting, twisting her long hair. 

“Isn’t that nice?” she said. “And now I am perspiring so splendidly. I 
shall go and take a bath.” 

Opposite to me was the brownest woman I have ever seen, lying on her 
back, her arms clasped over her head. 

“How long have you been here to-day?” she was asked. 

“Oh, I spend the day here now,” she answered. “I am making my own 
‘cure,’ and living entirely on raw vegetables and nuts, and each day I feel 
my spirit is stronger and purer. After all, what can you expect? The majority 
of us are walking about with pig corpuscles and oxen fragments in our 
brain. The wonder is the world is as good as it is. Now I live on the simple, 
provided food” — she pointed to a little bag beside her— “a lettuce, a 
carrot, a potato, and some nuts are ample, rational nourishment. I wash 
them under the tap and eat them raw, just as they come from the harmless 
earth — fresh and uncontaminated.” 

“Do you take nothing else all day?” I cried. 

“Water. And perhaps a banana if I wake in the night.” She turned round 
and leaned on one elbow. “You over-eat yourself dreadfully,” she said; 
“shamelessly! How can you expect the Flame of the Spirit to burn brightly 
under layers of superfluous flesh?” 

I wished she would not stare at me, and thought of going to look at my 
watch again when a little girl wearing a string of coral beads joined us. 

“The poor Frau Hauptmann cannot join us to-day,” she said; “she has 
come out in spots all over on account of her nerves. She was very excited 
yesterday after having written two post-cards.” 


“A delicate woman,” volunteered the Hungarian, “but pleasant. Fancy, 
she has a separate plate for each of her front teeth! But she has no right to 
let her daughters wear such short sailor suits. They sit about on benches, 
crossing their legs in a most shameless manner. What are you going to do 
this afternoon, Fraulein Anna?” 

“Oh,” said the Coral Necklace, “the Herr Oberleutnant has asked me to 
go with him to Landsdorf. He must buy some eggs there to take home to his 
mother. He saves a penny on eight eggs by knowing the right peasants to 
bargain with.” 

“Are you an American?” said the Vegetable Lady, turning to me. 

“No.” 

“Then you are an Englishwoman?” 

“Well, hardly—” 

“You must be one of the two; you cannot help it. I have seen you walking 
alone several times. You wear your—” 

I got up and climbed on to the swing. The air was sweet and cool, rushing 
past my body. Above, white clouds trailed delicately through the blue sky. 
From the pine forest streamed a wild perfume, the branches swayed 
together, rhythmically, sonorously. I felt so light and free and happy — so 
childish! I wanted to poke my tongue out at the circle on the grass, who, 
drawing close together, were whispering meaningly. 

“Perhaps you do not know,” cried a voice from one of the cells, “to swing 
is very upsetting for the stomach? A friend of mine could keep nothing 
down for three weeks after exciting herself so.” 

I went to the bath shelter and was hosed. 

As I dressed, someone tapped on the wall. 

“Do you know,” said a voice, “there is a man who LIVES in the Luft Bad 
next door? He buries himself up to the armpits in mud and refuses to 
believe in the Trinity.” 

The umbrellas are the saving grace of the Luft Bad. Now when I go, I 
take my husband’s “storm” gamp and sit in a corner, hiding behind it. 

Not that I am in the least ashamed of my legs. 


A BIRTHDAY. 


Andreas Binzer woke slowly. He turned over on the narrow bed and 
stretched himself — yawned — opening his mouth as widely as possible 
and bringing his teeth together afterwards with a sharp “click.” The sound 
of that click fascinated him; he repeated it quickly several times, with a 
snapping movement of the jaws. What teeth! he thought. Sound as a bell, 
every man jack of them. Never had one out, never had one stopped. That 
comes of no tomfoolery in eating, and a good regular brushing night and 
morning. He raised himself on his left elbow and waved his right arm over 
the side of the bed to feel for the chair where he put his watch and chain 
overnight. No chair was there — of course, he’d forgotten, there wasn’t a 
chair in this wretched spare room. Had to put the confounded thing under 
his pillow. “Half-past eight, Sunday, breakfast at nine — time for the bath” 
— his brain ticked to the watch. He sprang out of bed and went over to the 
window. The venetian blind was broken, hung fan-shaped over the upper 
pane... “That blind must be mended. I’Il get the office boy to drop in and fix 
it on his way home to-morrow — he’s a good hand at blinds. Give him 
twopence and he’ll do it as well as a carpenter... Anna could do it herself if 
she was all right. So would I, for the matter of that, but I don’t like to trust 
myself on rickety step-ladders.” He looked up at the sky: it shone, strangely 
white, unflecked with cloud; he looked down at the row of garden strips and 
backyards. The fence of these gardens was built along the edge of a gully, 
spanned by an iron suspension bridge, and the people had a wretched habit 
of throwing their empty tins over the fence into the gully. Just like them, of 
course! Andreas started counting the tins, and decided, viciously, to write a 
letter to the papers about it and sign it — sign it in full. 

The servant girl came out of their back door into the yard, carrying his 
boots. She threw one down on the ground, thrust her hand into the other, 
and stared at it, sucking in her cheeks. Suddenly she bent forward, spat on 
the toecap, and started polishing with a brush rooted out of her apron 
pocket... “Slut of a girl! Heaven knows what infectious disease may be 
breeding now in that boot. Anna must get rid of that girl — even if she has 
to do without one for a bit — as soon as she’s up and about again. The way 
she chucked one boot down and then spat upon the other! She didn’t care 


whose boots she’d got hold of. SHE had no false notions of the respect due 
to the master of the house.” He turned away from the window and switched 
his bath towel from the washstand rail, sick at heart. “I’m too sensitive for a 
man — that’s what’s the matter with me. Have been from the beginning, 
and will be to the end.” 

There was a gentle knock at the door and his mother came in. She closed 
the door after her and leant against it. Andreas noticed that her cap was 
crooked, and a long tail of hair hung over her shoulder. He went forward 
and kissed her. 

“Good morning, mother; how’s Anna?” 

The old woman spoke quickly, clasping and unclasping her hands. 

“Andreas, please go to Doctor Erb as soon as you are dressed.” 

“Why,” he said, “is she bad?” 

Frau Binzer nodded, and Andreas, watching her, saw her face suddenly 
change; a fine network of wrinkles seemed to pull over it from under the 
skin surface. 

“Sit down on the bed a moment,” he said. “Been up all night?” 

“Yes. No, I won’t sit down, I must go back to her. Anna has been in pain 
all night. She wouldn’t have you disturbed before because she said you 
looked so run down yesterday. You told her you had caught a cold and been 
very worried.” 

Straightway Andreas felt that he was being accused. 

“Well, she made me tell her, worried it out of me; you know the way she 
does.” 

Again Frau Binzer nodded. 

“Oh yes, I know. She says, is your cold better, and there’s a warm 
undervest for you in the left-hand corner of the big drawer.” 

Quite automatically Andreas cleared his throat twice. 

“Yes,” he answered. “Tell her my throat certainly feels looser. I suppose 
I’d better not disturb her?” 

“No, and besides, TIME, Andreas.” 

“T’ll be ready in five minutes.” 

They went into the passage. As Frau Binzer opened the door of the front 
bedroom, a long wail came from the room. 

That shocked and terrified Andreas. He dashed into the bathroom, turned 
on both taps as far as they would go, cleaned his teeth and pared his nails 
while the water was running. 


“Frightful business, frightful business,” he heard himself whispering. 
“And I can’t understand it. It isn’t as though it were her first — it’s her 
third. Old Schafer told me, yesterday, his wife simply ‘dropped’ her fourth. 
Anna ought to have had a qualified nurse. Mother gives way to her. Mother 
spoils her. I wonder what she meant by saying I’d worried Anna yesterday. 
Nice remark to make to a husband at a time like this. Unstrung, I suppose 
— and my sensitiveness again.” 

When he went into the kitchen for his boots, the servant girl was bent 
over the stove, cooking breakfast. “Breathing into that, now, I suppose,” 
thought Andreas, and was very short with the servant girl. She did not 
notice. She was full of terrified joy and importance in the goings on 
upstairs. She felt she was learning the secrets of life with every breath she 
drew. Had laid the table that morning saying, “Boy,” as she put down the 
first dish, “Girl,” as she placed the second — it had worked out with the 
saltspoon to “Boy.” “For two pins I'd tell the master that, to comfort him, 
like,” she decided. But the Master gave her no opening. 

“Put an extra cup and saucer on the table,” he said; “the doctor may want 
some coffee.” 

“The doctor, sir?” The servant girl whipped a spoon out of a pan, and 
spilt two drops of grease on the stove. “Shall I fry something extra?” But 
the master had gone, slamming the door after him. He walked down the 
street — there was nobody about at all — dead and alive this place on a 
Sunday morning. As he crossed the suspension bridge a strong stench of 
fennel and decayed refuse streamed from the gulley, and again Andreas 
began concocting a letter. He turned into the main road. The shutters were 
still up before the shops. Scraps of newspaper, hay, and fruit skins strewed 
the pavement; the gutters were choked with the leavings of Saturday night. 
Two dogs sprawled in the middle of the road, scuffling and biting. Only the 
public-house at the corner was open; a young barman slopped water over 
the doorstep. 

Fastidiously, his lips curling, Andreas picked his way through the water. 
“Extraordinary how I am noticing things this morning. It’s partly the effect 
of Sunday. I loathe a Sunday when Anna’s tied by the leg and the children 
are away. On Sunday a man has the right to expect his family. Everything 
here’s filthy, the whole place might be down with the plague, and will be, 
too, if this street’s not swept away. I’d like to have a hand on the 
government ropes.” He braced his shoulders. ““Now for this doctor.” 


“Doctor Erb is at breakfast,” the maid informed him. She showed him 
into the waiting-room, a dark and musty place, with some ferns under a 
glass-case by the window. “He says he won’t be a minute, please, sir, and 
there is a paper on the table.” 

“Unhealthy hole,’ thought Binzer, walking over to the window and 
drumming his fingers on the glass fern-shade. “At breakfast, is he? That’s 
the mistake I made: turning out early on an empty stomach.” 

A milk cart rattled down the street, the driver standing at the back, 
cracking a whip; he wore an immense geranium flower stuck in the lapel of 
his coat. Firm as a rock he stood, bending back a little in the swaying cart. 
Andreas craned his neck to watch him all the way down the road, even after 
he had gone, listening for the sharp sound of those rattling cans. 

“H’m, not much wrong with him,” he reflected. “Wouldn’t mind a taste 
of that life myself. Up early, work all over by eleven o’clock, nothing to do 
but loaf about all day until milking time.” Which he knew was an 
exaggeration, but he wanted to pity himself. 

The maid opened the door, and stood aside for Doctor Erb. Andreas 
wheeled round; the two men shook hands. 

“Well, Binzer,” said the doctor jovially, brushing some crumbs from a 
pearl-coloured waistcoat, “son and heir becoming importunate?” 

Up went Binzer’s spirits with a bound. Son and heir, by Jove! He was 
glad to have to deal with a man again. And a sane fellow this, who came 
across this sort of thing every day of the week. 

“That’s about the measure of it, Doctor,’ he answered, smiling and 
picking up his hat. “Mother dragged me out of bed this morning with 
imperative orders to bring you along.” 

“Gig will be round in a minute. Drive back with me, won’t you? 
Extraordinary, sultry day; you’re as red as a beetroot already.” 

Andreas affected to laugh. The doctor had one annoying habit — 
imagined he had the right to poke fun at everybody simply because he was 
a doctor. “The man’s riddled with conceit, like all these professionals,” 
Andreas decided. 

“What sort of night did Frau Binzer have?” asked the doctor. “Ah, here’s 
the gig. Tell me on the way up. Sit as near the middle as you can, will you, 
Binzer? Your weight tilts it over a bit one side — that’s the worst of you 
successful business men.” 


“Two stone heavier than I, if he’s a pound,” thought Andreas. “The man 
may be all right in his profession — but heaven preserve me.” 

“Off you go, my beauty.” Doctor Erb flicked the little brown mare. “Did 
your wife get any sleep last night?” 

“No; I don’t think she did,” answered Andreas shortly. “To tell you the 
truth, I’m not satisfied that she hasn’t a nurse.” 

“Oh, your mother’s worth a dozen nurses,” cried the doctor, with 
immense gusto. “To tell you the truth, I’m not keen on nurses — too raw — 
raw as rump-steak. They wrestle for a baby as though they were wrestling 
with Death for the body of Patroclus... Ever seen that picture by an English 
artist. Leighton? Wonderful thing — full of sinew!” 

“There he goes again,” thought Andreas, “airing off his knowledge to 
make a fool of me.” 

“Now your mother — she’s firm — she’s capable. Does what she’s told 
with a fund of sympathy. Look at these shops we’re passing — they’re 
festering sores. How on earth this government can tolerate—” 

“They’re not so bad — sound enough — only want a coat of paint.” 

The doctor whistled a little tune and flicked the mare again. 

“Well, I hope the young shaver won’t give his mother too much trouble,” 
he said. “Here we are.” 

A skinny little boy, who had been sliding up and down the back seat of 
the gig, sprang out and held the horse’s head. Andreas went straight into the 
dining-room and left the servant girl to take the doctor upstairs. He sat 
down, poured out some coffee, and bit through half a roll before helping 
himself to fish. Then he noticed there was no hot plate for the fish — the 
whole house was at sixes and sevens. He rang the bell, but the servant girl 
came in with a tray holding a bowl of soup and a hot plate. 

“T’ve been keeping them on the stove,” she simpered. 

“Ah, thanks, that’s very kind of you.” As he swallowed the soup his heart 
warmed to this fool of a girl. 

“Oh, it’s a good thing Doctor Erb has come,” volunteered the servant girl, 
who was bursting for want of sympathy. 

“H’m, h’m,” said Andreas. 

She waited a moment, expectantly, rolling her eyes, then in full loathing 
of menkind went back to the kitchen and vowed herself to sterility. 

Andreas cleared the soup bowl, and cleared the fish. As he ate, the room 
slowly darkened. A faint wind sprang up and beat the tree branches against 


the window. The dining-room looked over the breakwater of the harbour, 
and the sea swung heavily in rolling waves. Wind crept round the house, 
moaning drearily. 

“We’re in for a storm. That means I’m boxed up here all day. Well, 
there’s one blessing; itll clear the air.” He heard the servant girl rushing 
importantly round the house, slamming windows. Then he caught a glimpse 
of her in the garden, unpegging tea towels from the line across the lawn. 
She was a worker, there was no doubt about that. He took up a book, and 
wheeled his arm-chair over to the window. But it was useless. Too dark to 
read; he didn’t believe in straining his eyes, and gas at ten o’clock in the 
morning seemed absurd. So he slipped down in the chair, leaned his elbows 
on the padded arms and gave himself up, for once, to idle dreaming. “A 
boy? Yes, it was bound to be a boy this time...” “What’s your family, 
Binzer?” “Oh, I’ve two girls and a boy!” A very nice little number. Of 
course he was the last man to have a favourite child, but a man needed a 
son. “I’m working up the business for my son! Binzer & Son! It would 
mean living very tight for the next ten years, cutting expenses as fine as 
possible; and then—” 

A tremendous gust of wind sprang upon the house, seized it, shook it, 
dropped, only to grip the more tightly. The waves swelled up along the 
breakwater and were whipped with broken foam. Over the white sky flew 
tattered streamers of grey cloud. 

Andreas felt quite relieved to hear Doctor Erb coming down the stairs; he 
got up and lit the gas. 

“Mind if I smoke in here?” asked Doctor Erb, lighting a cigarette before 
Andreas had time to answer. “You don’t smoke, do you? No time to indulge 
in pernicious little habits!” 

“How is she now?” asked Andreas, loathing the man. 

“Oh, well as can be expected, poor little soul. She begged me to come 
down and have a look at you. Said she knew you were worrying.” With 
laughing eyes the doctor looked at the breakfast-table. “Managed to peck a 
bit, I see, eh?” 

“Hoo-wih!” shouted the wind, shaking the window-sashes. 

“Pity — this weather,” said Doctor Erb. 

“Yes, it gets on Anna’s nerves, and it’s just nerve she wants.” 

“Eh, what’s that?” retorted the doctor. “Nerve! Man alive! She’s got twice 
the nerve of you and me rolled into one. Nerve! she’s nothing but nerve. A 


woman who works as she does about the house and has three children in 
four years thrown in with the dusting, so to speak!” 

He pitched his half-smoked cigarette into the fireplace and frowned at the 
window. 

“Now HE’S accusing me,” thought Andreas. “That’s the second time this 
morning — first mother and now this man taking advantage of my 
sensitiveness.” He could not trust himself to speak, and rang the bell for the 
servant girl. 

“Clear away the breakfast things,” he ordered. “I can’t have them 
messing about on the table till dinner!” 

“Don’t be hard on the girl,” coaxed Doctor Erb. “She’s got twice the 
work to do to-day.” 

At that Binzer’s anger blazed out. 

“T’ll trouble you, Doctor, not to interfere between me and my servants!” 
And he felt a fool at the same moment for not saying “servant.” 

Doctor Erb was not perturbed. He shook his head, thrust his hands into 
his pockets, and began balancing himself on toe and heel. 

“Youre jagged by the weather,” he said wryly, “nothing else. A great pity 
— this storm. You know climate has an immense effect upon birth. A fine 
day perks a woman — gives her heart for her business. Good weather is as 
necessary to a confinement as it is to a washing day. Not bad — that last 
remark of mine — for a professional fossil, eh?” 

Andreas made no reply. 

“Well, Pll be getting back to my patient. Why don’t you take a walk, and 
clear your head? That’s the idea for you.” 

“No,” he answered, “I won’t do that; it’s too rough.” 

He went back to his chair by the window. While the servant girl cleared 
away he pretended to read... then his dreams! It seemed years since he had 
had the time to himself to dream like that he never had a breathing 
space. Saddled with work all day, and couldn’t shake it off in the evening 
like other men. Besides, Anna was interested — they talked of practically 
nothing else together. Excellent mother she’d make for a boy; she had a grip 
of things. 

Church bells started ringing through the windy air, now sounding as 
though from very far away, then again as though all the churches in the 
town had been suddenly transplanted into their street. They stirred 
something in him, those bells, something vague and tender. Just about that 


time Anna would call him from the hall. “Andreas, come and have your 
coat brushed. I’m ready.” Then off they would go, she hanging on his arm, 
and looking up at him. She certainly was a little thing. He remembered once 
saying when they were engaged, “Just as high as my heart,” and she had 
jumped on to a stool and pulled his head down, laughing. A kid in those 
days, younger than her children in nature, brighter, more “go” and “spirit” 
in her. The way she’d run down the road to meet him after business! And 
the way she laughed when they were looking for a house. By Jove! that 
laugh of hers! At the memory he grinned, then grew suddenly grave. 
Marriage certainly changed a woman far more than it did a man. Talk about 
sobering down. She had lost all her go in two months! Well, once this boy 
business was over she’d get stronger. He began to plan a little trip for them. 
He’d take her away and they’d loaf about together somewhere. After all, 
dash it, they were young still. She’d got into a groove; he’d have to force 
her out of it, that’s all. 

He got up and went into the drawing-room, carefully shut the door and 
took Anna’s photograph from the top of the piano. She wore a white dress 
with a big bow of some soft stuff under the chin, and stood, a little stiffly, 
holding a sheaf of artificial poppies and corn in her hands. Delicate she 
looked even then; her masses of hair gave her that look. She seemed to 
droop under the heavy braids of it, and yet she was smiling. Andreas caught 
his breath sharply. She was his wife — that girl. Posh! it had only been 
taken four years ago. He held it close to him, bent forward and kissed it. 
Then rubbed the glass with the back of his hand. At that moment, fainter 
than he had heard in the passage, more terrifying, Andreas heard again that 
wailing cry. The wind caught it up in mocking echo, blew it over the house- 
tops, down the street, far away from him. He flung out his arms, “I’m so 
damnably helpless,” he said, and then, to the picture, “Perhaps it’s not as 
bad as it sounds; perhaps it is just my sensitiveness.” In the half light of the 
drawing-room the smile seemed to deepen in Anna’s portrait, and to 
become secret, even cruel. “No,” he reflected, “that smile is not at all her 
happiest expression — it was a mistake to let her have it taken smiling like 
that. She doesn’t look like my wife — like the mother of my son.” Yes, that 
was it, she did not look like the mother of a son who was going to be a 
partner in the firm. The picture got on his nerves; he held it in different 
lights, looked at it from a distance, sideways, spent, it seemed to Andreas 
afterwards, a whole lifetime trying to fit it in. The more he played with it 


the deeper grew his dislike of it. Thrice he carried it over to the fireplace 
and decided to chuck it behind the Japanese umbrella in the grate; then he 
thought it absurd to waste an expensive frame. There was no good in 
beating about the bush. Anna looked like a stranger — abnormal, a freak — 
it might be a picture taken just before or after death. 

Suddenly he realised that the wind had dropped, that the whole house was 
still, terribly still. Cold and pale, with a disgusting feeling that spiders were 
creeping up his spine and across his face, he stood in the centre of the 
drawing-room, hearing Doctor Erb’s footsteps descending the stairs. 

He saw Doctor Erb come into the room; the room seemed to change into 
a great glass bowl that spun round, and Doctor Erb seemed to swim through 
this glass bowl towards him, like a goldfish in a pearl-coloured waistcoat. 

“My beloved wife has passed away!” He wanted to shout it out before the 
doctor spoke. 

“Well, she’s hooked a boy this time!” said Doctor Erb. Andreas staggered 
forward. 

“Look out. Keep on your pins,” said Doctor Erb, catching Dinzer’s arm, 
and murmuring, as he felt it, “Flabby as butter.” 

A glow spread all over Andreas. He was exultant. 

“Well, by God! Nobody can accuse ME of not knowing what suffering 
is,” he said. 


THE CHILD-WHO-WAS-TIRED. 


She was just beginning to walk along a little white road with tall black trees 
on either side, a little road that led to nowhere, and where nobody walked at 
all, when a hand gripped her shoulder, shook her, slapped her ear. 

“Oh, oh, don’t stop me,” cried the Child-Who-Was-Tired. “Let me go.” 

“Get up, you good-for-nothing brat,” said a voice; “get up and light the 
oven or I'll shake every bone out of your body.” 

With an immense effort she opened her eyes, and saw the Frau standing 
by, the baby bundled under one arm. The three other children who shared 
the same bed with the Child-Who-Was-Tired, accustomed to brawls, slept 
on peacefully. In a corner of the room the Man was fastening his braces. 

“What do you mean by sleeping like this the whole night through — like 
a sack of potatoes? You’ve let the baby wet his bed twice.” 

She did not answer, but tied her petticoat string, and buttoned on her 
plaid frock with cold, shaking fingers. 

“There, that’s enough. Take the baby into the kitchen with you, and heat 
that cold coffee on the spirit lamp for the master, and give him the loaf of 
black bread out of the table drawer. Don’t guzzle it yourself or ll know.” 

The Frau staggered across the room, flung herself on to her bed, drawing 
the pink bolster round her shoulders. 

It was almost dark in the kitchen. She laid the baby on the wooden settle, 
covering him with a shawl, then poured the coffee from the earthenware jug 
into the saucepan, and set it on the spirit lamp to boil. 

“I’m sleepy,” nodded the Child-Who-Was-Tired, kneeling on the floor 
and splitting the damp pine logs into little chips. “That’s why I’m not 
awake.” 

The oven took a long time to light. Perhaps it was cold, like herself, and 
sleepy... Perhaps it had been dreaming of a little white road with black trees 
on either side, a little road that led to nowhere. 

Then the door was pulled violently open and the Man strode in. 

“Here, what are you doing, sitting on the floor?” he shouted. “Give me 
my coffee. I’ve got to be off. Ugh! You haven’t even washed over the 
table.” 


She sprang to her feet, poured his coffee into an enamel cup, and gave 
him bread and a knife, then, taking a wash rag from the sink, smeared over 
the black linoleumed table. 

“Swine of a day — swine’s life,” mumbled the Man, sitting by the table 
and staring out of the window at the bruised sky, which seemed to bulge 
heavily over the dull land. He stuffed his mouth with bread and then swilled 
it down with the coffee. 

The Child drew a pail of water, turned up her sleeves, frowning the while 
at her arms, as if to scold them for being so thin, so much like little stunted 
twigs, and began to mop over the floor. 

“Stop sousing about the water while I’m here,” grumbled the Man. “Stop 
the baby snivelling; it’s been going on like that all night.” 

The Child gathered the baby into her lap and sat rocking him. 

“Ts — ts — ts,” she said. “He’s cutting his eye teeth, that’s what makes 
him cry so. AND dribble — I never seen a baby dribble like this one.” She 
wiped his mouth and nose with a corner of her skirt. “Some babies get their 
teeth without you knowing it,” she went on, “and some take on this way all 
the time. I once heard of a baby that died, and they found all it’s teeth in its 
stomach.” 

The Man got up, unhooked his cloak from the back of the door, and flung 
it round him. 

“There’s another coming,” said he. 

“What — a tooth!” exclaimed the Child, startled for the first time that 
morning out of her dreadful heaviness, and thrusting her finger into the 
baby’s mouth. 

“No,” he said grimly, “another baby. Now, get on with your work; it’s 
time the others got up for school.” She stood a moment quite silently, 
hearing his heavy steps on the stone passage, then the gravel walk, and 
finally the slam of the front gate. 

“Another baby! Hasn’t she finished having them YET?” thought the 
Child. “Two babies getting eye teeth — two babies to get up for in the night 
— two babies to carry about and wash their little piggy clothes!” She 
looked with horror at the one in her arms, who, seeming to understand the 
contemptuous loathing of her tired glance, doubled his fists, stiffened his 
body, and began violently screaming. 

“Ts — ts — ts.” She laid him on the settle and went back to her floor- 
washing. He never ceased crying for a moment, but she got quite used to it 


and kept time with her broom. Oh, how tired she was! Oh, the heavy broom 
handle and the burning spot just at the back of her neck that ached so, and a 
funny little fluttering feeling just at the back of her waistband, as though 
something were going to break. 

The clock struck six. She set the pan of milk in the oven, and went into 
the next room to wake and dress the three children. Anton and Hans lay 
together in attitudes of mutual amity which certainly never existed out of 
their sleeping hours. Lena was curled up, her knees under her chin, only a 
straight, standing-up pigtail of hair showing above the bolster. 

“Get up,” cried the Child, speaking in a voice of immense authority, 
pulling off the bedclothes and giving the boys sundry pokes and digs. “I’ve 
been calling you this last half-hour. It’s late, and Pll tell on you if you don’t 
get dressed this minute.” 

Anton awoke sufficiently to turn over and kick Hans on a tender part, 
whereupon Hans pulled Lena’s pigtail until she shrieked for her mother. 

“Oh, do be quiet,” whispered the Child. “Oh, do get up and dress. You 
know what will happen. There — Ill help you.” 

But the warning came too late. The Frau got out of bed, walked in a 
determined fashion into the kitchen, returning with a bundle of twigs in her 
hand fastened together with a strong cord. One by one she laid the children 
across her knee and severely beat them, expending a final burst of energy 
on the Child-Who-Was-Tired, then returned to bed, with a comfortable 
sense of her maternal duties in good working order for the day. Very 
subdued, the three allowed themselves to be dressed and washed by the 
Child, who even laced the boys’ boots, having found through experience 
that if left to themselves they hopped about for at least five minutes to find 
a comfortable ledge for their foot, and then spat on their hands and broke 
the bootlaces. 

While she gave them their breakfast they became uproarious, and the 
baby would not cease crying. When she filled the tin kettle with milk, tied 
on the rubber teat, and, first moistening it herself, tried with little coaxing 
words to make him drink, he threw the bottle on to the floor and trembled 
all over. 

“Eye teeth!” shouted Hans, hitting Anton over the head with his empty 
cup; “he’s getting the evil-eye teeth, I should say.” 

“Smarty!” retorted Lena, poking out her tongue at him, and then, when he 
promptly did the same, crying at the top of her voice, “Mother, Hans is 
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making faces at me 

“That’s right,” said Hans; “go on howling, and when you’re in bed to- 
night Pll wait till you’re asleep, and then I’Il creep over and take a little tiny 
piece of your arm and twist and twist it until—” He leant over the table 
making the most horrible faces at Lena, not noticing that Anton was 
standing behind his chair until the little boy bent over and spat on his 
brother’s shaven head. 

“Oh, weh! oh, weh!” 

The Child-Who-Was-Tired pushed and pulled them apart, muffled them 
into their coats, and drove them out of the house. 

“Hurry, hurry! the second bell’s rung,” she urged, knowing perfectly well 
she was telling a story, and rather exulting in the fact. She washed up the 
breakfast things, then went down to the cellar to look out the potatoes and 
beetroot. 

Such a funny, cold place the coal cellar! With potatoes banked on one 
corner, beetroot in an old candle box, two tubs of sauerkraut, and a twisted 
mass of dahlia roots — that looked as real as though they were fighting one 
another, thought the Child. 

She gathered the potatoes into her skirt, choosing big ones with few eyes 
because they were easier to peel, and bending over the dull heap in the 
silent cellar, she began to nod. 

“Here, you, what are you doing down there?” cried the Frau, from the top 
of the stairs. “The baby’s fallen off the settle, and got a bump as big as an 
egg over his eye. Come up here, and I’ Il teach you!” 

“It wasn’t me — it wasn’t me!” screamed the Child, beaten from one side 
of the hall to the other, so that the potatoes and beetroot rolled out of her 
skirt. 

The Frau seemed to be as big as a giant, and there was a certain heaviness 
in all her movements that was terrifying to anyone so small. 

“Sit in the corner, and peel and wash the vegetables, and keep the baby 
quiet while I do the washing.” 

Whimpering she obeyed, but as to keeping the baby quiet, that was 
impossible. His face was hot, little beads of sweat stood all over his head, 
and he stiffened his body and cried. She held him on her knees, with a pan 
of cold water beside her for the cleaned vegetables and the “ducks’ bucket” 
for the peelings. 


“Ts — ts — ts!” she crooned, scraping and boring; “there’s going to be 
another soon, and you can’t both keep on crying. Why don’t you go to 
sleep, baby? I would, if I were you. I'll tell you a dream. Once upon a time 
there was a little white road—” 

She shook back her head, a great lump ached in her throat and then the 
tears ran down her face on to the vegetables. 

“That’s no good,” said the Child, shaking them away. “Just stop crying 
until I’ve finished this, baby, and I'll walk you up and down.” 

But by that time she had to peg out the washing for the Frau. A wind had 
sprung up. Standing on tiptoe in the yard, she almost felt she would be 
blown away. There was a bad smell coming from the ducks’ coop, which 
was half full of manure water, but away in the meadow she saw the grass 
blowing like little green hairs. And she remembered having heard of a child 
who had once played for a whole day in just such a meadow with real 
sausages and beer for her dinner — and not a little bit of tiredness. Who had 
told her that story? She could not remember, and yet it was so plain. 

The wet clothes flapped in her face as she pegged them; danced and 
jigged on the line, bulged out and twisted. She walked back to the house 
with lagging steps, looking longingly at the grass in the meadow. 

“What must I do now, please?” she said. 

“Make the beds and hang the baby’s mattress out of the window, then get 
the wagon and take him for a little walk along the road. In front of the 
house, mind — where I can see you. Don’t stand there, gaping! Then come 
in when I call you and help me cut up the salad.” 

When she had made the beds the Child stood and looked at them. Gently 
she stroked the pillow with her hand, and then, just for one moment, let her 
head rest there. Again the smarting lump in her throat, the stupid tears that 
fell and kept on falling as she dressed the baby and dragged the little wagon 
up and down the road. 

A man passed, driving a bullock wagon. He wore a long, queer feather in 
his hat, and whistled as he passed. Two girls with bundles on their shoulders 
came walking out of the village — one wore a red handkerchief about her 
head and one a blue. They were laughing and holding each other by the 
hand. Then the sun pushed by a heavy fold of grey cloud and spread a warm 
yellow light over everything. 

“Perhaps,” thought the Child-Who-Was-Tired, “if I walked far enough up 
this road I might come to a little white one, with tall black trees on either 


side — a little road—” 

“Salad, salad!” cried the Frau’s voice from the house. 

Soon the children came home from school, dinner was eaten, the Man 
took the Frau’s share of pudding as well as his own, and the three children 
seemed to smear themselves all over with whatever they ate. Then more 
dish-washing and more cleaning and baby-minding. So the afternoon 
dragged coldly through. 

Old Frau Grathwohl came in with a fresh piece of pig’s flesh for the Frau, 
and the Child listened to them gossiping together. 

“Frau Manda went on her ‘journey to Rome’ last night, and brought back 
a daughter. How are you feeling?” 

“T was sick twice this morning,” said the Frau. “My insides are all twisted 
up with having children too quickly.” 

“T see you’ve got a new help,” commented old Mother Grathwohl. 

“Oh, dear Lord” — the Frau lowered her voice— “don’t you know her? 
She’s the free-born one — daughter of the waitress at the railway station. 
They found her mother trying to squeeze her head in the wash-hand jug, 
and the child’s half silly.” 

“Ts — ts — ts!” whispered the “free-born” one to the baby. 

As the day drew in the Child-Who-Was-Tired did not know how to fight 
her sleepiness any longer. She was afraid to sit down or stand still. As she 
sat at supper the Man and the Frau seemed to swell to an immense size as 
she watched them, and then become smaller than dolls, with little voices 
that seemed to come from outside the window. Looking at the baby, it 
suddenly had two heads, and then no head. Even his crying made her feel 
worse. When she thought of the nearness of bedtime she shook all over with 
excited joy. But as eight o’clock approached there was the sound of wheels 
on the road, and presently in came a party of friends to spend the evening. 

Then it was: 

“Put on the coffee.” 

“Bring me the sugar tin.” 

“Carry the chairs out of the bedroom.” 

“Set the table.” 

And, finally, the Frau sent her into the next room to keep the baby quiet. 

There was a little piece of candle burning in the enamel bracket. As she 
walked up and down she saw her great big shadow on the wall like a 


grown-up person with a grown-up baby. Whatever would it look like when 
she carried two babies so! 

“Ts — ts — ts! Once upon a time she was walking along a little white 
road, with oh! such great big black trees on either side.” 

“Here you!” called the Frau’s voice, “bring me my new jacket from 
behind the door.” And as she took it into the warm room one of the women 
said, “She looks like an owl. Such children are seldom right in their heads.” 

“Why don’t you keep that baby quiet?” said the Man, who had just drunk 
enough beer to make him feel very brave and master of his house. 

“If you don’t keep that baby quiet you'll know why later on.” 

They burst out laughing as she stumbled back into the bedroom. 

“T don’t believe Holy Mary could keep him quiet,” she murmured. “Did 
Jesus cry like this when He was little? If I was not so tired perhaps I could 
do it; but the baby just knows that I want to go to sleep. And there is going 
to be another one.” 

She flung the baby on the bed, and stood looking at him with terror. 

From the next room there came the jingle of glasses and the warm sound 
of laughter. 

And she suddenly had a beautiful marvellous idea. 

She laughed for the first time that day, and clapped her hands. 

“Ts — ts — ts!” she said, “lie there, silly one; you WILL go to sleep. 
You'll not cry any more or wake up in the night. Funny, little, ugly baby.” 

He opened his eyes, and shrieked loudly at the sight of the Child-Who- 
Was-Tired. From the next room she heard the Frau call out to her. 

“One moment — he is almost asleep,” she cried. 

And then gently, smiling, on tiptoe, she brought the pink bolster from the 
Frau’s bed and covered the baby’s face with it, pressed with all her might as 
he struggled, “like a duck with its head off, wriggling”, she thought. 

She heaved a long sigh, then fell back on to the floor, and was walking 
along a little white road with tall black trees on either side, a little road that 
led to nowhere, and where nobody walked at all — nobody at all. 


THE ADVANCED LADY. 
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“Do you think we might ask her to come with us,” said Fraulein Elsa, 
retying her pink sash ribbon before my mirror. “You know, although she is 
so intellectual, I cannot help feeling convinced that she has some secret 
sorrow. And Lisa told me this morning, as she was turning out my room, 
that she remains hours and hours by herself, writing; in fact Lisa says she is 
writing a book! I suppose that is why she never cares to mingle with us, and 
has so little time for her husband and the child.” 

“Well, YOU ask her,” said I. “I have never spoken to the lady.” 

Elsa blushed faintly. “I have only spoken to her once,” she confessed. “I 
took her a bunch of wild flowers, to her room, and she came to the door in a 
white gown, with her hair loose. Never shall I forget that moment. She just 
took the flowers, and I heard her — because the door was not quite properly 
shut — I heard her, as I walked down the passage, saying ‘Purity, fragrance, 
the fragrance of purity and the purity of fragrance!’ It was wonderful!” 

At that moment Frau Kellermann knocked at the door. 

“Are you ready?” she said, coming into the room and nodding to us very 
genially. “The gentlemen are waiting on the steps, and I have asked the 
Advanced Lady to come with us.” 

“Na, how extraordinary!” cried Elsa. “But this moment the gnadige Frau 
and I were debating whether—” 

“Yes, I met her coming out of her room and she said she was charmed 
with the idea. Like all of us, she has never been to Schlingen. She is 
downstairs now, talking to Herr Erchardt. I think we shall have a delightful 
afternoon.” 

“Ts Fritzi waiting too?” asked Elsa. 

“Of course he is, dear child — as impatient as a hungry man listening for 
the dinner bell. Run along!” 

Elsa ran, and Frau Kellermann smiled at me significantly. In the past she 
and I had seldom spoken to each other, owing to the fact that her “one 
remaining joy” — her charming little Karl — had never succeeded in 
kindling into flame those sparks of maternity which are supposed to glow in 
great numbers upon the altar of every respectable female heart; but, in view 
of a premeditated journey together, we became delightfully cordial. 


“For us,” she said, “there will be a double joy. We shall be able to watch 
the happiness of these two dear children, Elsa and Fritz. They only received 
the letters of blessing from their parents yesterday morning. It is a very 
strange thing, but whenever I am in the company of newly-engaged couples 
I blossom. Newly-engaged couples, mothers with first babies, and normal 
deathbeds have precisely the same effect on me. Shall we join the others?” 

I was longing to ask her why normal deathbeds should cause anyone to 
burst into flower, and said, “Yes, do let us.” 

We were greeted by the little party of “cure guests” on the pension steps, 
with those cries of joy and excitement which herald so pleasantly the 
mildest German excursion. Herr Erchardt and I had not met before that day, 
so, in accordance with strict pension custom, we asked each other how long 
we had slept during the night, had we dreamed agreeably, what time we had 
got up, was the coffee fresh when we had appeared at breakfast, and how 
had we passed the morning. Having toiled up these stairs of almost national 
politeness we landed, triumphant and smiling, and paused to recover breath. 

“And now,” said Herr Erchardt, “I have a pleasure in store for you. The 
Frau Professor is going to be one of us for the afternoon. Yes,” nodding 
graciously to the Advanced Lady. “Allow me to introduce you to each 
other.” 

We bowed very formally, and looked each other over with that eye which 
is known as “eagle” but is far more the property of the female than that 
most unoffending of birds. “I think you are English?” she said. I 
acknowledged the fact. “I am reading a great many English books just now 
rather, I am studying them.” 

“Nu,” cried Herr Erchardt. “Fancy that! What a bond already! I have 
made up my mind to know Shakespeare in his mother tongue before I die, 
but that you, Frau Professor, should be already immersed in those wells of 
English thought!” 

“From what I have read,” she said, “I do not think they are very deep 
wells.” 

He nodded sympathetically. 

“No,” he answered, “so I have heard... But do not let us embitter our 
excursion for our little English friend. We will speak of this another time.” 

“Nu, are we ready?” cried Fritz, who stood, supporting Elsa’s elbow in 
his hand, at the foot of the steps. It was immediately discovered that Karl 
was lost. 


“Ka — rl, Karl — chen!” we cried. No response. 

“But he was here one moment ago,” said Herr Langen, a tired, pale 
youth, who was recovering from a nervous breakdown due to much 
philosophy and little nourishment. “He was sitting here, picking out the 
works of his watch with a hairpin!” 

Frau Kellermann rounded on him. “Do you mean to say, my dear Herr 
Langen, you did not stop the child!” 

“No,” said Herr Langen; “I’ve tried stopping him before now.” 

“Da, that child has such energy; never is his brain at peace. If he is not 
doing one thing, he is doing another!” 

“Perhaps he has started on the dining-room clock now,” suggested Herr 
Langen, abominably hopeful. 

The Advanced Lady suggested that we should go without him. “I never 
take my little daughter for walks,” she said. “I have accustomed her to 
sitting quietly in my bedroom from the time I go out until I return!” 

“There he is — there he is,” piped Elsa, and Karl was observed slithering 
down a chestnut-tree, very much the worse for twigs. 

“T’ve been listening to what you said about me, mumma,” he confessed 
while Frau Kellermann brushed him down. “It was not true about the watch. 
I was only looking at it, and the little girl never stays in the bedroom. She 
told me herself she always goes down to the kitchen, and—” 

“Da, that’s enough!” said Frau Kellermann. 

We marched en masse along the station road. It was a very warm 
afternoon, and continuous parties of “cure guests”, who were giving their 
digestions a quiet airing in pension gardens, called after us, asked if we 
were going for a walk, and cried “Herr Gott — happy journey” with 
immense ill-concealed relish when we mentioned Schlingen. 

“But that is eight kilometres,” shouted one old man with a white beard, 
who leaned against a fence, fanning himself with a yellow handkerchief. 

“Seven and a half,” answered Herr Erchardt shortly. 

“Eight,” bellowed the sage. 

“Seven and a half!” 

“Fight!” 

“The man is mad,” said Herr Erchardt. 

“Well, please let him be mad in peace,” said I, putting my hands over my 
ears. 


“Such ignorance must not be allowed to go uncontradicted,” said he, and 
turning his back on us, too exhausted to cry out any longer, he held up 
seven and a half fingers. 

“Eight!” thundered the greybeard, with pristine freshness. 

We felt very sobered, and did not recover until we reached a white 
signpost which entreated us to leave the road and walk through the field 
path — without trampling down more of the grass than was necessary. 
Being interpreted, it meant “single file”, which was distressing for Elsa and 
Fritz. Karl, like a happy child, gambolled ahead, and cut down as many 
flowers as possible with the stick of his mother’s parasol — followed the 
three others — then myself — and the lovers in the rear. And above the 
conversation of the advance party I had the privilege of hearing these 
delicious whispers. 

Fritz: “Do you love me?” Elsa: “Nu — yes.” Fritz passionately: “But how 
much?” To which Elsa never replied — except with “How much do YOU 
love ME?” 

Fritz escaped that truly Christian trap by saying, “I asked you first.” 

It grew so confusing that I slipped in front of Frau Kellermann — and 
walked in the peaceful knowledge that she was blossoming and I was under 
no obligation to inform even my nearest and dearest as to the precise 
capacity of my affections. “What right have they to ask each other such 
questions the day after letters of blessing have been received?” I reflected. 
“What right have they even to question each other? Love which becomes 
engaged and married is a purely affirmative affair — they are usurping the 
privileges of their betters and wisers!” 

The edges of the field frilled over into an immense pine forest — very 
pleasant and cool it looked. Another signpost begged us to keep to the 
broad path for Schlingen and deposit waste paper and fruit peelings in wire 
receptacles attached to the benches for the purpose. We sat down on the first 
bench, and Karl with great curiosity explored the wire receptacle. 

“T love woods,” said the Advanced Lady, smiling pitifully into the air. “In 
a wood my hair already seems to stir and remember something of its savage 
origin.” 

“But speaking literally,’ said Frau Kellermann, after an appreciative 
pause, “there is really nothing better than the air of pine-trees for the scalp.” 

“Oh, Frau Kellermann, please don’t break the spell,” said Elsa. 
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The Advanced Lady looked at her very sympathetically. “Have you, too, 
found the magic heart of Nature?” she said. 

That was Herr Langen’s cue. “Nature has no heart,” said he, very bitterly 
and readily, as people do who are over-philosophised and underfed. “She 
creates that she may destroy. She eats that she may spew up and she spews 
up that she may eat. That is why we, who are forced to eke out an existence 
at her trampling feet, consider the world mad, and realise the deadly 
vulgarity of production.” 

“Young man,” interrupted Herr Erchardt, “you have never lived and you 
have never suffered!” 

“Oh, excuse me — how can you know?” 

“T know because you have told me, and there’s an end of it. Come back to 
this bench in ten years’ time and repeat those words to me,” said Frau 
Kellermann, with an eye upon Fritz, who was engaged in counting Elsa’s 
fingers with passionate fervour— “and bring with you your young wife, 
Herr Langen, and watch, perhaps, your little child playing with—” She 
turned towards Karl, who had rooted an old illustrated paper out of the 
receptacle and was spelling over an advertisement for the enlargement of 
Beautiful Breasts. 

The sentence remained unfinished. We decided to move on. As we 
plunged more deeply into the wood our spirits rose — reaching a point 
where they burst into song — on the part of the three men— “O Welt, wie 
bist du wunderbar!” — the lower part of which was piercingly sustained by 
Herr Langen, who attempted quite unsuccessfully to infuse satire into it in 
accordance with his— “world outlook”. They strode ahead and left us to 
trail after them — hot and happy. 

“Now is the opportunity,” said Frau Kellermann. “Dear Frau Professor, 
do tell us a little about your book.” 

“Ach, how did you know I was writing one?” she cried playfully. 

“Elsa, here, had it from Lisa. And never before have I personally known 
a woman who was writing a book. How do you manage to find enough to 
write down?” 

“That is never the trouble,” said the Advanced Lady — she took Elsa’s 
arm and leaned on it gently. “The trouble is to know where to stop. My 
brain has been a hive for years, and about three months ago the pent-up 
waters burst over my soul, and since then I am writing all day until late into 


the night, still ever finding fresh inspirations and thoughts which beat 
impatient wings about my heart.” 

“Ts it a novel?” asked Elsa shyly. 

“Of course it is a novel,” said I. 

“How can you be so positive?” said Frau Kellermann, eyeing me 
severely. 

“Because nothing but a novel could produce an effect like that.” 

“Ach, don’t quarrel,” said the Advanced Lady sweetly. “Yes, it is a novel 
— upon the Modern Woman. For this seems to me the woman’s hour. It is 
mysterious and almost prophetic, it is the symbol of the true advanced 
woman: not one of those violent creatures who deny their sex and smother 
their frail wings under... under—” 

“The English tailor-made?” from Frau Kellermann. 

“T was not going to put it like that. Rather, under the lying garb of false 
masculinity!” 

“Such a subtle distinction!” I murmured. 

“Whom then,” asked Fraulein Elsa, looking adoringly at the Advanced 
Lady— “whom then do you consider the true woman?” 

“She is the incarnation of comprehending Love!” 

“But my dear Frau Professor,” protested Frau Kellermann, “you must 
remember that one has so few opportunities for exhibiting Love within the 
family circle nowadays. One’s husband is at business all day, and naturally 
desires to sleep when he returns home — one’s children are out of the lap 
and in at the university before one can lavish anything at all upon them!” 

“But Love is not a question of lavishing,” said the Advanced Lady. “It is 
the lamp carried in the bosom touching with serene rays all the heights and 
depths of—” 

“Darkest Africa,” I murmured flippantly. 

She did not hear. 

“The mistake we have made in the past — as a sex,” said she, “is in not 
realising that our gifts of giving are for the whole world — we are the glad 
sacrifice of ourselves!” 

“Oh!” cried Elsa rapturously, and almost bursting into gifts as she 
breathed— “how I know that! You know ever since Fritz and I have been 
engaged, I share the desire to give to everybody, to share everything!” 

“How extremely dangerous,” said I. 


“It 1s only the beauty of danger, or the danger of beauty” said the 
Advanced Lady— “and there you have the ideal of my book — that woman 
is nothing but a gift.” 

I smiled at her very sweetly. “Do you know,” I said, “I, too, would like to 
write a book, on the advisability of caring for daughters, and taking them 
for airings and keeping them out of kitchens!” 

I think the masculine element must have felt these angry vibrations: they 
ceased from singing, and together we climbed out of the wood, to see 
Schlingen below us, tucked in a circle of hills, the white houses shining in 
the sunlight, “for all the world like eggs in a bird’s nest”, as Herr Erchardt 
declared. We descended upon Schlingen and demanded sour milk with fresh 
cream and bread at the Inn of the Golden Stag, a most friendly place, with 
tables in a rose-garden where hens and chickens ran riot — even flopping 
upon the disused tables and pecking at the red checks on the cloths. We 
broke the bread into the bowls, added the cream, and stirred it round with 
flat wooden spoons, the landlord and his wife standing by. 

“Splendid weather!” said Herr Erchardt, waving his spoon at the 
landlord, who shrugged his shoulders. 

“What! you don’t call it splendid!” 

“As you please,” said the landlord, obviously scorning us. 

“Such a beautiful walk,” said Fraulein Elsa, making a free gift of her 
most charming smile to the landlady. 

“T never walk,” said the landlady; “when I go to Mindelbau my man 
drives me — I’ve more important things to do with my legs than walk them 
through the dust!” 

“T like these people,” confessed Herr Langen to me. “I like them very, 
very much. I think I shall take a room here for the whole summer.” 

“Why?” 

“Oh, because they live close to the earth, and therefore despise it.” 

He pushed away his bowl of sour milk and lit a cigarette. We ate, solidly 
and seriously, until those seven and a half kilometres to Mindelbau 
stretched before us like an eternity. Even Karl’s activity became so full fed 
that he lay on the ground and removed his leather waistbelt. Elsa suddenly 
leaned over to Fritz and whispered, who on hearing her to the end and 
asking her if she loved him, got up and made a little speech. 

“We — we wish to celebrate our betrothal by — by — asking you all to 
drive back with us in the landlord’s cart — if — it will hold us!” 


“Oh, what a beautiful, noble idea!” said Frau Kellermann, heaving a sigh 
of relief that audibly burst two hooks. 

“It is my little gift,” said Elsa to the Advanced Lady, who by virtue of 
three portions almost wept tears of gratitude. 

Squeezed into the peasant cart and driven by the landlord, who showed 
his contempt for mother earth by spitting savagely every now and again, we 
jolted home again, and the nearer we came to Mindelbau the more we loved 
it and one another. 

“We must have many excursions like this,” said Herr Erchardt to me, “for 
one surely gets to know a person in the simple surroundings of the open air 
— one SHARES the same joys — one feels friendship. What is it your 
Shakespeare says? One moment, I have it. The friends thou hast, and their 
adoption tried — grapple them to thy soul with hoops of steel!” 

“But,” said I, feeling very friendly towards him, “the bother about my 
soul is that it refuses to grapple anybody at all — and I am sure that the 
dead weight of a friend whose adoption it had tried would kill it 
immediately. Never yet has it shown the slightest sign of a hoop!” 

He bumped against my knees and excused himself and the cart. 

“My dear little lady, you must not take the quotation literally. Naturally, 
one is not physically conscious of the hoops; but hoops there are in the soul 
of him or her who loves his fellow-men... Take this afternoon, for instance. 
How did we start out? As strangers you might almost say, and yet — all of 
us — how have we come home?” 

“In a cart,” said the only remaining joy, who sat upon his mother’s lap 
and felt sick. 

We skirted the field that we had passed through, going round by the 
cemetery. Herr Langen leaned over the edge of the seat and greeted the 
graves. He was sitting next to the Advanced Lady — inside the shelter of 
her shoulder. I heard her murmur: “You look like a little boy with your hair 
blowing about in the wind.” Herr Langen, slightly less bitter — watched the 
last graves disappear. And I heard her murmur: “Why are you so sad? I too 
am very sad sometimes — but — you look young enough for me to dare to 
say this — I — too — know of much joy!” 

“What do you know?” said he. 

I leaned over and touched the Advanced Lady’s hand. “Hasn’t it been a 
nice afternoon?” I said questioningly. “But you know, that theory of yours 
about women and Love — it’s as old as the hills — oh, older!” 


From the road a sudden shout of triumph. Yes, there he was again — 
white beard, silk handkerchief and undaunted enthusiasm. 

“What did I say? Eight kilometres — it is!” 

“Seven and a half!” shrieked Herr Erchardt. 

“Why, then, do you return in carts? Eight kilometres it must be.” 

Herr Erchardt made a cup of his hands and stood up in the jolting cart 
while Frau Kellermann clung to his knees. “Seven and a half!” 

“Ignorance must not go uncontradicted!” I said to the Advanced Lady. 


THE SWING OF THE PENDULUM. 


The landlady knocked at the door. 

“Come in,” said Viola. 

“There is a letter for you,” said the landlady, “‘a special letter’’ — she held 
the green envelope in a corner of her dingy apron. 

“Thanks.” Viola, kneeling on the floor, poking at the little dusty stove, 
stretched out her hand. “Any answer?” 

“No; the messenger has gone.” 

“Oh, all right!” She did not look the landlady in the face; she was 
ashamed of not having paid her rent, and wondered grimly, without any 
hope, if the woman would begin to bluster again. 

“About this money owing to me—” said the landlady. 

“Oh, the Lord — off she goes!” thought Viola, turning her back on the 
woman and making a grimace at the stove. 

“It’s settle — or it’s go!” The landlady raised her voice; she began to 
bawl. “I’m a landlady, I am, and a respectable woman, I’Il have you know. 
I'll have no lice in my house, sneaking their way into the furniture and 
eating up everything. It’s cash — or out you go before twelve o’clock to- 
morrow.” 

Viola felt rather than saw the woman’s gesture. She shot out her arm in a 
stupid helpless way, as though a dirty pigeon had suddenly flown at her 
face. “Filthy old beast! Ugh! And the smell of her — like stale cheese and 
damp washing.” 

“Very well!” she answered shortly; “it’s cash down or I leave to-morrow. 
All right: don’t shout.” 

It was extraordinary — always before this woman came near her she 
trembled in her shoes — even the sound of those flat feet stumping up the 
stairs made her feel sick, but once they were face to face she felt immensely 
calm and indifferent, and could not understand why she even worried about 
money, nor why she sneaked out of the house on tiptoe, not even daring to 
shut the door after her in case the landlady should hear and shout something 
terrible, nor why she spent nights pacing up and down her room — drawing 
up sharply before the mirror and saying to a tragic reflection: “Money, 
money, money!” When she was alone her poverty was like a huge dream- 


mountain on which her feet were fast rooted — aching with the ache of the 
size of the thing — but if it came to definite action, with no time for 
imaginings, her dream-mountain dwindled into a beastly “hold-your-nose” 
affair, to be passed as quickly as possible, with anger and a strong sense of 
superiority. 

The landlady bounced out of the room, banging the door, so that it shook 
and rattled as though it had listened to the conversation and fully 
sympathised with the old hag. 

Squatting on her heels, Viola opened the letter. It was from Casimir: 

“T shall be with you at three o’clock this afternoon — and must be off 
again this evening. All news when we meet. I hope you are happier than I. 
CASIMIR.” 

“Huh! how kind!” she sneered; “how condescending. Too good of you, 
really!” She sprang to her feet, crumbling the letter in her hands. “And how 
are you to know that I shall stick here awaiting your pleasure until three 
o’clock this afternoon?” But she knew she would; her rage was only half 
sincere. She longed to see Casimir, for she was confident that this time she 
would make him understand the situation... “For, as it is, it’s intolerable — 
intolerable!” she muttered. 

It was ten o’clock in the morning of a grey day curiously lighted by pale 
flashes of sunshine. Searched by these flashes her room looked tumbled and 
grimed. She pulled down the window-blinds — but they gave a persistent, 
whitish glare which was just as bad. The only thing of life in the room was 
a jar of hyacinths given her by the landlady’s daughter: it stood on the table 
exuding a sickly perfume from its plump petals; there were even rich buds 
unfolding, and the leaves shone like oil. 

Viola went over to the washstand, poured some water into the enamel 
basin, and sponged her face and neck. She dipped her face into the water, 
opened her eyes, and shook her head from side to side — it was 
exhilarating. She did it three times. “I suppose I could drown myself if I 
stayed under long enough,” she thought. “I wonder how long it takes to 
become unconscious?... Often read of women drowning in a bucket. I 
wonder if any air enters by the ears — if the basin would have to be as deep 
as a bucket?” She experimented — gripped the washstand with both hands 
and slowly sank her head into the water, when again there was a knock on 
the door. Not the landlady this time — it must be Casimir. With her face 


and hair dripping, with her petticoat bodice unbuttoned, she ran and opened 
it. 

A strange man stood against the lintel — seeing her, he opened his eyes 
very wide and smiled delightfully. “Excuse me — does Fraulein Schafer 
live here?” 

“No; never heard of her.” His smile was so infectious, she wanted to 
smile too — and the water had made her feel so fresh and rosy. 

The strange man appeared overwhelmed with astonishment. “She 
doesn’t?” he cried. “She is out, you mean!” 

“No, she’s not living here,” answered Viola. 

“But — pardon — one moment.” He moved from the door lintel, 
standing squarely in front of her. He unbuttoned his greatcoat and drew a 
slip of paper from the breast pocket, smoothing it in his gloved fingers 
before handing it to her. 

“Yes, that’s the address, right enough, but there must be a mistake in the 
number. So many lodging-houses in this street, you know, and so big.” 

Drops of water fell from her hair on to the paper. She burst out laughing. 
“Oh, HOW dreadful I must look — one moment!” She ran back to the 
washstand and caught up a towel. The door was still open... After all, there 
was nothing more to be said. Why on earth had she asked him to wait a 
moment? She folded the towel round her shoulders, and returned to the 
door, suddenly grave. “I’m sorry; I know no such name” in a sharp voice. 

Said the strange man: “Sorry, too. Have you been living here long?” 

“Er — yes —a long time.” She began to close the door slowly. 

“Well — good-morning, thanks so much. Hope I haven’t been a bother.” 

“Good-morning.” 

She heard him walk down the passage and then pause — lighting a 
cigarette. Yes — a faint scent of delicious cigarette smoke penetrated her 
room. She sniffed at it, smiling again. Well, that had been a fascinating 
interlude! He looked so amazingly happy: his heavy clothes and big 
buttoned gloves; his beautifully brushed hair... and that smile... “Jolly” was 
the word — just a well-fed boy with the world for his playground. People 
like that did one good — one felt “made over” at the sight of them. SANE 
they were — so sane and solid. You could depend on them never having 
one mad impulse from the day they were born until the day they died. And 
Life was in league with them — jumped them on her knee — quite rightly, 
too. At that moment she noticed Casimir’s letter, crumpled up on the floor 


— the smile faded. Staring at the letter she began braiding her hair — a dull 
feeling of rage crept through her — she seemed to be braiding it into her 
brain, and binding it, tightly, above her head... Of course that had been the 
mistake all along. What had? Oh, Casimir’s frightful seriousness. If she had 
been happy when they first met she never would have looked at him — but 
they had been like two patients in the same hospital ward — each finding 
comfort in the sickness of the other — sweet foundation for a love episode! 
Misfortune had knocked their heads together: they had looked at each other, 
stunned with the conflict and sympathised... “I wish I could step outside the 
whole affair and just judge it — then I’d find a way out. I certainly was in 
love with Casimir... Oh, be sincere for once.” She flopped down on the bed 
and hid her face in the pillow. “I was not in love. I wanted somebody to 
look after me — and keep me until my work began to sell — and he kept 
bothers with other men away. And what would have happened if he hadn’t 
come along? I would have spent my wretched little pittance, and then — 
Yes, that was what decided me, thinking about that ‘then.’ He was the only 
solution. And I believed in him then. I thought his work had only to be 
recognised once, and he’d roll in wealth. I thought perhaps we might be 
poor for a month — but he said, if only he could have me, the stimulus... 
Funny, if it wasn’t so damned tragic! Exactly the contrary has happened — 
he hasn’t had a thing published for months — neither have I — but then I 
didn’t expect to. Yes, the truth is, I’m hard and bitter, and I have neither 
faith nor love for unsuccessful men. I always end by despising them as I 
despise Casimir. I suppose it’s the savage pride of the female who likes to 
think the man to whom she has given herself must be a very great chief 
indeed. But to stew in this disgusting house while Casimir scours the land 
in the hope of finding one editorial open door — it’s humiliating. It’s 
changed my whole nature. I wasn’t born for poverty — I only flower among 
really jolly people, and people who never are worried.” 

The figure of the strange man rose before her — would not be dismissed. 
“That was the man for me, after all is said and done — a man without a care 
— who’d give me everything I want and with whom I'd always feel that 
sense of life and of being in touch with the world. I never wanted to fight — 
it was thrust on me. Really, there’s a fount of happiness in me, that is drying 
up, little by little, in this hateful existence. Pll be dead if this goes on — 
and” — she stirred in the bed and flung out her arms— “I want passion, and 
love, and adventure — I yearn for them. Why should I stay here and rot? — 


{?? 


I am rotting!” she cried, comforting herself with the sound of her breaking 
voice. “But if I tell Casimir all this when he comes this afternoon, and he 
says, ‘Go’ — as he certainly will — that’s another thing I loathe about him 
— he’s under my thumb — what should I do then — where should I go to?” 
There was nowhere. “I don’t want to work — or carve out my own path. I 
want ease and any amount of nursing in the lap of luxury. There is only one 
thing I’m fitted for, and that is to be a great courtesan.” But she did not 
know how to go about it. She was frightened to go into the streets — she 
heard of such awful things happening to those women — men with diseases 
— or men who didn’t pay — besides, the idea of a strange man every night 
— no, that was out of the question. “If I’d the clothes I would go to a really 
good hotel and find some wealthy man... like the strange man this morning. 
He would be ideal. Oh, if I only had his address I am sure I would 
fascinate him. I’d keep him laughing all day — I’d make him give me 
unlimited money...” At the thought she grew warm and soft. She began to 
dream of a wonderful house, and of presses full of clothes and of perfumes. 
She saw herself stepping into carriages — looking at the strange man with a 
mysterious, voluptuous glance — she practised the glance, lying on the bed 
— and never another worry, just drugged with happiness. That was the life 
for her. Well, the thing to do was to let Casimir go on his wild-goose chase 
that evening, and while he was away — What! Also — please to remember 
— there was the rent to be paid before twelve next morning, and she hadn’t 
the money for a square meal. At the thought of food she felt a sharp twinge 
in her stomach, a sensation as though there were a hand in her stomach, 
squeezing it dry. She was terribly hungry — all Casimir’s fault — and that 
man had lived on the fat of the land ever since he was born. He looked as 
though he could order a magnificent dinner. Oh, why hadn’t she played her 
cards better? — he’d been sent by Providence — and she’d snubbed him. 
“If I had that time over again, I’d be safe by now.” And instead of the 
ordinary man who had spoken with her at the door her mind created a 
brilliant, laughing image, who would treat her like a queen... “There’s only 
one thing I could not stand — that he should be coarse or vulgar. Well, he 
wasn’t — he was obviously a man of the world, and the way he 
apologised... I have enough faith in my own power and beauty to know I 
could make a man treat me just as I wanted to be treated.”’... It floated into 
her dreams — that sweet scent of cigarette smoke. And then she 
remembered that she had heard nobody go down the stone stairs. Was it 


possible that the strange man was still there?... The thought was too absurd 
— Life didn’t play tricks like that — and yet — she was quite conscious of 
his nearness. Very quietly she got up, unhooked from the back of the door a 
long white gown, buttoned it on — smiling slyly. She did not know what 
was going to happen. She only thought: “Oh, what fun!” and that they were 
playing a delicious game — this strange man and she. Very gently she 
turned the door-handle, screwing up her face and biting her lip as the lock 
snapped back. Of course, there he was — leaning against the banister rail. 
He wheeled round as she slipped into the passage. 

“Da,” she muttered, folding her gown tightly around her, “I must go 
downstairs and fetch some wood. Brr! the cold!” 

“There isn’t any wood,” volunteered the strange man. She gave a little 
cry of astonishment, and then tossed her head. 

“You again,” she said scornfully, conscious the while of his merry eye, 
and the fresh, strong smell of his healthy body. 

“The landlady shouted out there was no wood left. I just saw her go out 
to buy some.” 

“Story — story!” she longed to cry. He came quite close to her, stood 
over her and whispered: 

“Aren’t you going to ask me to finish my cigarette in your room?” 

She nodded. “You may if you want to!” 

In that moment together in the passage a miracle had happened. Her room 
was quite changed — it was full of sweet light and the scent of hyacinth 
flowers. Even the furniture appeared different — exciting. Quick as a flash 
she remembered childish parties when they had played charades, and one 
side had left the room and come in again to act a word — just what she was 
doing now. The strange man went over to the stove and sat down in her 
arm-chair. She did not want him to talk or come near her — it was enough 
to see him in the room, so secure and happy. How hungry she had been for 
the nearness of someone like that — who knew nothing at all about her — 
and made no demands — but just lived. Viola ran over to the table and put 
her arms round the jar of hyacinths. 

“Beautiful! Beautiful!’ she cried — burying her head in the flowers — 
and sniffing greedily at the scent. Over the leaves she looked at the man and 
laughed. 

“You are a funny little thing,” said he lazily. 

“Why? Because I love flowers?” 


“Id far rather you loved other things,” said the strange man slowly. She 
broke off a little pink petal and smiled at it. 

“Let me send you some flowers,” said the strange man. “I’ll send you a 
roomful if you’d like them.” 

His voice frightened her slightly. “Oh no, thanks — this one is quite 
enough for me.” 

“No, it isn’t” — in a teasing voice. 

“What a stupid remark!” thought Viola, and looking at him again he did 
not seem quite so jolly. She noticed that his eyes were set too closely 
together — and they were too small. Horrible thought, that he should prove 
stupid. 

“What do you do all day?” she asked hastily. 

“Nothing.” 

“Nothing at all?” 

“Why should I do anything?” 

“Oh, don’t imagine for one moment that I condemn such wisdom — only 
it sounds too good to be true!” 

“What’s that?” — he craned forward. “What sounds too good to be true?” 
Yes — there was no denying it — he looked silly. 

“TI suppose the searching after Fraulein Schafer doesn’t occupy all your 
days.” 

“Oh no” — he smiled broadly— “that’s very good! By Jove! no. I drive a 
good bit — are you keen on horses?” 

She nodded. “Love them.” 

“You must come driving with me — I’ve got a fine pair of greys. Will 
you?” 

“Pretty I'd look perched behind greys in my one and only hat,” thought 
she. Aloud: “I’d love to.” Her easy acceptance pleased him. 

“How about to-morrow?” he suggested. “Suppose you have lunch with 
me to-morrow and I take you driving.” 

After all — this was just a game. “Yes, I’m not busy to-morrow,” she 
said. 

A little pause — then the strange man patted his leg. “Why don’t you 
come and sit down?” he said. 

She pretended not to see and swung on to the table. “Oh, I’m all right 
here.” 

“No, you’re not” — again the teasing voice. “Come and sit on my knee.” 


“Oh no,” said Viola very heartily, suddenly busy with her hair. 

“Why not?” 

“T don’t want to.” 

“Oh, come along” — impatiently. 

She shook her head from side to side. “I wouldn’t dream of such a thing.” 

At that he got up and came over to her. “Funny little puss cat!”’ He put up 
one hand to touch her hair. 

“Don’t,” she said — and slipped off the table. “I — I think it’s time you 
went now.” She was quite frightened now — thinking only: “This man must 
be got rid of as quickly as possible.” 

“Oh, but you don’t want me to go?” 

“Yes, I do — I’m very busy.” 

“Busy. What does the pussy cat do all day?” 

“Lots and lots of things!” She wanted to push him out of the room and 
slam the door on him — idiot — fool — cruel disappointment. 

“What’s she frowning for?” he asked. “Is she worried about anything?” 
Suddenly serious: “I say — you know, are you in any financial difficulty? 
Do you want money? I’Il give it to you if you like!” 

“Money! Steady on the brake — don’t lose your head!” — so she spoke 
to herself. 

“Tll give you two hundred marks if you’Il kiss me.” 

“Oh, boo! What a condition! And I don’t want to kiss you — I don’t like 
kissing. Please go!” 

“Yes — you do! — yes, you do.” He caught hold of her arms above the 
elbows. She struggled, and was quite amazed to realise how angry she felt. 

“Let me go — immediately!” she cried — and he slipped one arm round 
her body, and drew her towards him — like a bar of iron across her back — 
that arm. 

“Leave me alone! I tell you. Don’t be mean! I didn’t want this to happen 
when you came into my room. How dare you?” 

“Well, kiss me and I'll go!” 

It was too idiotic — dodging that stupid, smiling face. 


“T won’t kiss you! — you brute! — I won’t!” Somehow she slipped out 
of his arms and ran to the wall — stood back against it — breathing 
quickly. 


“Get out!” she stammered. “Go on now, clear out!” 


At that moment, when he was not touching her, she quite enjoyed herself. 
She thrilled at her own angry voice. “To think I should talk to a man like 
that!” An angry flush spread over his face — his lips curled back, showing 
his teeth — just like a dog, thought Viola. He made a rush at her, and held 
her against the wall — pressed upon her with all the weight of his body. 
This time she could not get free. 

“T won’t kiss you. I won’t. Stop doing that Ugh! you’re like a dog — you 
ought to find lovers round lamp-posts — you beast — you fiend!” 

He did not answer. With an expression of the most absurd determination 
he pressed ever more heavily upon her. He did not even look at her — but 
rapped out in a sharp voice: “Keep quiet — keep quiet.” 

“Gar — r! Why are men so strong?” She began to cry. “Go away — I 
don’t want you, you dirty creature. I want to murder you. Oh, my God! if I 
had a knife.” 

“Don’t be silly — come and be good!” He dragged her towards the bed. 

“Do you suppose I’m a light woman?” she snarled, and swooping over 
she fastened her teeth in his glove. 

“Ach! don’t do that — you are hurting me!” 

She did not let go, but her heart said, “Thank the Lord I thought of this.” 

“Stop this minute — you vixen — you bitch.” He threw her away from 
him. She saw with joy that his eyes were full of tears. “You’ve really hurt 
me,” he said in a choking voice. 

“Of course I have. I meant to. That’s nothing to what Ill do if you touch 
me again.” 

The strange man picked up his hat. “No thanks,” he said grimly. “But Ill 
not forget this — Ill go to your landlady.” 

“Pooh!” She shrugged her shoulders and laughed. “T’ll tell her you forced 
your way in here and tried to assault me. Who will she believe? — with 
your bitten hand. You go and find your Schafers.” 

A sensation of glorious, intoxicating happiness flooded Viola. She rolled 
her eyes at him. “If you don’t go away this moment I’ll bite you again,” she 
said, and the absurd words started her laughing. Even when the door was 
closed, hearing him descending the stairs, she laughed, and danced about 
the room. 

What a morning! Oh, chalk it up. That was her first fight, and she’d won 
— she’d conquered that beast — all by herself. Her hands were still 
trembling. She pulled up the sleeve of her gown — great red marks on her 


arms. “My ribs will be blue. Pll be blue all over,” she reflected. “If only that 
beloved Casimir could have seen us.” And the feeling of rage and disgust 
against Casimir had totally disappeared. How could the poor darling help 
not having any money? It was her fault as much as his, and he, just like her, 
was apart from the world, fighting it, just as she had done. If only three 
o’clock would come. She saw herself running towards him and putting her 
arms round his neck. “My blessed one! Of course we are bound to win. Do 
you love me still? Oh, I have been horrible lately.” 


A BLAZE. 


“Max, you silly devil, you’ll break your neck if you go careering down the 
slide that way. Drop it, and come to the Club House with me and get some 
coffee.” 

“I’ve had enough for to-day. I’m damp all through. There, give us a 
cigarette, Victor, old man. When are you going home?” 

“Not for another hour. It’s fine this afternoon, and I’m getting into decent 
shape. Look out, get off the track; here comes Fraulein Winkel. Damned 
elegant the way she manages her sleigh!” 

“T’m cold all through. That’s the worst of this place — the mists — it’s a 
damp cold. Here, Forman, look after this sleigh — and stick it somewhere 
so that I can get it without looking through a hundred and fifty others to- 
morrow morning.” 

They sat down at a small round table near the stove and ordered coffee. 
Victor sprawled in his chair, patting his little brown dog Bobo and looking, 
half laughingly, at Max. 

“What’s the matter, my dear? Isn’t the world being nice and pretty?” 

“T want my coffee, and I want to put my feet into my pocket — they’re 
like stones... Nothing to eat, thanks — the cake is like underdone india- 
rubber here.” 

Fuchs and Wistuba came and sat at their table. Max half turned his back 
and stretched his feet out to the oven. The three other men all began talking 
at once — of the weather — of the record slide — of the fine condition of 
the Wald See for skating. 

Suddenly Fuchs looked at Max, raised his eyebrows and nodded across to 
Victor, who shook his head. 

“Baby doesn’t feel well,” he said, feeding the brown dog with broken 
lumps of sugar, “and nobody’s to disturb him — I’m nurse.” 

“That’s the first time I’ve ever known him off colour,” said Wistuba. 
“I’ve always imagined he had the better part of this world that could not be 
taken away from him. I think he says his prayers to the dear Lord for having 
spared him being taken home in seven basketsful to-night. It’s a fool’s game 
to risk your all that way and leave the nation desolate.” 


“Dry up,” said Max. “You ought to be wheeled about on the snow in a 
perambulator.” 

“Oh, no offence, I hope. Don’t get nasty. How’s your wife, Victor?” 

“She’s not at all well. She hurt her head coming down the slide with Max 
on Sunday. I told her to stay at home all day.” 

“I’m sorry. Are you other fellows going back to the town or stopping on 
here?” 

Fuchs and Victor said they were stopping — Max did not answer, but sat 
motionless while the men paid for their coffee and moved away. Victor 
came back a moment and put a hand on his shoulder. 

“If you’re going right back, my dear, I wish you’d look Elsa up and tell 
her I won’t be in till late. And feed with us to-night at Limpold, will you? 
And take some hot grog when you get in.” 

“Thanks, old fellow, I’m all right. Going back now.” 

He rose, stretched himself, buttoned on his heavy coat and lighted 
another cigarette. 

From the door Victor watched him plunging through the heavy snow — 
head bent — hands thrust in his pockets — he almost appeared to be 
running through the heavy snow towards the town. 

... Someone came stamping up the stairs — paused at the door of her 
sitting-room, and knocked. 

“Ts that you, Victor?” she called. 

“No, it is I... can I come in?” 

“Of course. Why, what a Santa Claus! Hang your coat on the landing and 
shake yourself over the banisters. Had a good time?” 

The room was full of light and warmth. Elsa, in a white velvet tea-gown, 
lay curled up on the sofa — a book of fashions on her lap, a box of creams 
beside her. 

The curtains were not yet drawn before the windows and a blue light 
shone through, and the white boughs of the trees sprayed across. 

A woman’s room — full of flowers and photographs and silk pillows — 
the floor smothered in rugs — an immense tiger-skin under the piano — 
just the head protruding — sleepily savage. 

“It was good enough,” said Max. “Victor can’t be in till late. He told me 
to come up and tell you.” 

He started walking up and down — tore off his gloves and flung them on 
the table. 


“Don’t do that, Max,” said Elsa, “you get on my nerves. And I’ve got a 
headache to-day; I’m feverish and quite flushed... Don’t I look flushed?” 

He paused by the window and glanced at her a moment over his shoulder. 

“No,” he said; “I didn’t notice it.” 

“Oh, you haven’t looked at me properly, and I’ve got a new tea-gown on, 
too.” She pulled her skirts together and patted a little place on the couch. 

“Come along and sit by me and tell me why you’ re being naughty.” 

But, standing by the window, he suddenly flung his arm across his eyes. 

“Oh,” he said, “I can’t. I’m done — I’m spent — I’m smashed.” 

Silence in the room. The fashion-book fell to the floor with a quick rustle 
of leaves. Elsa sat forward, her hands clasped in her lap; a strange light 
shone in her eyes, a red colour stained her mouth. 

Then she spoke very quietly. 

“Come over here and explain yourself. I don’t know what on earth you 
are talking about.” 

“You do know — you know far better than I. You’ve simply played with 
Victor in my presence that I may feel worse. You’ve tormented me — 
you’ve led me on — offering me everything and nothing at all. It’s been a 
spider-and-fly business from first to last — and I’ve never for one moment 
been ignorant of that — and I’ve never for one moment been able to 
withstand it.” 

He turned round deliberately. 

“Do you suppose that when you asked me to pin your flowers into your 
evening gown — when you let me come into your bedroom when Victor 
was out while you did your hair — when you pretended to be a baby and let 
me feed you with grapes — when you have run to me and searched in all 
my pockets for a cigarette — knowing perfectly well where they were kept 
— going through every pocket just the same — I knowing too — I keeping 
up the farce — do you suppose that now you have finally lighted your 
bonfire you are going to find it a peaceful and pleasant thing — you are 
going to prevent the whole house from burning?” 

She suddenly turned white and drew in her breath sharply. 

“Don’t talk to me like that. You have no right to talk to me like that. I am 
another man’s wife.” 

“Hum,” he sneered, throwing back his head, “that’s rather late in the 
game, and that’s been your trump card all along. You only love Victor on 
the cat-and-cream principle — you a poor little starved kitten that he’s 


given everything to, that he’s carried in his breast, never dreaming that 
those little pink claws could tear out a man’s heart.” 

She stirred, looking at him with almost fear in her eyes. 

“After all’? — unsteadily— “this is my room; I’Il have to ask you to go.” 

But he stumbled towards her, knelt down by the couch, burying his head 
in her lap, clasping his arms round her waist. 

“And I LOVE you — I love you; the humiliation of it — I adore you. 
Don’t — don’t — just a minute let me stay here — just a moment in a 
whole life — Elsa! Elsa!” 

She leant back and pressed her head into the pillows. 

Then his muffled voice: “I feel like a savage. I want your whole body. I 
want to carry you away to a cave and love you until I kill you — you can’t 
understand how a man feels. I kill myself when I see you — I’m sick of my 
own strength that turns in upon itself, and dies, and rises new born like a 
Phoenix out of the ashes of that horrible death. Love me just this once, tell 
me a lie, SAY that you do — you are always lying.” 

Instead, she pushed him away — frightened. 

“Get up,” she said; “suppose the servant came in with the tea?” 

“Oh, ye gods!” He stumbled to his feet and stood staring down at her. 

“You’re rotten to the core and so am I. But you’re heathenishly 
beautiful.” 

The woman went over to the piano — stood there — striking one note — 
her brows drawn together. Then she shrugged her shoulders and smiled. 

“T’ll make a confession. Every word you have said is true. I can’t help it. 
I can’t help seeking admiration any more than a cat can help going to 
people to be stroked. It’s my nature. I’m born out of my time. And yet, you 
know, I’m not a COMMON woman. I like men to adore me — to flatter me 
— even to make love to me — but I would never give myself to any man. I 
would never let a man kiss me... even.” 

“It’s immeasurably worse — you’ve no legitimate excuse. Why, even a 
prostitute has a greater sense of generosity!” 

“T know,” she said, “I know perfectly well — but I can’t help the way I’m 
built... Are you going?” 

He put on his gloves. 

“Well,” he said, “what’s going to happen to us now?” 

Again she shrugged her shoulders. 

“T haven’t the slightest idea. I never have — just let things occur.” 


... “All alone?” cried Victor. “Has Max been here?” 

“He only stayed a moment, and wouldn’t even have tea. I sent him home 
to change his clothes... He was frightfully boring.” 

“You poor darling, your hair’s coming down. I'll fix it, stand still a 
moment... so you were bored?” 

“Um — m — frightfully... Oh, you’ve run a hairpin right into your wife’s 
head — you naughty boy!” 

She flung her arms round his neck and looked up at him, half laughing, 
like a beautiful, loving child. 

“God! What a woman you are,” said the man. “You make me so 
infernally proud — dearest, that I... I tell you!” 


BLISS AND OTHER STORIES 


Following the publication of her first collection of short stories, Mansfield 
submitted a story to the new avant-garde magazine Rhythm, but the piece 
was rejected by the editor, John Middleton Murry, who requested a darker 
story. Mansfield responded with The Woman at the Store, a tale of murder 
and mental illness. Her stories were partly inspired at this time by Fauvism, 
a contemporary art movement of the period, as well as Chekhov’s woks. In 
1911 Mansfield and Murry began a relationship and were married in 1918, 
though their marriage was to suffer many disagreements and separations. 

Mansfield’s outlook of life and her subsequent writings were to be 
severely affected by the death of her beloved brother, Leslie Heron 
“Chummie” Beauchamp in 1915, fighting as a New Zealand soldier in 
France. Traumatised by the experience, she sought refuge by writing 
nostalgic reminiscences of their childhood in New Zealand. It was during 
this turbulent period of her life that Mansfield was at her most productive 
and her relationship with Murry also improved. In 1913 the couple had 
befriended D. H. Lawrence, as well as encountering Virginia Woolf, T. S. 
Eliot, Lytton Strachey and Bertrand Russell through social gatherings and 
introductions. 

Woolf and her husband, Leonard, having recently founded Hogarth Press, 
approached Mansfield for a story. She gave them Prelude, which she had 
begun writing in 1915 as The Aloe. The story concerns a family of New 
Zealanders moving home, with little external plot. Although it failed to 
reach a wider audience and was criticised on its publication in 1918, it later 
became one of Mansfield’s most celebrated works, appearing as the first 
story in the following collection. 

In December 1917, Mansfield became ill and she was diagnosed with 
tuberculosis. Some critics now argue that she caught the disease from D. H. 
Lawrence. Rejecting the idea of a sanatorium that would prevent her from 
writing, Mansfield was compelled to go abroad and escape the English 
winter. She moved to Bandol, France, staying in a lonely hotel, where she 
suffered depression. However, she continued to produce stories, including 
Je ne parle pas francais, one of her darker works, inspired by Fyodor 


Dostoyevsky’s Notes from the Underground. Bliss, the title story of 
Mansfield’s second collection of short stories in 1920, was also published in 
1918. Bliss concerns a character similar to the author, who has to face her 
husband’s infidelity. The story received instant critical acclaim, helping to 
establish Mansfield as one of the forerunners of the modernist movement. 

The collection also features the popular story The Wind Blows. This brief 
tale introduces the character Matilda, who is woken up by the wind. As she 
looks out the window; her mother fetches some flowers from the garden 
and is called back inside for the telephone. As Matilda is about leave for her 
music lesson, her mother asks her not to go due to the strong wind, though 
she goes anyway... 

Sadly, in spite her increasing success at this time, Mansfield’s health 
worsened and she had her first lung haemorrhage in March of that year. 


Mansfield and Murry, c. 1912 


D. H. Lawrence, Katherine Mansfield, Frieda Lawrence and 
John Middleton Murry at their wedding in 1914 
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PRELUDE (The Aloe) 
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THERE was not an inch of room for Lottie and Kezia in the buggy. When 
Pat swung them on top of the luggage they wobbled; the grandmother’s lap 
was full and Linda Burnell could not possibly have held a lump of a child 
on hers for any distance. Isabel, very superior, was perched beside the new 
handy-man on the driver’s seat. Hold-alls, bags and boxes were piled upon 
the floor. “These are absolute necessities that I will not let out of my sight 
for one instant,” said Linda Burnell, her voice trembling with fatigue and 
excitement. 

Lottie and Kezia stood on the patch of lawn just inside the gate all ready 
for the fray in their coats with brass anchor buttons and little round caps 
with battleship ribbons. Hand in hand, they stared with round solemn eyes, 
first at the absolute necessities and then at their mother. 

“We shall simply have to leave them. That is all. We shall simply have to 
cast them off,” said Linda Burnell. A strange little laugh flew from her lips; 
she leaned back against the buttoned leather cushions and shut her eyes, her 
lips trembling with laughter. Happily at that moment Mrs. Samuel Josephs, 
who had been watching the scene from behind her drawing-room blind, 
waddled down the garden path. 

“Why nod leave the chudren with be for the afterdoon, Brs. Burnell? 
They could go on the dray with the storeban when he comes in the eveding. 
Those thigs on the path have to go, dod’t they?” 

“Yes, everything outside the house is supposed to go,” said Linda 
Burnell, and she waved a white hand at the tables and chairs standing on 
their heads on the front lawn. How absurd they looked! Either they ought to 
be the other way up, or Lottie and Kezia ought to stand on their heads, too. 
And she longed to say: “Stand on your heads, children, and wait for the 
store-man.” It seemed to her that would be so exquisitely funny that she 
could not attend to Mrs. Samuel Josephs. 

The fat creaking body leaned across the gate, and the big jelly of a face 
smiled. “Dod’t you worry, Brs. Burnell. Loddie and Kezia can have tea with 
my chudren in the dursery, and I’ll see theb on the dray afterwards.” 


The grandmother considered. “Yes, it really is quite the best plan. We are 
very obliged to you, Mrs. Samuel Josephs. Children, say ‘thank you’ to 
Mrs. Samuel Josephs.” 

Two subdued chirrups: “Thank you, Mrs. Samuel Josephs.” 

“And be good little girls, and—come closer—” they advanced, “don’t forget 
to tell Mrs. Samuel Josephs when you want to... .” 

“No, granma.” 

“Dod’t worry, Brs. Burnell.” 

At the last moment Kezia let go Lottie’s hand and darted towards the 
buggy. 

“T want to kiss my granma good-bye again.” 

But she was too late. The buggy rolled off up the road, Isabel bursting 
with pride, her nose turned up at all the world, Linda Burnell prostrated, 
and the grandmother rummaging among the very curious oddments she had 
had put in her black silk reticule at the last moment, for something to give 
her daughter. The buggy twinkled away in the sunlight and fine golden dust 
up the hill and over. Kezia bit her lip, but Lottie, carefully finding her 
handkerchief first, set up a wail. 

“Mother! Granma!” 

Mrs. Samuel Josephs, like a huge warm black silk tea cosy, enveloped 
her. 

“It’s all right, by dear. Be a brave child. You come and blay in the 
dursery!” 

She put her arm round weeping Lottie and led her away. Kezia followed, 
making a face at Mrs. Samuel Josephs’ placket, which was undone as usual, 
with two long pink corset laces hanging out of it... . 

Lottie’s weeping died down as she mounted the stairs, but the sight of her 
at the nursery door with swollen eyes and a blob of a nose gave great 
satisfaction to the S.J.’s, who sat on two benches before a long table 
covered with American cloth and set out with immense plates of bread and 
dripping and two brown jugs that faintly steamed. 

“Hullo! You’ve been crying!” 

“Ooh! Your eyes have gone right in.” 

“Doesn’t her nose look funny.” 

“You’re all red-and-patchy.” 

Lottie was quite a success. She felt it and swelled, smiling timidly. 


“Go and sit by Zaidee, ducky,” said Mrs. Samuel Josephs, “and Kezia, 
you sid ad the end by Boses.” 

Moses grinned and gave her a nip as she sat down; but she pretended not 
to notice. She did hate boys. 

“Which will you have?” asked Stanley, leaning across the table very 
politely, and smiling at her. “Which will you have to begin with— 
strawberries and cream or bread and dripping?” 

“Strawberries and cream, please,” said she. 

““Ah-h-h-h.” How they all laughed and beat the table with their teaspoons. 
Wasn’t that a take-in! Wasn’t it now! Didn’t he fox her! Good old Stan! 

“Ma! She thought it was real.” 

Even Mrs. Samuel Josephs, pouring out the milk and water, could not 
help smiling. “You bustn’t tease theb on their last day,” she wheezed. 

But Kezia bit a big piece out of her bread and dripping, and then stood 
the piece up on her plate. With the bite out it made a dear little sort of gate. 
Pooh! She didn’t care! A tear rolled down her cheek, but she wasn’t crying. 
She couldn’t have cried in front of those awful Samuel Josephs. She sat 
with her head bent, and as the tear dripped slowly down, she caught it with 
a neat little whisk of her tongue and ate it before any of them had seen. 
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After tea Kezia wandered back to their own house. Slowly she walked up 
the back steps, and through the scullery into the kitchen. Nothing was left in 
it but a lump of gritty yellow soap in one corner of the kitchen window-sill 
and a piece of flannel stained with a blue bag in another. The fireplace was 
choked up with rubbish. She poked among it but found nothing except a 
hair-tidy with a heart painted on it that had belonged to the servant girl. 
Even that she left lying, and she trailed through the narrow passage into the 
drawing-room. The Venetian blind was pulled down but not drawn close. 
Long pencil rays of sunlight shone through and the wavy shadow of a bush 
outside danced on the gold lines. Now it was still, now it began to flutter 
again, and now it came almost as far as her feet. Zoom! Zoom! a blue-bottle 
knocked against the ceiling; the carpet-tacks had little bits of red fluff 
sticking to them. 

The dining-room window had a square of coloured glass at each corner. 
One was blue and one was yellow. Kezia bent down to have one more look 
at a blue lawn with blue arum lilies growing at the gate, and then at a 


yellow lawn with yellow lilies and a yellow fence. As she looked a little 
Chinese Lottie came out on to the lawn and began to dust the tables and 
chairs with a corner of her pinafore. Was that really Lottie? Kezia was not 
quite sure until she had looked through the ordinary window. 

Upstairs in her father’s and mother’s room she found a pill box black and 
shiny outside and red in, holding a blob of cotton wool. 

“T could keep a bird’s egg in that,” she decided. 

In the servant girl’s room there was a stay-button stuck in a crack of the 
floor, and in another crack some beads and a long needle. She knew there 
was nothing in her grandmother’s room; she had watched her pack. She 
went over to the window and leaned against it, pressing her hands to the 
pane. 

Kezia liked to stand so before the window. She liked the feeling of the 
cold shining glass against her hot palms, and she liked to watch the funny 
white tops that came on her fingers when she pressed them hard against the 
pane. As she stood there, the day flickered out and dark came. With the dark 
crept the wind snuffling and howling. The windows of the empty house 
shook, a creaking came from the walls and floors, a piece of loose iron on 
the roof banged forlornly. Kezia was suddenly quite, quite still, with wide 
open eyes and knees pressed together. She was frightened. She wanted to 
call Lottie and to go on calling all the while she ran downstairs and out of 
the house. But IT was just behind her, waiting at the door, at the head of the 
stairs, at the bottom of the stairs, hiding in the passage, ready to dart out at 
the back door. But Lottie was at the back door, too. 

“Kezia!” she called cheerfully. “The storeman’s here. Everything is on 
the dray and three horses, Kezia. Mrs. Samuel Josephs has given us a big 
shawl to wear round us, and she says to button up your coat. She won’t 
come out because of asthma.” 

Lottie was very important. 

“Now then, you kids,” called the storeman. He hooked his big thumbs 
under their arms and up they swung. Lottie arranged the shawl “most 
beautifully” and the storeman tucked up their feet in a piece of old blanket. 

“Lift up. Easy does it.” 

They might have been a couple of young ponies. The storeman felt over 
the cords holding his load, unhooked the brakechain from the wheel, and 
whistling, he swung up beside them. 


“Keep close to me,” said Lottie, “because otherwise you pull the shawl 
away from my side, Kezia.” 

But Kezia edged up to the storeman. He towered beside her big as a 
giant and he smelled of nuts and new wooden boxes. 
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It was the first time that Lottie and Kezia had ever been out so late. 
Everything looked different-the painted wooden houses far smaller than 
they did by day, the gardens far bigger and wilder. Bright stars speckled the 
sky and the moon hung over the harbour dabbling the waves with gold. 
They could see the lighthouse shining on Quarantine Island, and the green 
lights on the old coal hulks. 

“There comes the Picton boat,” said the storeman, pointing to a little 
steamer all hung with bright beads. 

But when they reached the top of the hill and began to go down the other 
side the harbour disappeared, and although they were still in the town they 
were quite lost. Other carts rattled past. Everybody knew the storeman. 

“Night, Fred.” 

“Night O,” he shouted. 

Kezia liked very much to hear him. Whenever a cart appeared in the 
distance she looked up and waited for his voice. He was an old friend; and 
she and her grandmother had often been to his place to buy grapes. The 
storeman lived alone in a cottage that had a glasshouse against one wall 
built by himself. All the glasshouse was spanned and arched over with one 
beautiful vine. He took her brown basket from her, lined it with three large 
leaves, and then he felt in his belt for a little horn knife, reached up and 
snapped off a big blue cluster and laid it on the leaves so tenderly that Kezia 
held her breath to watch. He was a very big man. He wore brown velvet 
trousers, and he had a long brown beard. But he never wore a collar, not 
even on Sunday. The back of his neck was burnt bright red. 

“Where are we now?” Every few minutes one of the children asked him 
the question. 

“Why, this is Hawk Street, or Charlotte Crescent.” 

“Of course it 1s,” Lottie pricked up her ears at the last name; she always 
felt that Charlotte Crescent belonged specially to her. Very few people had 
streets with the same name as theirs. 


“Look, Kezia, there is Charlotte Crescent. Doesn’t it look different?” 
Now everything familiar was left behind. Now the big dray rattled into 
unknown country, along new roads with high clay banks on either side, up 
steep hills, down into bushy valleys, through wide shallow rivers. Further 
and further. Lottie’s head wagged; she drooped, she slipped half into 
Kezia’s lap and lay there. But Kezia could not open her eyes wide enough. 
The wind blew and she shivered; but her cheeks and ears burned. 

“Do stars ever blow about?” she asked. 

“Not to notice,” said the storeman. 

“We’ve got a nuncle and a naunt living near our new house,” said Kezia. 
“They have got two children, Pip, the eldest is called, and the youngest’s 
name is Rags. He’s got a ram. He has to feed it with a nenamuel teapot and 
a glove top over the spout. He’s going to show us. What is the difference 
between a ram and a sheep?” 

“Well, a ram has horns and runs for you.” 

Kezia considered. “I don’t want to see it frightfully,” she said. “I hate 
rushing animals like dogs and parrots. I often dream that animals rush at 
me-even camels—and while they are rushing, their heads swell e- 
enormous.” 

The storeman said nothing. Kezia peered up at him, screwing up her eyes. 
Then she put her finger out and stroked his sleeve; it felt hairy. “Are we 
near?” she asked. 

“Not far off, now,” answered the storeman. “Getting tired?” 

“Well, I’m not an atom bit sleepy,” said Kezia. “But my eyes keep curling 
up in such a funny sort of way.” She gave a long sigh, and to stop her eyes 
from curling she shut them. . . . When she opened them again they were 
clanking through a drive that cut through the garden like a whiplash, 
looping suddenly an island of green, and behind the island, but out of sight 
until you came upon it, was the house. It was long and low built, with a 
pillared veranda and balcony all the way round. The soft white bulk of it lay 
stretched upon the green garden like a sleeping beast. And now one and 
now another of the windows leaped into light. Someone was walking 
through the empty rooms carrying a lamp. From the window downstairs the 
light of a fire flickered. A strange beautiful excitement seemed to stream 
from the house in quivering ripples. 

“Where are we?” said Lottie, sitting up. Her reefer cap was all on one 
side and on her cheek there was the print of an anchor button she had 


pressed against while sleeping. Tenderly the storeman lifted her, set her cap 
straight, and pulled down her crumpled clothes. She stood blinking on the 
lowest veranda step watching Kezia who seemed to come flying through the 
air to her feet. 

“Ooh!” cried Kezia, flinging up her arms. The grandmother came out of 
the dark hall carrying a little lamp. She was smiling. 

“You found your way in the dark?” said she. 

“Perfectly well.” 

But Lottie staggered on the lowest veranda step like a bird fallen out of 
the nest. If she stood still for a moment she fell asleep; if she leaned against 
anything her eyes closed. She could not walk another step. 

“Kezia,” said the grandmother, “can I trust you to carry the lamp?” 

“Yes, my granma.” 

The old woman bent down and gave the bright breathing thing into her 
hands and then she caught up drunken Lottie. “This way.” 

Through a square hall filled with bales and hundreds of parrots (but the 
parrots were only on the wallpaper) down a narrow passage where the 
parrots persisted in flying past Kezia with her lamp. 

“Be very quiet,” warned the grandmother, putting down Lottie and 
opening the dining-room door. “Poor little mother has got such a headache.” 

Linda Burnell, in a long cane chair, with her feet on a hassock and a plaid 
over her knees, lay before a crackling fire. Burnell and Beryl sat at the table 
in the middle of the room eating a dish of fried chops and drinking tea out 
of a brown china teapot. Over the back of her mother’s chair leaned Isabel. 
She had a comb in her fingers and in a gentle absorbed fashion she was 
combing the curls from her mother’s forehead. Outside the pool of lamp 
and firelight the room stretched dark and bare to the hollow windows. 

“Are those the children?” But Linda did not really care; she did not even 
open her eyes to see. 

“Put down the lamp, Kezia,” said Aunt Beryl, “or we shall have the 
house on fire before we are out of packing cases. More tea, Stanley?” 

“Well, you might just give me five-eighths of a cup,” said Burnell, 
leaning across the table. “Have another chop, Beryl. Tip-top meat, isn’t it? 
Not too lean and not too fat.” He turned to his wife. “You’re sure you won’t 
change your mind, Linda darling?” 

“The very thought of it is enough.” She raised one eyebrow in the way 
she had. The grandmother brought the children bread and milk and they sat 


up to table, flushed and sleepy behind the wavy steam. 

“T had meat for my supper,” said Isabel, still combing gently. 

“T had a whole chop for my supper, the bone and all and Worcester sauce. 
Didn’t I father?” 

“Oh, don’t boast, Isabel,” said Aunt Beryl. 

Isabel looked astounded. “I wasn’t boasting, was I, Mummy? I never 
thought of boasting. I thought they would like to know. I only meant to tell 
them.” 

“Very well. That’s enough,” said Burnell. He pushed back his plate, took 
a toothpick out of his pocket and began picking his strong white teeth. 

“You might see that Fred has a bite of something in the kitchen before he 
goes, will you, mother?” 

“Yes, Stanley.” The old woman turned to go. 

“Oh, hold on half a jiffy. I suppose nobody knows where my slippers 
were put? I suppose I shall not be able to get at them for a month or two- 
what?” 

“Yes,” came from Linda. “In the top of the canvas hold-all marked 
‘urgent necessities.’” 

“Well, you might get them for me, will you, mother?” 

“Yes, Stanley.” 

Burnell got up, stretched himself, and going over to the fire he turned his 
back to it and lifted up his coat tails. 

“By Jove, this is a pretty pickle. Eh, Beryl?” 

Beryl, sipping tea, her elbows on the table, smiled over the cup at him. 
She wore an unfamiliar pink pinafore; the sleeves of her blouse were rolled 
up to her shoulders showing her lovely freckled arms, and she had let her 
hair fall down her back in a long pig-tail. 

“How long do you think it will take to get straight-couple of weeks—eh?” 
he chaffed. 

“Good heavens, no,” said Beryl airily. “The worst is over already. The 
servant girl and I have simply slaved all day, and ever since mother came 
she has worked like a horse, too. We have never sat down for a moment. We 
have had a day.” 

Stanley scented a rebuke. 

“Well, I suppose you did not expect me to rush away from the office and 
nail carpets—did you?” 


“Certainly not,” laughed Beryl. She put down her cup and ran out of the 
dining-room. 

“What the hell does she expect us to do?” asked Stanley. “Sit down and 
fan herself with a palm-leaf fan while I have a gang of professionals to do 
the job? By Jove, if she can’t do a hand’s turn occasionally without shouting 
about it in return for...” 

And he gloomed as the chops began to fight the tea in his sensitive 
stomach. But Linda put up a_ hand and dragged him down to the side of her 
long chair. 

“This is a wretched time for you, old boy,” she said. Her cheeks were 
very white, but she smiled and curled her fingers into the big red hand she 
held. Burnell became quiet. Suddenly he began to whistle “Pure as a lily, 
joyous and free’—a good sign. 

“Think you’re going to like it?” he asked. 

“T don’t want to tell you, but I think I ought to, mother,” said Isabel. 
“Kezia is drinking tea out of Aunt Beryl’s cup.” 
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They were taken off to bed by the grandmother. She went first with a 
candle; the stairs rang to their climbing feet. Isabel and Lottie lay in a room 
to themselves, Kezia curled in her grandmother’s soft bed. 

“Aren’t there going to be any sheets, my granma?” 

“No, not to-night.” 

“It’s tickly,” said Kezia, “but it’s like Indians.” She dragged her 
grandmother down to her and kissed her under the chin. “Come to bed soon 
and be my Indian brave.” 

“What a silly you are,” said the old woman, tucking her in as she loved to 
be tucked. 

“Aren’t you going to leave me a candle?” 

“No. Sh—h. Go to sleep.” 

“Well, can I have the door left open?” 

She rolled herself up into a round but she did not go to sleep. From all 
over the house came the sound of steps. The house itself creaked and 
popped. Loud whispering voices came from downstairs. Once she heard 
Aunt Beryl’s rush of high laughter, and once she heard a loud trumpeting 
from Burnell blowing his nose. Outside the window hundreds of black cats 


with yellow eyes sat in the sky watching her—but she was not frightened. 
Lottie was saying to Isabel: 

“I’m going to say my prayers in bed to-night.” 

“No, you can’t, Lottie.” Isabel was very firm. “God only excuses you 
saying your prayers in bed if you’ve got a temperature.” So Lottie yielded: 


Gentle Jesus meek anmile, 
Look pon a little chile. 
Pity me, simple Lizzie, 
Suffer me to come to thee. 


And then they lay down back to back, their little behinds just touching, 
and fell asleep. 

Standing in a pool of moonlight Beryl Fairfield undressed herself. She 
was tired, but she pretended to be more tired than she really was—letting her 
clothes fall, pushing back with a languid gesture her warm, heavy hair. 

“Oh, how tired I am—very tired.” 

She shut her eyes a moment, but her lips smiled. Her breath rose and fell 
in her breast like two fanning wings. The window was wide open; it was 
warm, and somewhere out there in the garden a young man, dark and 
slender, with mocking eyes, tiptoed among the bushes, and gathered the 
flowers into a big bouquet, and slipped under her window and held it up to 
her. She saw herself bending forward. He thrust his head among the bright 
waxy flowers, sly and laughing. “No, no,” said Beryl. She turned from the 
window and dropped her nightgown over her head. 

“How frightfully unreasonable Stanley is sometimes,” she thought, 
buttoning. And then as she lay down, there came the old thought, the cruel 
thought—ah, if only she had money of her own. 

A young man, immensely rich, has just arrived from England. He meets 


her quite by chance... . The new governor is unmarried. . . . There is a ball 
at Government house... . Who is that exquisite creature in eau de nil satin? 
Beryl Fairfield... . 


“The thing that pleases me,” said Stanley, leaning against the side of the 
bed and giving himself a good scratch on his shoulders and back before 
turning in, “is that I’ve got the place dirt cheap, Linda. I was talking about it 
to little Wally Bell to-day and he said he simply could not understand why 
they had accepted my figure. You see land about here is bound to become 
more and more valuable . . . in about ten years’ time... of course we shall 


have to go very slow and cut down expenses as fine as possible. Not 
asleep—are you?” 

“No, dear, I’ve heard every word,” said Linda. 

He sprang into bed, leaned over her and blew out the candle. “Good 
night, Mr. Business Man,” said she, and she took hold of his head by the 
ears and gave him a quick kiss. Her faint far-away voice seemed to come 
from a deep well. 

“Good night, darling.” He slipped his arm under her neck and drew her to 
him. 

“Yes, clasp me,” said the faint voice from the deep well. 


Pat the handy-man sprawled in his little room behind the kitchen. His 
sponge-bag, coat and trousers hung from the door-peg like a hanged man. 
From the edge of the blanket his twisted toes protruded, and on the floor 
beside him there was an empty cane bird-cage. He looked like a comic 
picture. 


“Honk, honk,” came from the servant girl. She had adenoids. 

Last to go to bed was the grandmother. 

“What. Not asleep yet?” 

“No, ’'m waiting for you,” said Kezia. The old woman sighed and lay 
down beside her. Kezia thrust her head under her grandmother’s arm and 
gave a little squeak. But the old woman only pressed her faintly, and 
sighed again, took out her teeth, and put them in a glass of water beside her 
on the floor. 

In the garden some tiny owls, perched on the branches of a lace-bark tree, 
called: “More pork; more pork.” And far away in the bush there sounded a 
harsh rapid chatter: ““Ha-ha-ha . . . Ha-ha-ha.” 
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Dawn came sharp and chill with red clouds on a faint green sky and drops 
of water on every leaf and blade. A breeze blew over the garden, dropping 
dew and dropping petals, shivered over the drenched paddocks, and was 
lost in the sombre bush. In the sky some tiny stars floated for a moment and 
then they were gone-they were dissolved like bubbles. And plain to be 
heard in the early quiet was the sound of the creek in the paddock running 
over the brown stones, running in and out of the sandy hollows, hiding 


under clumps of dark berry bushes, spilling into a swamp of yellow water 
flowers and cresses. 

And then at the first beam of sun the birds began. Big cheeky birds, 
starlings and mynahs, whistled on the lawns, the little birds, the goldfinches 
and linnets and fan-tails, flicked from bough to bough. A lovely kingfisher 
perched on the paddock fence preening his rich beauty, and a tui sang his 
three notes and laughed and sang them again. 

“How loud the birds are,” said Linda in her dream. She was walking with 
her father through a green paddock sprinkled with daisies. Suddenly he bent 
down and parted the grasses and showed her a tiny ball of fluff just at her 
feet. “Oh, Papa, the darling.” She made a cup of her hands and caught the 
tiny bird and stroked its head with her finger. It was quite tame. But a funny 
thing happened. As she stroked it began to swell, it ruffled and pouched, it 
grew bigger and bigger and its round eyes seemed to smile knowingly at 
her. Now her arms were hardly wide enough to hold it and she dropped it 
into her apron. It had become a baby with a big naked head and a gaping 
bird-mouth, opening and shutting. Her father broke into a loud clattering 
laugh and she woke to see Burnell standing by the windows rattling the 
Venetian blind up to the very top. 

“Hullo,” he said. “Didn’t wake you, did I? Nothing much wrong with the 
weather this morning.” 

He was enormously pleased. Weather like this set a final seal on his 
bargain. He felt, somehow, that he had bought the lovely day, too—got it 
chucked in dirt cheap with the house and ground. He dashed off to his bath 
and Linda turned over and raised herself on one elbow to see the room by 
daylight. All the furniture had found a place—all the old paraphernalia, as 
she expressed it. Even the photographs were on the mantelpiece and _ the 
medicine bottles on the shelf above the washstand. Her clothes lay across a 
chair—her outdoor things, a purple cape and a round hat with a plume in it. 
Looking at them she wished that she was going away from this house, too. 
And she saw herself driving away from them all in a little buggy, driving 
away from everybody and not even waving. 

Back came Stanley girt with a towel, glowing and slapping his thighs. He 
pitched the wet towel on top of her hat and cape, and standing firm in the 
exact centre of a square of sunlight he began to do his exercises. Deep 
breathing, bending and squatting like a frog and shooting out his legs. He 
was so delighted with his firm, obedient body that he hit himself on the 


chest and gave a loud “Ah.” But this amazing vigour seemed to set him 
worlds away from Linda. She lay on the white tumbled bed and watched 
him as if from the clouds. 

“Oh, damn! Oh, blast!” said Stanley, who had butted into a crisp white 
shirt only to find that some idiot had fastened the neck-band and he was 
caught. He stalked over to Linda waving his arms. 

“You look like a big fat turkey,” said she. 

“Fat. I like that,” said Stanley. “I haven’t a square inch of fat on me. Feel 
that.” 

“It’s rock-it’s iron,” mocked she. 

“You'd be surprised,” said Stanley, as though this were intensely 
interesting, “‘at the number of chaps at the club who have got a corporation. 
Young chaps, you know—men of my age.” He _ began parting his bushy 
ginger hair, his blue eyes fixed and round in the glass, his knees bent, 
because the dressing-table was always—confound it—a bit too low for him. 
“Little Wally Bell, for instance,” and he straightened, describing upon 
himself an enormous curve with the hairbrush. “I must say I’ve a perfect 
horror...” 

“My dear, don’t worry. You’!l never be fat. You are far too energetic.” 

“Yes, yes, I suppose that’s true,” said he, comforted for the hundredth 
time, and taking a pearl penknife out of his pocket he began to pare his 
nails. 

“Breakfast, Stanley.” Beryl was at the door. “Oh, Linda, mother says you 
are not to get up yet.” She popped her head in at the door. She had a big 
piece of syringa stuck through her hair. 

“Everything we left on the veranda last night is simply sopping this 
morning. You should see poor dear mother wringing out the tables and the 
chairs. However, there is no harm done—” this with the faintest glance at 
Stanley. 

“Have you told Pat to have the buggy round in time? It’s a good six and a 
half miles to the office.” 

“T can imagine what this early start for the office will be like,” thought 
Linda. “It will be very high pressure indeed.” 

“Pat, Pat.” She heard the servant girl calling. But Pat was evidently hard 
to find; the silly voice went baa—baaing through the garden. 

Linda did not rest again until the final slam of the front door told her that 
Stanley was really gone. 


Later she heard her children playing in the garden. Lottie’s stolid, 
compact little voice cried: “Ke—zia. Isa—bel.” She was always getting lost or 
losing people only to find them again, to her great surprise, round the next 
tree or the next corner. “Oh, there you are after all.” They had been turned 
out after breakfast and told not to come back to the house until they were 
called. Isabel wheeled a neat pramload of prim dolls and Lottie was allowed 
for a great treat to walk beside her holding the doll’s parasol over the face 
of the wax one. 

“Where are you going to, Kezia?” asked Isabel, who longed to find some 
light and menial duty that Kezia might perform and so be roped in under 
her government. 

“Oh, just away,” said Kezia... . 

Then she did not hear them any more. What a glare there was in the 
room. She hated blinds pulled up to the top at any time, but in the morning 
it was intolerable. She turned over to the wall and idly, with one finger, she 
traced a poppy on the wall-paper with a leaf and a stem and a fat bursting 
bud. In the quiet, and under her tracing finger, the poppy seemed to come 
alive. She could feel the sticky, silky petals, the stem, hairy like a 
gooseberry skin, the rough leaf and the tight glazed bud. Things had a habit 
of coming alive like that. Not only large substantial things like furniture 
but curtains and the patterns of stuffs and the fringes of quilts and cushions. 
How often she had seen the tassel fringe of her quilt change into a funny 
procession of dancers with priests attending. . . . For there were some 
tassels that did not dance at all but walked stately, bent forward as if 
praying or chanting. How often the medicine bottles had turned into a row 
of little men with brown top-hats on; and the washstand jug had a way of 
sitting in the basin like a fat bird in a round nest. 

“T dreamed about birds last night,” thought Linda. What was it? She had 
forgotten. But the strangest part of this coming alive of things was what 
they did. They listened, they seemed to swell out with some mysterious 
important content, and when they were full she felt that they smiled. But it 
was not for her, only, their sly secret smile; they were members of a secret 
society and they smiled among themselves. Sometimes, when she had fallen 
asleep in the daytime, she woke and could not lift a finger, could not even 
turn her eyes to left or right because THEY were there; sometimes when 
she went out of a room and left 1t empty, she knew as she clicked the door 
to that THEY were filling it. And there were times in the evenings when she 


was upstairs, perhaps, and everybody else was down, when she could 
hardly escape from them. Then she could not hurry, she could not hum a 
tune; if she tried to say ever so carelessly—’ Bother that old thimble’-THEY 
were not deceived. THEY knew how frightened she was; THEY saw how 
she turned her head away as she passed the mirror. What Linda always felt 
was that THEY wanted something of her, and she knew that if she gave 
herself up and was quiet, more than quiet, silent, motionless, something 
would really happen. 

“It’s very quiet now,” she thought. She opened her eyes wide, and she 
heard the silence spinning its soft endless web. How lightly she breathed; 
she scarcely had to breathe at all. 

Yes, everything had come alive down to the minutest, tiniest particle, and 
she did not feel her bed, she floated, held up in the air. Only she seemed to 
be listening with her wide open watchful eyes, waiting for someone to come 
who just did not come, watching for something to happen that just did not 
happen. 


6 


In the kitchen at the long deal table under the two windows old Mrs. 
Fairfield was washing the breakfast dishes. The kitchen window looked out 
on to a big grass patch that led down to the vegetable garden and the 
rhubarb beds. On one side the grass patch was bordered by the scullery and 
wash-house and over this whitewashed lean-to there grew a knotted vine. 
She had noticed yesterday that a few tiny corkscrew tendrils had come 
right through some cracks in the scullery ceiling and all the windows of the 
lean-to had a thick frill of ruffled green. 

“Tam very fond of a grape vine,” declared Mrs. Fairfield, “but I do not 
think that the grapes will ripen here. It takes Australian sun.” And she 
remembered how Beryl when she was a baby had been picking some white 
grapes from the vine on the back veranda of the Tasmanian house and she 
had been stung on the leg by a huge red ant. She saw Beryl] in a little plaid 
dress with red ribbon tie-ups on the shoulders screaming so dreadfully that 
half the street rushed in. And how the child’s leg had swelled! ‘“T—t—t—t!” 
Mrs. Fairfield caught her breath remembering. “Poor child, how terrifying it 
was.” And she set her lips tight and went over to the stove for some more 
hot water. The water frothed up in the big soapy bowl with pink and blue 
bubbles on top of the foam. Old Mrs. Fairfield’s arms were bare to the 


elbow and stained a bright pink. She wore a grey foulard dress patterned 
with large purple pansies, a white linen apron and a high cap shaped like a 
jelly mould of white muslin. At her throat there was a silver crescent moon 
with five little owls seated on it, and round her neck she wore a watch- 
guard made of black beads. 

It was hard to believe that she had not been in that kitchen for years; she 
was so much a part of it. She put the crocks away with a sure, precise 
touch, moving leisurely and ample from the stove to the dresser, looking 
into the pantry and the larder as though there were not an unfamiliar corner. 
When she had finished, everything in the kitchen had become part of a 
series of patterns. She stood in the middle of the room wiping her hands on 
a check cloth; a smile beamed on her lips; she thought it looked very nice, 
very satisfactory. 

“Mother! Mother! Are you there?” called Beryl. 

“Yes, dear. Do you want me?” 

“No. ’'m coming,” and Beryl rushed in, very flushed, dragging with her 
two big pictures. 

“Mother, whatever can I do with these awful hideous Chinese paintings 
that Chung Wah gave Stanley when he went bankrupt? It’s absurd to say 
that they are valuable, because they were hanging in Chung Wah’s fruit 
shop for months before. I can’t make out why Stanley wants them kept. I’m 
sure he thinks them just as hideous as we do, but it’s because of the 
frames,” she said spitefully. “I suppose he thinks the frames might fetch 
something some day or other.” 

“Why don’t you hang them in the passage?” suggested Mrs. Fairfield; 
“they would not be much seen there.” 

“T can’t. There is no room. I’ve hung all the photographs of his office 
there before and after building, and the signed photos of his business 

friends, and that awful enlargement of Isabel lying on the mat in her 
singlet.” Her angry glance swept the placid kitchen. “I know what [Il do. 
I'll hang them here. I will tell Stanley they got a little damp in the moving 
so I have put them in here for the time being.” 

She dragged a chair forward, jumped on it, took a hammer and a big nail 
out of her pinafore pocket and banged away. 

“There! That is enough! Hand me the picture, mother.” 

“One moment, child.” Her mother was wiping over the carved ebony 
frame. 


“Oh, mother, really you need not dust them. It would take years to dust 
all those little holes.” And she frowned at the top of her mother’s head and 
bit her lip with impatience. Mother’s deliberate way of doing things was 
simply maddening. It was old age, she supposed, loftily. 

At last the two pictures were hung side by side. She jumped off the chair, 
stowing away the little hammer. 

“They don’t look so bad there, do they?” said she. “And at any rate 
nobody need gaze at them except Pat and the servant girl-have I got a 
spider’s web on my face, mother? I’ve been poking into that cupboard 
under the stairs and now something keeps tickling my nose. 

But before Mrs. Fairfield had time to look Beryl had turned away. 
Someone tapped on the window: Linda was there, nodding and smiling. 
They heard the latch of the scullery door lift and she came in. She had no 
hat on; her hair stood upon her head in curling rings and she was wrapped 
up in an old cashmere shawl. 

“I’m so hungry,” said Linda: “where can I get something to eat, mother? 
This is the first time I’ve been in the kitchen. It says ‘mother’ all over; 
everything is in pairs.” 

“T will make you some tea,” said Mrs. Fairfield, spreading a clean napkin 
over a corner of the table, “and Beryl can have a cup with you.” 

“Beryl, do you want half my gingerbread?” Linda waved the knife at her. 
“Beryl, do you like the house now that we are here?” 

“Oh yes, I like the house immensely and the garden is beautiful, but it 
feels very far away from everything to me. I can’t imagine people coming 
out from town to see us in that dreadful jolting bus, and I am sure there is 
not anyone here to come and call. Of course it does not matter to you 
because—” 

“But there’s the buggy,” said Linda. “Pat can drive you into town 
whenever you like.” 

That was a consolation, certainly, but there was something at the back of 
Beryl’s mind, something she did not even put into words for herself. 

“Oh, well, at any rate it won’t kill us,” she said dryly, putting down her 
empty cup and standing up and stretching. “I am going to hang curtains.” 
And she ran away singing: 


“How many thousand birds I see 
That sing aloud from every tree... 


“ ... birds I see That sing aloud from every tree . . . “ But when she 
reached the dining-room she stopped singing, her face changed; it became 
gloomy and sullen. 

“One may as well rot here as anywhere else,” she muttered savagely, 
digging the stiff brass safety-pins into the red serge curtains. 

The two left in the kitchen were quiet for a little. Linda leaned her cheek 
on her fingers and watched her mother. She thought her mother looked 
wonderfully beautiful with her back to the leafy window. There was 
something comforting in the sight of her that Linda felt she could never do 
without. She needed the sweet smell of her flesh, and the soft feel of her 
cheeks and her arms and shoulders still softer. She loved the way her hair 
curled, silver at her forehead, lighter at her neck and bright brown still in 
the big coil under the muslin cap. Exquisite were her mother’s hands, and 
the two rings she wore seemed to melt into her creamy skin. And she was 
always so fresh, so delicious. The old woman could bear nothing but linen 
next to her body and she bathed in cold water winter and summer. 

“Isn’t there anything for me to do?” asked Linda. 

“No, darling. I wish you would go into the garden and give an eye to your 
children; but that I know you will not do.” 

“Of course I will, but you know Isabel is much more grown up than any 
of us.” 

“Yes, but Kezia is not,” said Mrs. Fairfield. 

“Oh, Kezia has been tossed by a bull hours ago,” said Linda, winding 
herself up in her shawl again. 

But no, Kezia had seen a bull through a hole in a knot of wood in the 
paling that separated the tennis lawn from the paddock. But she had not 
liked the bull frightfully, so she had walked away back through the orchard, 
up the grassy slope, along the path by the lace-bark tree and so into the 
spread tangled garden. She did not believe that she would ever not get lost 
in this garden. Twice she had found her way back to the big iron gates they 
had driven through the night before, and then had turned to walk up the 
drive that led to the house, but there were so many little paths on either side. 
On one side they all led into a tangle of tall dark trees and strange bushes 
with flat velvet leaves and feathery cream flowers that buzzed with flies 
when you shook them-this was the frightening side, and no garden at all. 
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The little paths here were wet and clayey with tree roots spanned across 
them like the marks of big fowls’ feet. 

But on the other side of the drive there was a high box border and the 
paths had box edges and all of them led into a deeper and deeper tangle of 
flowers. The camellias were in bloom, white and crimson and pink and 
white striped with flashing leaves. You could not see a leaf on the syringa 
bushes for the white clusters. The roses were in flower—gentlemen’s button- 
hole roses, little white ones, but far too full of insects to hold under 
anyone’s nose, pink monthly roses with a ring of fallen petals round the 
bushes, cabbage roses on thick stalks, moss roses, always in bud, pink 
smooth beauties opening curl on curl, red ones so dark they seemed to turn 
black as they fell, and a certain exquisite cream kind with a slender red stem 
and bright scarlet leaves. 

There were clumps of fairy bells, and all kinds of geraniums, and there 
were little trees of verbena and bluish lavender bushes and a bed of 
pelargoniums with velvet eyes and leaves like moths’ wings. There was a 
bed of nothing but mignonette and another of nothing but pansies—borders 
of double and single daisies and all kinds of little tufty plants she had never 
seen before. 

The red-hot pokers were taller than she; the Japanese sunflowers grew in 
a tiny jungle. She sat down on one of the box borders. By pressing hard at 
first it made a nice seat. But how dusty it was inside! Kezia bent down to 
look and sneezed and rubbed her nose. 

And then she found herself at the top of the rolling grassy slope that led 
down to the orchard . . . . She looked down at the slope a moment; then she 
lay down on her back, gave a squeak and rolled over and over into the thick 
flowery orchard grass. As she lay waiting for things to stop spinning, she 
decided to go up to the house and ask the servant girl for an empty 
matchbox. She wanted to make a surprise for the grandmother. . . . First she 
would put a leaf inside with a big violet lying on it, then she would put a 
very small white picotee, perhaps, on each side of the violet, and then she 
would sprinkle some lavender on the top, but not to cover their heads. 

She often made these surprises for the grandmother, and they were 
always most successful. 

“Do you want a match, my granny?” 

“Why, yes, child, I believe a match is just what I’m looking for.” The 
grandmother slowly opened the box and came upon the picture inside. 
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“Good gracious, child! How you astonished me 

“I can make her one every day here,” she thought, scrambling up the 
grass on her slippery shoes. 

But on her way back to the house she came to that island that lay in the 
middle of the drive, dividing the drive into two arms that met in front of the 
house. The island was made of grass banked up high. Nothing grew on the 
top except one huge plant with thick, grey-green, thorny leaves, and out of 
the middle there sprang up a tall stout stem. Some of the leaves of the plant 
were so old that they curled up in the air no longer; they turned back, they 
were split and broken; some of them lay flat and withered on the ground. 

Whatever could it be? She had never seen anything like it before. She 
stood and stared. And then she saw her mother coming down the path. 

“Mother, what is it?” asked Kezia. 

Linda looked up at the fat swelling plant with its cruel leaves and fleshy 
stem. High above them, as though becalmed in the air, and yet holding so 
fast to the earth it grew from, it might have had claws instead of roots. The 
curving leaves seemed to be hiding something; the blind stem cut into the 
air as 1f no wind could ever shake it. 

“That is an aloe, Kezia,” said her mother. 

“Does it ever have any flowers?” 

“Yes, Kezia,” and Linda smiled down at her, and half shut her eyes. 
“Once every hundred years.” 
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On his way home from the office Stanley Burnell stopped the buggy at the 
Bodega, got out and bought a large bottle of oysters. At the Chinaman’s 
shop next door he bought a pineapple in the pink of condition, and noticing 
a basket of fresh black cherries he told John to put him a pound of those as 
well. The oysters and the pine he stowed away in the box under the front 
seat, but the cherries he kept in his hand. 

Pat, the handy-man, leapt off the box and tucked him up again in the 
brown rug. 

“Lift yer feet, Mr. Burnell, while I give yer a fold under,” said he. 

“Right! Right! First rate!” said Stanley. “You can make straight for home 
now.” 

Pat gave the grey mare a touch and the buggy sprang forward. 


“T believe this man is a first-rate chap,” thought Stanley. He liked the 
look of him sitting up there in his neat brown coat and brown bowler. He 
liked the way Pat had tucked him in, and he liked his eyes. There was 
nothing servile about him—and if there was one thing he hated more than 
another it was servility. And he looked as if he was pleased with his job— 
happy and contented already. 

The grey mare went very well; Burnell was impatient to be out of the 
town. He wanted to be home. Ah, it was splendid to live in the country—to 
get right out of that hole of a town once the office was closed; and this drive 
in the fresh warm air, knowing all the while that his own house was at the 
other end, with its garden and paddocks, its three tip-top cows and enough 
fowls and ducks to keep them in poultry, was splendid too. 

As they left the town finally and bowled away up _ the deserted road his 
heart beat hard for joy. He rooted in the bag and began to eat the cherries, 
three or four at a time, chucking the stones over the side of the buggy. They 
were delicious, so plump and cold, without a spot or bruise on them. 

Look at those two, now—black one side and white the other—perfect! A 
perfect little pair of Siamese twins. And he stuck them in his button-hole. . . 
. By Jove, he wouldn’t mind giving that chap up there a handful—but no, 
better not. Better wait until he had been with him a bit longer. 

He began to plan what he would do with his Saturday afternoons and his 
Sundays. He wouldn’t go to the club for lunch on Saturday. No, cut away 
from the office as soon as possible and get them to give him a couple of 
slices of cold meat and half lettuce when he got home. And then he’d get a 
few chaps out from town to play tennis in the afternoon. Not too many— 
three at most. Beryl was a good player, too. . . . He stretched out his right 
arm and slowly bent it, feeling the muscle .... A bath, a good rub-down, a 
cigar on the veranda after dinner. . . . 

On Sunday morning they would go to church—children and all. Which 
reminded him that he must hire a pew, in the sun if possible and well 
forward so as to be out of the draught from the door. In fancy he heard 
himself intoning extremely well: “When thou did overcome the Sharpness 
of Death Thou didst open the Kingdom of Heaven to all Believers.” And 
he saw the neat brass-edged card on the corner of the pew—Mr. Stanley 
Burnell and family. . . . The rest of the day he’d loaf about with Linda. .. . 
Now they were walking about the garden; she was on his arm, and he was 
explaining to her at length what he intended doing at the office the week 
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following. He heard her saying: “My dear, I think that is most wise. .. . ‘ 
Talking things over with Linda was a wonderful help even though they were 
apt to drift away from the point. 

Hang it all! They weren’t getting along very fast. Pat had put the brake on 
again. Ugh! What a brute of a thing it was. He could feel it in the pit of his 
stomach. 

A sort of panic overtook Burnell whenever he approached near home. 
Before he was well inside the gate he would shout to anyone within sight: 
“Is everything all right?” And then he did not believe it was until he heard 
Linda say: “Hullo! Are you home again?” That was the worst of living in 
the country—it took the deuce of a long time to get back. . . . But now they 
weren’t far off. They were on the top of the last hill; it was a gentle slope all 
the way now and not more than half a mile. 

Pat trailed the whip over the mare’s back and he coaxed her: “Goop now. 
Goop now.” 

It wanted a few minutes to sunset. Everything stood motionless bathed in 
bright, metallic light and from the paddocks on either side there streamed 
the milky scent of ripe grass. The iron gates were open. They dashed 
through and up the drive and round the island, stopping at the exact middle 
of the veranda. 

“Did she satisfy yer, sir?” said Pat, getting off the box and grinning at his 
master. 

“Very well indeed, Pat,” said Stanley. 

Linda came out of the glass door; her voice rang in the shadowy quiet. 
“Hullo! Are you home again?” 

At the sound of her his heart beat so hard that he could hardly stop 
himself dashing up the steps and catching her in his arms. 

“Yes, I’m home again. Is everything all right?” 

Pat began to lead the buggy round to the side gate that opened into the 
courtyard. 

“Here, half a moment,” said Burnell. “Hand me those two parcels.” And 
he said to Linda, “I’ve brought you back a bottle of oysters and a 
pineapple,” as though he had brought her back all the harvest of the earth. 

They all went into the hall; Linda carried the oysters in one hand and the 
pineapple in the other. Burnell shut the glass door, threw his hat down, put 
his arms round her and strained her to him, kissing the top of her head, her 
ears, her lips, her eyes. 


“Oh, dear! Oh, dear!” said she. “Wait a moment. Let me put down these 
silly things,” and she put the bottle of oysters and the pine on a little 
carved chair. “What have you got in your button-hole—cherries?” She took 
them out and hung them over his ear. 

“Don’t do that, darling. They are for you.” 

So she took them off his ear again. “You don’t mind if I save them. 
They’d spoil my appetite for dinner. Come and see your children. They are 
having tea.” 

The lamp was lighted on the nursery table. Mrs. Fairfield was cutting and 
spreading bread and butter. The three little girls sat up to table wearing large 
bibs embroidered with their names. They wiped their mouths as their father 
came in ready to be kissed. The windows were open; a jar of wild flowers 
stood on the mantelpiece, and the lamp made a big soft bubble of light on 
the ceiling. 

“You seem pretty snug, mother,” said Burnell, blinking at the light. Isabel 
and Lottie sat one on either side of the table, Kezia at the bottom—the place 
at the top was empty. 

“That’s where my boy ought to sit,” thought Stanley. He tightened his 
arm round Linda’s shoulder. By God, he was a perfect fool to feel as happy 
as this! 

“We are, Stanley. We are very snug,” said Mrs. Fairfield, cutting Kezia’s 
bread into fingers. 

“Like it better than town—ch, children?” asked Burnell. 

“Oh, yes,” said the three little girls, and Isabel added as an afterthought: 
“Thank you very much indeed, father dear.” 

“Come upstairs,” said Linda. “Pll bring your slippers.” 

But the stairs were too narrow for them to go up arm in arm. It was quite 
dark in the room. He heard her ring tapping on the marble mantelpiece as 
she felt for the matches. 

“T’ve got some, darling. I'll light the candles.” 

But instead he came up behind her and again he put his arms round her 
and pressed her head into his shoulder. 

“I’m so confoundedly happy,” he said. 

“Are you?” She turned and put her hands on his breast and looked up at 
him. 

“T don’t know what has come over me,” he protested. 


It was quite dark outside now and heavy dew was falling. When Linda 
shut the window the cold dew touched her finger tips. Far away a dog 
barked. “I believe there is going to be a moon,” she said. 

At the words, and with the cold wet dew on her fingers, she felt as though 
the moon had risen—that she was being strangely discovered in a flood of 
cold light. She shivered; she came away from the window and sat down 
upon the box ottoman beside Stanley. 

In the dining-room, by the flicker of a wood fire, Beryl sat on a hassock 
playing the guitar. She had bathed and changed all her clothes. Now she 
wore a white muslin dress with black spots on it and in her hair she had 
pinned a black silk rose. 


Nature has gone to her rest, love, 
See, we are alone. 

Give me your hand to press, love, 
Lightly within my own. 


She played and sang half to herself, for she was watching herself playing 
and singing. The firelight gleamed on her shoes, on the ruddy belly of the 
guitar, and on her white fingers... . 

“If I were outside the window and looked in and saw myself I really 
would be rather struck,” thought she. Still more softly she played the 
accompaniment—not singing now but listening. 

.... “The first time that I ever saw you, little girl-oh, you had no idea 
that you were not alone—you were sitting with your little feet upon a 
hassock, playing the guitar. God, I can never forget. .. . “ Beryl flung up her 
head and began to sing again: 

Even the moon is aweary ... 

But there came a loud bang at the door. The servant girl’s crimson face 
popped through. 

“Please, Miss Beryl, I’ve got to come and lay.” 

“Certainly, Alice,” said Beryl, in a voice of ice. She put the guitar in a 
corner. Alice lunged in with a heavy black iron tray. 

“Well, I have had a job with that oving,” said she. “I can’t get nothing to 
brown.” 

“Really!” said Beryl. 


But no, she could not stand that fool of a girl. She ran into the dark 
drawing-room and began walking up and down. . . . Oh, she was restless, 
restless. There was a mirror over the mantel. She leaned her arms along and 
looked at her pale shadow in it. How beautiful she looked, but there was 
nobody to see, nobody. 

“Why must you suffer so?” said the face in the mirror. “You were not 
made for suffering. . . . Smile!” 

Beryl smiled, and really her smile was so adorable that she smiled again— 
but this time because she could not help it. 
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“Good morning, Mrs. Jones.” 

“Oh, good morning, Mrs. Smith. I’m so glad to see you. Have you 
brought your children?” 

“Yes, I’ve brought both my twins. I have had another baby since I saw 
you last, but she came so suddenly that I haven’t had time to make her any 
clothes yet. So I left her. . .. How is your husband?” 

“Oh, he is very well, thank you. At least he had an awful cold but Queen 
Victoria—she’s my godmother, you know-sent him a case of pineapples and 
that cured it im—mediately. Is that your new servant?” 

“Yes, her name’s Gwen. I’ve only had her two days. Oh, Gwen, this is 
my friend, Mrs. Smith.” 

“Good morning, Mrs. Smith. Dinner won’t be ready for about ten 
minutes.” 

“T don’t think you ought to introduce me to the servant. I think I ought to 
just begin talking to her.” 

“Well, she’s more of a lady-help than a servant and you do introduce 
lady-helps, I know, because Mrs. Samuel Josephs had one.” 

“Oh, well, it doesn’t matter,” said the servant carelessly, beating up a 
chocolate custard with half a broken clothes peg. The dinner was baking 
beautifully on a concrete step. She began to lay the cloth on a pink garden 
seat. In front of each person she put two geranium leaf plates, a pine needle 
fork and a twig knife. There were three daisy heads on a laurel leaf for 
poached eggs, some slices of fuchsia petal cold beef, some lovely little 
rissoles made of earth and water and dandelion seeds, and the chocolate 
custard which she had decided to serve in the pawa shell she had cooked it 
in. 


“You needn’t trouble about my children,” said Mrs. Smith graciously. “If 
you'll just take this bottle and fill 1t at the tap—I mean at the dairy.” 

“Oh, all right,” said Gwen, and she whispered to Mrs. Jones: “Shall I go 
and ask Alice for a little bit of real milk?” 

But someone called from the front of the house and the luncheon party 
melted away, leaving the charming table, leaving the rissoles and the 
poached eggs to the ants and to an old snail who pushed his quivering 
horns over the edge of the garden seat and began to nibble a geranium plate. 

“Come round to the front, children. Pip and Rags have come.” 

The Trout boys were the cousins Kezia had mentioned to the storeman. 
They lived about a mile away in a house called Monkey Tree Cottage. Pip 
was tall for his age, with lank black hair and a white face, but Rags was 
very small and so thin that when he was undressed his shoulder blades stuck 
out like two little wings. They had a mongrel dog with pale blue eyes and a 
long tail turned up at the end who followed them everywhere; he was called 
Snooker. They spent half their time combing and brushing Snooker and 
dosing him with various awful mixtures concocted by Pip, and kept secretly 
by him in a broken jug covered with an old kettle lid. Even faithful little 
Rags was not allowed to know the full secret of these mixtures.. .. Take 
some carbolic tooth powder and a pinch of sulphur powdered up fine, and 


perhaps a bit of starch to stiffen up Snooker’s coat... . But that was not all; 
Rags privately thought that the rest was gun-powder. .. . And he never was 
allowed to help with the mixing because of the danger. . . . “Why, if a spot 


of this flew in your eye, you would be blinded for life,’ Pip would say, 
stirring the mixture with an iron spoon. “And there’s always the chance—just 
the chance, mind you—of it exploding if you whack it hard enough... . 
Two spoons of this in a kerosene tin will be enough to kill thousands of 
fleas.” But Snooker spent all his spare time biting and snuffling, and he 
stank abominably. 

“It’s because he is such a grand fighting dog,” Pip would say. “All 
fighting dogs smell.” 

The Trout boys had often spent the day with the Burnells in town, but 
now that they lived in this fine house and boncer garden they were inclined 
to be very friendly. Besides, both of them liked playing with girls—Pip, 
because he could fox them so, and because Lottie was so easily frightened, 
and Rags for a shameful reason. He adored dolls. How he would look at a 


doll as it lay asleep, speaking in a whisper and smiling timidly, and what a 
treat it was to him to be allowed to hold one... . 

“Curve your arms round her. Don’t keep them stiff like that. You’ll drop 
her,” Isabel would say sternly. 

Now they were standing on the veranda and holding back Snooker, who 
wanted to go into the house but wasn’t allowed to because Aunt Linda 
hated decent dogs. 

“We came over in the bus with mum,” they said, “and we’re going to 
spend the afternoon with you. We brought over a batch of our gingerbread 
for Aunt Linda. Our Minnie made it. It’s all over nuts.” 

“IT skinned the almonds,” said Pip. “I just stuck my hand into a saucepan 
of boiling water and grabbed them out and gave them a kind of pinch and 
the nuts flew out of the skins, some of them as high as the ceiling. Didn’t 
they, Rags?” 

Rags nodded. “When they make cakes at our place,” said Pip, “we always 
stay in the kitchen, Rags and me, and I get the bowl and he gets the spoon 
and the egg-beater. Sponge cake’s the best. It’s all frothy stuff, then.” 

He ran down the veranda steps to the lawn, planted his hands on the 
grass, bent forward, and just did not stand on his head. 

“That lawn’s all bumpy,” he said. “You have to have a flat place for 
standing on your head. I can walk round the monkey tree on my head at our 
place. Can’t I, Rags?” 

“Nearly,” said Rags faintly. 

“Stand on your head on the veranda. That’s quite flat,” said Kezia. 

“No, smarty,” said Pip. “You have to do it on something soft. Because if 
you give a jerk and fall over, something in your neck goes click, and it 
breaks off. Dad told me.” 

“Oh, do let’s play something,” said Kezia. 

“Very well,” said Isabel quickly, “we’ll play hospitals. I will be the nurse 
and Pip can be the doctor and you and Lottie and Rags can be the sick 
people.” 

Lottie didn’t want to play that, because last time Pip had squeezed 
something down her throat and it hurt awfully. 

“Pooh,” scoffed Pip. “It was only the juice out of a bit of mandarin peel.” 

“Well, let’s play ladies,” said Isabel. “Pip can be the father and you can 
be all our dear little children.” 


“T hate playing ladies,” said Kezia. “You always make us go to church 
hand in hand and come home and go to bed.” 

Suddenly Pip took a filthy handkerchief out of his pocket. “Snooker! 
Here, sir,” he called. But Snooker, as usual, tried to sneak away, his tail 
between his legs. Pip leapt on top of him, and pressed him between his 
knees. 

“Keep his head firm, Rags,” he said, and he tied the handkerchief round 
Snooker’s head with a funny knot sticking up at the top. 

“Whatever is that for?” asked Lottie. 

“It’s to train his ears to grow more close to his head—see?” said Pip. “All 
fighting dogs have ears that lie back. But Snooker’s ears are a bit too soft.” 

“IT know,” said Kezia. “They are always turning inside out. I hate that.” 

Snooker lay down, made one feeble effort with his paw to get the 
handkerchief off, but finding he could not, trailed after the children, 
shivering with misery. 
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Pat came swinging along; in his hand he held a little tomahawk that winked 
in the sun. 

“Come with me,” he said to the children, “and I’ll show you how the 
kings of Ireland chop the head off a duck.” 

They drew back—they didn’t believe him, and besides, the Trout boys had 
never seen Pat before. 

“Come on now,” he coaxed, smiling and holding out his hand to Kezia. 

“Ts it a real duck’s head? One from the paddock?” 

“Tt is,” said Pat. She put her hand in his hard dry one, and he stuck the 
tomahawk in his belt and held out the other to Rags. He loved little 
children. 

“I’d better keep hold of Snooker’s head if there’s going to be any blood 
about,” said Pip, “because the sight of blood makes him awfully wild.” He 
ran ahead dragging Snooker by the handkerchief. 

“Do you think we ought to go?” whispered Isabel. “We haven’t asked or 
anything. Have we?” 

At the bottom of the orchard a gate was set in the paling fence. On the 
other side a steep bank led down to a bridge that spanned the creek, and 
once up the bank on the other side you were on the fringe of the paddocks. 
A little old stable in the first paddock had been turned into a fowl-house. 


The fowls had strayed far away across the paddock down to a dumping 
ground in a hollow, but the ducks kept close to that part of the creek that 
flowed under the bridge. 

Tall bushes overhung the stream with red leaves and yellow flowers and 
clusters of blackberries. At some places the stream was wide and shallow, 
but at others it tumbled into deep little pools with foam at the edges and 
quivering bubbles. It was in these pools that the big white ducks had made 
themselves at home, swimming and guzzling along the weedy banks. 

Up and down they swam, preening their dazzling breasts, and other ducks 
with the same dazzling breasts and yellow bills swam upside down with 
them. 

“There is the little Irish navy,” said Pat, “and look at the old admiral there 
with the green neck and the grand little flagstaff on his tail.” 

He pulled a handful of grain from his pocket and began to walk towards 
the fowl-house, lazy, his straw hat with the broken crown pulled over his 
eyes. 

“Lid. Lid—lid—lid—lid—” he called. 

“Qua. Qua—qua—qua—qua—” answered the ducks, making for land, and 
flapping and scrambling up the bank they streamed after him in a long 
waddling line. He coaxed them, pretending to throw the grain, shaking it in 
his hands and calling to them until they swept round him in a white ring. 

From far away the fowls heard the clamour and they too came running 
across the paddock, their heads thrust forward, their wings spread, turning 
in their feet in the silly way fowls run and scolding as they came. 

Then Pat scattered the grain and the greedy ducks began to gobble. 
Quickly he stooped, seized two, one under each arm, and strode across to 
the children. Their darting heads and round eyes frightened the children—all 
except Pip. 

“Come on, sillies,” he cried, “they can’t bite. They haven’t any teeth. 
They’ve only got those two little holes in their beaks for breathing 
through.” 

“Will you hold one while I finish with the other?” asked Pat. Pip let go of 
Snooker. “Won’t I? Won’t I? Give us one. I don’t mind how much he 
kicks.” 

He nearly sobbed with delight when Pat gave the white lump into his 
arms. 


There was an old stump beside the door of the fowl-house. Pat grabbed 
the duck by the legs, laid it flat across the stump, and almost at the same 
moment down came the little tomahawk and the duck’s head flew off the 
stump. Up the blood spurted over the white feathers and over his hand. 

When the children saw the blood they were frightened no longer. They 
crowded round him and began to scream. Even Isabel leaped about crying: 
“The blood! The blood!” Pip forgot all about his duck. He simply threw it 
away from him and shouted, “I saw it. I saw it,” and jumped round the 
wood block. 

Rags, with cheeks as white as paper, ran up to the little head, put out a 
finger as if he wanted to touch it, shrank back again and then again put out a 
finger. He was shivering all over. 

Even Lottie, frightened little Lottie, began to laugh and pointed at the 
duck and shrieked: “Look, Kezia, look.” 

“Watch it!” shouted Pat. He put down the body and it began to waddle— 
with only a long spurt of blood where the head had been; it began to pad 
away without a sound towards the steep bank that led to the stream... . 
That was the crowning wonder. 

“Do you see that? Do you see that?” yelled Pip. He ran among the little 
girls tugging at their pinafores. 

“Tt’s like a little engine. It’s like a funny little railway engine,” squealed 
Isabel. 

But Kezia suddenly rushed at Pat and flung her arms round his legs and 
butted her head as hard as she could against his knees. 

“Put head back! Put head back!” she screamed. 

When he stooped to move her she would not let go or take her head away. 
She held on as hard as she could and sobbed: “Head back! Head back!” 
until it sounded like a loud strange hiccup. 

“It’s stopped. It’s tumbled over. It’s dead,” said Pip. 

Pat dragged Kezia up into his arms. Her sun-bonnet had fallen back, but 
she would not let him look at her face. No, she pressed her face into a bone 
in his shoulder and clasped her arms round his neck. 

The children stopped screaming as suddenly as they had begun. They 
stood round the dead duck. Rags was not frightened of the head any more. 
He knelt down and stroked it now. 

“T don’t think the head is quite dead yet,” he said. “Do you think it would 
keep alive if I gave it something to drink?” 


But Pip got very cross: “Bah! You baby.” He whistled to Snooker and 
went off. 

When Isabel went up to Lottie, Lottie snatched away. 

“What are you always touching me for, Isabel?” 

“There now,” said Pat to Kezia. “There’s the grand little girl.” 

She put up her hands and touched his ears. She felt something. Slowly 
she raised her quivering face and looked. Pat wore little round gold ear- 
rings. She never knew that men wore ear-rings. She was very much 
surprised. 

“Do they come on and off?” she asked huskily. 
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Up in the house, in the warm tidy kitchen, Alice, the servant girl, was 
getting the afternoon tea. She was “dressed.” She had on a black stuff dress 
that smelt under the arms, a white apron like a large sheet of paper, and a 
lace bow pinned on to her hair with two jetty pins. Also her comfortable 
carpet slippers were changed for a pair of black leather ones that pinched 
her corn on her little toe something dreadful. . . . 

It was warm in the kitchen. A blow-fly buzzed, a fan of whity steam 
came out of the kettle, and the lid kept up a rattling jig as the water bubbled. 
The clock ticked in the warm air, slow and deliberate, like the click of an 
old woman’s knitting needle, and sometimes—for no reason at all, for there 
wasn’t any breeze—the blind swung out and back, tapping the window. 

Alice was making water-cress sandwiches. She had a lump of butter on 
the table, a barracouta loaf, and the cresses tumbled in a white cloth. 

But propped against the butter dish there was a dirty, greasy little book, 
half unstitched, with curled edges, and while she mashed the butter she 
read: 

“To dream of black-beetles drawing a hearse is bad. Signifies death of 
one you hold near or dear, either father, husband, brother, son, or intended. 
If beetles crawl backwards as you watch them it means death from fire or 
from great height such as flight of stairs, scaffolding, etc. 

“Spiders. To dream of spiders creeping over you is good. Signifies large 
sum of money in near future. Should party be in family way an easy 
confinement may be expected. But care should be taken in sixth month to 
avoid eating of probable present of shell fish... .” 

How many thousand birds I see. 


Oh, life. There was Miss Beryl. Alice dropped the knife and slipped the 
Dream Book under the butter dish. But she hadn’t time to hide it quite, for 
Beryl ran into the kitchen and up to the table, and the first thing her eye 
lighted on were those greasy edges. Alice saw Miss Beryl’s meaning little 
smile and the way she raised her eyebrows and screwed up her eyes as 
though she were not quite sure what that could be. She decided to answer if 
Miss Beryl should ask her: “Nothing as belongs to you, Miss.” But she 
knew Miss Beryl would not ask her. 

Alice was a mild creature in reality, but she had the most marvellous 
retorts ready for questions that she knew would never be put to her. The 
composing of them and the turning of them over and over in her mind 
comforted her just as much as if they’d been expressed. Really, they kept 
her alive in places where she’d been that chivvied she’d been afraid to go to 
bed at night with a box of matches on the chair in case she bit the tops off in 
her sleep, as you might say. 

“Oh, Alice,” said Miss Beryl. “There’s one extra to tea, so heat a plate of 
yesterday’s scones, please. And put on the Victoria sandwich as well as the 
coffee cake. And don’t forget to put little doyleys under the plates—will 
you? You did yesterday, you know, and the tea looked so ugly and common. 
And, Alice, don’t put on that dreadful old pink and green cosy on the 
afternoon teapot again. That is only for the mornings. Really, I think it 
ought to be kept for the kitchen-it’s so shabby, and quite smelly. Put on the 
Japanese one. You quite understand, don’t you?” 

Miss Beryl] had finished. 

That sing aloud from every tree... 

she sang as she left the kitchen, very pleased with her firm handling of 
Alice. 

Oh, Alice was wild. She wasn’t one to mind being told, but there was 
something in the way Miss Beryl had of speaking to her that she couldn’t 
stand. Oh, that she couldn’t. It made her curl up inside, as you might say, 
and she fair trembled. But what Alice really hated Miss Beryl for was that 
she made her feel low. She talked to Alice in a special voice as though she 
wasn’t quite all there; and she never lost her temper with her—never. Even 
when Alice dropped anything or forgot anything important Miss Beryl 
seemed to have expected it to happen. 

“If you please, Mrs. Burnell,” said an imaginary Alice, as she buttered 
the scones, “I’d rather not take my orders from Miss Beryl. I may be only a 


common servant girl as doesn’t know how to play the guitar, but...” 
This last thrust pleased her so much that she quite recovered her temper. 
“The only thing to do,” she heard, as she opened the dining-room door, 
“is to cut the sleeves out entirely and just have a broad band of black velvet 
over the shoulders instead... .” 
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The white duck did not look as if it had ever had a head when Alice placed 
it in front of Stanley Burnell that night. It lay, in beautifully basted 
resignation, on a blue dish—its legs tied together with a piece of string and a 
wreath of little balls of stuffing round it. 

It was hard to say which of the two, Alice or the duck, looked the better 
basted; they were both such a rich colour and they both had the same air of 
gloss and strain. But Alice was fiery red and the duck a Spanish mahogany. 

Burnell ran his eye along the edge of the carving knife. He prided himself 
very much upon his carving, upon making a first-class job of it. He hated 
seeing a woman carve; they were always too slow and they never seemed to 
care what the meat looked like afterwards. Now he did; he took a real pride 
in cutting delicate shaves of cold beef, little wads of mutton, just the right 
thickness, and in dividing a chicken or a duck with nice precision .... 

“Is this the first of the home products?” he asked, knowing perfectly well 
that it was. 

“Yes, the butcher did not come. We have found out that he only calls 
twice a week.” 

But there was no need to apologise. It was a superb bird. It wasn’t meat at 
all, but a kind of very superior jelly. “My father would say,” said Burnell, 
“this must have been one of those birds whose mother played to it in 
infancy upon the German flute. And the sweet strains of the dulcet 
instrument acted with such effect upon the infant mind . . . Have some 
more, Beryl? You and I are the only ones in this house with a real feeling 
for food. I’m perfectly willing to state, in a court of law, if necessary, that I 
love good food.” 

Tea was served in the drawing-room, and Beryl, who for some reason had 
been very charming to Stanley ever since he came home, suggested a game 
of crib. They sat at a little table near one of the open windows. Mrs. 
Fairfield disappeared, and Linda lay in a rocking-chair, her arms above her 
head, rocking to and fro. 


“You don’t want the light—-do you, Linda?” said Beryl. She moved the tall 
lamp so that she sat under its soft light. 

How remote they looked, those two, from where Linda sat and rocked. 
The green table, the polished cards, Stanley’s big hands and Beryl’s tiny 
ones, all seemed to be part of one mysterious movement. Stanley himself, 
big and solid, in his dark suit, took his ease, and Beryl tossed her bright 
head and pouted. Round her throat she wore an unfamiliar velvet ribbon. It 
changed her, somehow-—altered the shape of her face—but it was charming, 
Linda decided. The room smelled of lilies; there were two big jars of arums 
in the fireplace. 

“Fifteen two—fifteen four—and a pair is six and a run of three 1s nine,” said 
Stanley, so deliberately, he might have been counting sheep. 

“T’ve nothing but two pairs,” said Beryl, exaggerating her woe because 
she knew how he loved winning. 

The cribbage pegs were like two little people going up the road together, 
turning round the sharp corner, and coming down the road again. They were 
pursuing each other. They did not so much want to get ahead as to keep 
near enough to talk—to keep near, perhaps that was all. 

But no, there was always one who was impatient and hopped away as the 
other came up, and would not listen. Perhaps the white peg was frightened 
of the red one, or perhaps he was cruel and would not give the red one a 
chance to speak... . 

In the front of her dress Beryl wore a bunch of pansies, and once when 
the little pegs were side by side, she bent over and the pansies dropped out 
and covered them. 

“What a shame,” said she, picking up the pansies. “Just as they had a 
chance to fly into each other’s arms.” 

“Farewell, my girl,” laughed Stanley, and away the red peg hopped. 

The drawing-room was long and narrow with glass doors that gave on to 
the veranda. It had a cream paper with a pattern of gilt roses, and the 
furniture, which had belonged to old Mrs. Fairfield, was dark and plain. A 
little piano stood against the wall with yellow pleated silk let into the carved 
front. Above it hung an oil painting by Beryl of a large cluster of surprised- 
looking clematis. Each flower was the size of a small saucer, with a centre 
like an astonished eye fringed in black. But the room was not finished yet. 
Stanley had set his heart on a Chesterfield and two decent chairs. Linda 
liked it best as it was... . 


Two big moths flew in through the window and round and round the 
circle of lamplight. 

“Fly away before it is too late. Fly out again.” 

Round and round flew; they seemed to bring the silence and the 
moonlight in with them on their silent wings... . 

“T’ve two kings,” said Stanley. “Any good?” 

“Quite good,” said Beryl. 

Linda stopped rocking and got up. Stanley looked across. “Anything the 
matter, darling?” 

“No, nothing. I’m going to find mother.” 

She went out of the room and standing at the foot of the stairs she called, 
but her mother’s voice answered her from the veranda. 

The moon that Lottie and Kezia had seen from the storeman’s wagon 
was full, and the house, the garden, the old woman and Linda—all were 
bathed in dazzling light. 

“TI have been looking at the aloe,” said Mrs. Fairfield. “I believe it is 
going to flower this year. Look at the top there. Are those buds, or is it only 
an effect of light?” 

As they stood on the steps, the high grassy bank on which the aloe rested 
rose up like a wave, and the aloe seemed to ride upon it like a ship with the 
oars lifted. Bright moonlight hung upon the lifted oars like water, and on 
the green wave glittered the dew. 

“Do you feel it, too,” said Linda, and she spoke to her mother with the 
special voice that women use at night to each other as though they spoke in 
their sleep or from some hollow cave—’Don’t you feel that it is coming 
towards us?” 

She dreamed that she was caught up out of the cold water into the ship 
with the lifted oars and the budding mast. Now the oars fell striking quickly, 
quickly. They rowed far away over the top of the garden trees, the paddocks 
and the dark bush beyond. Ah, she heard herself cry: “Faster! Faster!” to 
those who were rowing. 

How much more real this dream was than that they should go back to the 
house where the sleeping children lay and where Stanley and Beryl played 
cribbage. 

“T believe those are buds,” said she. “Let us go down into the garden, 
mother. I like that aloe. I like it more than anything here. And I am sure I 
shall remember it long after I’ve forgotten all the other things.” 


She put her hand on her mother’s arm and they walked down the steps, 
round the island and on to the main drive that led to the front gates. 

Looking at it from below she could see the long sharp thorns that edged 
the aloe leaves, and at the sight of them her heart grew hard. . . . She 
particularly liked the long sharp thorns. . . . Nobody would dare to come 
near the ship or to follow after. 

“Not even my Newfoundland dog,” thought she, “that I’m so fond of in 
the daytime.” 

For she really was fond of him; she loved and admired and respected him 
tremendously. Oh, better than anyone else in the world. She knew him 
through and through. He was the soul of truth and decency, and for all his 
practical experience he was awfully simple, easily pleased and easily hurt. . 


If only he wouldn’t jump at her so, and bark so loudly, and watch her 
with such eager, loving eyes. He was too strong for her; she had always 
hated things that rush at her, from a child. There were times when he was 
frightening—really frightening. When she just had not screamed at the top of 
her voice: “You are killing me.” And at those times she had longed to say 
the most coarse, hateful things. . . . 

“You know I’m very delicate. You know as well as I do that my heart is 
affected, and the doctor has told you I may die any moment. I have had 
three great lumps of children already. .. .” 

Yes, yes, it was true. Linda snatched her hand from mother’s arm. For all 
her love and respect and admiration she hated him. And how tender he 
always was after times like those, how submissive, how thoughtful. He 
would do anything for her; he longed to serve her. . . . Linda heard herself 
saying in a weak voice: 

“Stanley, would you light a candle?” 

And she heard his joyful voice answer: “Of course I will, my darling.” 
And he leapt out of bed as though he were going to leap at the moon for her. 

It had never been so plain to her as it was as this moment. There were all 
her feelings for him, sharp and defined, one as true as the other. And there 
was this other, this hatred, just as real as the rest. She could have done her 
feelings up in little packets and given them to Stanley. She longed to hand 
him that last one, for a surprise. She could see his eyes as he opened that. . . 


She hugged her folded arms and began to laugh silently. How absurd life 
was-—it was laughable, simply laughable. And why this mania of hers to 
keep alive at all? For it really was a mania, she thought, mocking and 
laughing. 

“What am I guarding myself for so preciously? I shall go on having 
children and Stanley will go on making money and the children and the 
gardens will grow bigger and bigger, with whole fleets of aloes in them for 
me to choose from.” 

She had been walking with her head bent, looking at nothing. Now she 
looked up and about her. They were standing by the red and white camellia 
trees. Beautiful were the rich dark leaves spangled with light and the round 
flowers that perch among them like red and white birds. Linda pulled a 
piece of verbena and crumpled it, and held her hands to her mother. 

“Delicious,” said the old woman. “Are you cold, child? Are you 
trembling? Yes, your hands are cold. We had better go back to the house.” 

“What have you been thinking about?” said Linda. “Tell me.” 

“T haven’t really been thinking of anything. I wondered as we passed the 
orchard what the fruit trees were like and whether we should be able to 
make much jam this autumn. There are splendid healthy currant bushes in 
the vegetable garden. I noticed them to-day. I should like to see those pantry 
shelves thoroughly well stocked with our own jam. .. .” 
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“My DARLING NAN, 

Don’t think me a piggy wig because I haven’t written before. I haven’t 
had a moment, dear, and even now I feel so exhausted that I can hardly 
hold a pen. 

Well, the dreadful deed is done. We have actually left the giddy whirl of 
town, and I can’t see how we shall ever go back again, for my brother-in- 
law has bought this house ‘lock, stock and barrel,’ to use his own words. 

In a way, or course, it is an awful relief, for he has been threatening to 
take a place in the country ever since I’ve lived with them—and I must say 
the house and garden are awfully nice—a million times better than that awful 
cubby-hole in town. 

But buried, my dear. Buried isn’t the word. 

We have got neighbours, but they are only farmers—big louts of boys who 
seem to be milking all day, and two dreadful females with rabbit teeth who 


brought us some scones when we were moving and said they would be 
pleased to help. But my sister who lives a mile away doesn’t know a soul 
here, so I am sure we never shall. It’s pretty certain nobody will ever come 
out from town to see us, because though there is a bus it’s an awful old 
rattling thing with black leather sides that any decent person would rather 
die than ride in for six miles. 

Such a life. It’s a sad ending for poor little B. Pll get to be a most awful 
frump in a year or two and come and see you in a mackintosh and a sailor 
hat tied on with a white china silk motor veil. So pretty. 

Stanley says that now we are settled—for after the most awful week of my 
life we really are settled—he is going to bring out a couple of men from the 
club on Saturday afternoons for tennis. In fact, two are promised as a great 
treat to-day. But, my dear, if you could see Stanley’s men from the club... 
rather fattish, the type who look frightfully indecent without waistcoats— 
always with toes that turn in rather—so conspicuous when you are walking 
about a court in white shoes. And they are pulling up their trousers every 
minute—don’t you know-—and whacking at imaginary things with their 
rackets. 

I used to play with them at the club last summer, and I am sure you will 
know the type when I tell you that after ’'d been there about three times 
they all called me Miss Beryl. It’s a dreary world. Of course mother simply 
loves the place, but then I suppose when I am mother’s age I shall be 
content to sit in the sun and shell peas into a basin. But I’m not—not-—not. 

What Linda thinks about the whole affair, per usual, I haven’t the 
slightest idea. Mysterious as ever... . 

My dear, you know that white satin dress of mine. I have taken the 
sleeves out entirely, put bands of black velvet across the shoulders and two 
big red poppies off my dear sister’s chapeau. It is a great success, though 
when I shall wear it I do not know.” 

Beryl sat writing this letter at a little table in her room. In a way, of 
course, it was all perfectly true, but in another way it was all the greatest 
rubbish and she didn’t believe a word of it. No, that wasn’t true. She felt all 
those things, but she didn’t really feel them like that. 

It was her other self who had written that letter. It not only bored, it rather 
disgusted her real self. 

“Flippant and silly,” said her real self. Yet she knew that she’d send it and 
she’d always write that kind of twaddle to Nan Pym. In fact, it was a very 


mild example of the kind of letter she generally wrote. 

Beryl leaned her elbows on the table and read it through again. The voice 
of the letter seemed to come up to her from the page. It was faint already, 
like a voice heard over the telephone, high, gushing, with something bitter 
in the sound. Oh, she detested it to-day. 

“You’ve always got so much animation,” said Nan Pym. “That’s why 
men are so keen on you.” And she had added, rather mournfully, for men 
were not at all keen on Nan, who was a solid kind of girl, with fat hips and 
a high colour—’! can’t understand how you can keep it up. But it is your 
nature, I suppose.” 

What rot. What nonsense. It wasn’t her nature at all. Good heavens, if she 
had ever been her real self with Nan Pym, Nannie would have jumped out 
of the window with surprise... . My dear, you know that white satin of 
mine. ... Beryl slammed the letter-case to. 

She jumped up and half unconsciously, half consciously she drifted over 
to the looking-glass. 

There stood a slim girl in white—a white serge skirt, a white silk blouse, 
and a leather belt drawn in very tightly at her tiny waist. 

Her face was heart-shaped, wide at the brows and with a pointed chin—but 
not too pointed. Her eyes, her eyes were perhaps her best feature; they were 
such a strange uncommon colour—greeny blue with little gold points in 
them. 

She had fine black eyebrows and long lashes—so long, that when they lay 
on her cheeks you positively caught the light in them, someone or other had 
told her. 

Her mouth was rather large. Too large? No, not really. Her underlip 
protruded a little; she had a way of sucking it in that somebody else had told 
her was awfully fascinating. 

Her nose was her least satisfactory feature. Not that it was really ugly. 
But it was not half as fine as Linda’s. Linda really had a perfect little nose. 
Hers spread rather—not badly. And in all probability she exaggerated the 
spreadiness of it just because it was her nose, and she was so awfully 
critical of herself. She pinched it with a thumb and first finger and made a 
little face. ... 

Lovely, lovely hair. And such a mass of it. It had the colour of fresh 
fallen leaves, brown and red_ with a glint of yellow. When she did it in a 
long plait she felt it on her backbone like a long snake. She loved to feel the 


weight of it dragging her head back, and she loved to feel it loose, covering 
her bare arms. “Yes, my dear, there is no doubt about it, you really are a 
lovely little thing.” 

At the words her bosom lifted; she took a long breath of delight, half 
closing her eyes. 

But even as she looked the smile faded from her lips and eyes. Oh, God, 
there she was, back again, playing the same old game. False—false as ever. 
False as when she’d written to Nan Pym. False even when she was alone 
with herself, now. 

What had that creature in the glass to do with her, and why was she 
staring? She dropped down to one side of her bed and buried her face in her 
arms. 

“Oh,” she cried, “I am so miserable—so frightfully miserable. I know that 
I’m silly and spiteful and vain; I’m always acting a part. I’m never my real 
self for a moment.” And plainly, plainly, she saw her false self running up 
and down the stairs, laughing a special trilling laugh if they had visitors, 
standing under the lamp if a man came to dinner, so that he should see the 
light on her hair, pouting and pretending to be a little girl when she was 
asked to play the guitar. Why? She even kept it up for Stanley’s benefit. 
Only last night when he was reading the paper her false self had stood 
beside him and leaned against his shoulder on purpose. Hadn’t she put her 
hand over his, pointing out something so that he should see how white her 
hand was beside his brown one. 

How despicable! Despicable! Her heart was cold with rage. “It’s 
marvellous how you keep it up,” said she to the false self. But then it was 
only because she was so miserable—so miserable. If she had been happy and 
leading her own life, her false life would cease to be. She saw the real 
Beryl-a shadow . . . a shadow. Faint and unsubstantial she shone. What was 
there of her except the radiance? And for what tiny moments she was really 
she. Beryl could almost remember every one of them. At those times she 
had felt: “Life is rich and mysterious and good, and I am rich and 
mysterious and good, too.” Shall I ever be that Beryl for ever? Shall I? How 
can I? And was there ever a time when I did not have a false self? . . . But 
just as she had got that far she heard the sound of little steps running along 
the passage; the door handle rattled. Kezia came in. 

“Aunt Beryl, mother says will you please come down? Father is home 
with a man and lunch is ready.” 


Botheration! How she had crumpled her skirt, kneeling in that idiotic 
way. 

“Very well, Kezia.” She went over to the dressing-table and powdered her 
nose. 

Kezia crossed too, and unscrewed a little pot of cream and sniffed it. 
Under her arm she carried a very dirty calico cat. 

When Aunt Beryl ran out of the room she sat the cat up on the dressing- 
table and stuck the top of the cream jar over its ear. 

“Now look at yourself,” she said sternly. 

The calico cat was so overcome by the sight that it toppled over 
backwards and bumped and bumped on to the floor. And the top of the 
cream jar flew through the air and rolled like a penny in a round on the 
linoleum—and did not break. 

But for Kezia it had broken the moment it flew through the air, and she 
picked it up, hot all over, and put it back on the dressing-table. 

Then she tiptoed away, far too quickly and airily. . . . 


JE NE PARLE PAS FRANCAIS 


I DO not know why I have such a fancy for this little café. It’s dirty and sad, 
sad. It’s not as if it had anything to distinguish it from a hundred others—it 
hasn’t; or as if the same strange types came here every day, whom one 
could watch from one’s corner and recognize and more or less (with a 
strong accent on the less) get the hang of. 

But pray don’t imagine that those brackets are a confession of my 
humility before the mystery of the human soul. Not at all; I don’t believe in 
the human soul. I never have. I believe that people are like portmanteaux— 
packed with certain things, started going, thrown about, tossed away, 
dumped down, lost and found, half emptied suddenly, or squeezed fatter 
than ever, until finally the Ultimate Porter swings them on to the Ultimate 
Train and away they rattle. ... 

Not but what these portmanteaux can be very fascinating. Oh, but very! I 
see myself standing in front of them, don’t you know, like a Customs 
official. 

“Have you anything to declare? Any wines, spirits, cigars, perfumes, 
silks?” 

And the moment of hesitation as to whether I am going to be fooled just 
before I chalk that squiggle, and then the other moment of hesitation just 
after, as to whether I have been, are perhaps the most thrilling instants in 
life. Yes, they are, to me. 

But before I started that long and rather far-fetched and not frightfully 
original digression, what I meant to say quite simply was that there are no 
portmanteaux to be examined here because the clientele of this café, ladies 
and gentlemen, does not sit down. No, it stands at the counter, and it 
consists of a handful of workmen who come up from the river, all powdered 
over with white flour, lime or something, and a few soldiers, bringing with 
them thin, dark girls with silver rings in their ears and market baskets on 
their arms. 

Madame is thin and dark, too, with white cheeks and white hands. In 
certain lights she looks quite transparent, shining out of her black shawl 
with an extraordinary effect. When she is not serving she sits on a stool 
with her face turned, always, to the window. Her dark-ringed eyes search 


among and follow after the people passing, but not as if she was looking for 
somebody. Perhaps, fifteen years ago, she was; but now the pose has 
become a habit. You can tell from her air of fatigue and hopelessness that 
she must have given them up for the last ten years, at least... . 

And then there is the waiter. Not pathetic-decidedly not comic. Never 
making one of those perfectly insignificant remarks which amaze you so 
coming from a waiter (as though the poor wretch were a sort of coffee-pot 
and a wine bottle and not expected to hold so much as a drop of anything 
else). He is grey, flat-footed, and withered, with long, brittle nails that set 
your nerves on edge while he scrapes up your two sous. When he is not 
smearing over the table or flicking at a dead fly or two, he stands with one 
hand on the back of a chair, in his far too long apron, and over his other arm 
the three-cornered dip of dirty napkin, waiting to be photographed in 
connexion with some wretched murder. “Interior of Café where Body was 
Found.” You’ve seen him hundreds of times. 

Do you believe that every place has its hour of the day when it really 
does come alive? That’s not exactly what I mean. It’s more like this. There 
does seem to be a moment when you realize that, quite by accident, you 
happen to have come on to the stage at exactly the moment you were 
expected. Everything is arranged for you—waiting for you. Ah, master of the 
situation ! You fill with important breath. And at the same time you smile, 
secretly, slyly, because Life seems to be opposed to granting you these 
entrances, seems indeed to be engaged in snatching them from you and 
making them impossible, keeping you in the wings until it is too late, in 
fact... . Just for once you’ve beaten the old hag. 

I enjoyed one of these moments the first time I ever came in here. That’s 
why I keep coming back, I suppose. Revisiting the scene of my triumph, or 
the scene of the crime where I had the old bitch by the throat for once and 
did what I pleased with her. 

Query: Why am I so bitter against Life? And why do I see her as a rag- 
picker on the American cinema, shuffling along wrapped in a filthy shawl 
with her old claws crooked over a stick? 

Answer: The direct result of the American cinema acting upon a weak 
mind. 

Anyhow, the “short winter afternoon was drawing to a close,” as they say, 
and I was drifting along, either going home or not going home, when I 
found myself in here, walking over to this seat in the corner. 


I hung up my English overcoat and grey felt hat on that same peg behind 
me, and after I had allowed the waiter time for at least twenty 
photographers to snap their fill of him, I ordered a coffee. 

He poured me out a glass of the familiar, purplish stuff with a green 
wandering light playing over it, and shuffled off, and I sat pressing my 
hands against the glass because it was bitterly cold outside. 

Suddenly I realized that quite apart from myself, I was smiling. Slowly I 
raised my head and saw_ myself in the mirror opposite. Yes, there I sat, 
leaning on the table, smiling my deep, sly smile, the glass of coffee with its 
vague plume of steam before me and beside it the ring of white saucer with 
two pieces of sugar. 

I opened my eyes very wide. There I had been for all eternity, as it were, 
and now at last I was coming to life... . 

It was very quiet in the café. Outside, one could just see through the dusk 
that it had begun to snow. One could just see the shapes of horses and carts 
and people, soft and white, moving through the feathery air. The waiter 
disappeared and reappeared with an armful of straw. He strewed it over the 
floor from the door to the counter and round about the stove with humble, 
almost adoring gestures. One would not have been surprised if the door had 
opened and the Virgin Mary had come in, riding upon an ass, her meek 
hands folded over her big belly... . 

That’s rather nice, don’t you think, that bit about the Virgin? It comes 
from the pen so gently; it has such a “dying fall.” I thought so at the time 
and decided to make a note of it. One never knows when a little tag like that 
may come in useful to round off a paragraph. So, taking care to move as 
little as possible because the “spell” was still unbroken (you know that?), I 
reached over to the next table for a writing pad. 

No paper or envelopes, of course. Only a morsel of pink blotting-paper, 
incredibly soft and limp and almost moist, like the tongue of a little dead 
kitten, which I’ve never felt. 

I sat—but always underneath, in this state of expectation, rolling the little 
dead kitten’s tongue round my finger and rolling the soft phrase round my 
mind while my eyes took in the girls’ names and dirty jokes and drawings 
of bottles and cups that would not sit in the saucers, scattered over the 
writing pad. 

They are always the same, you know. The girls always have the same 
names, the cups never sit in the saucers; all the hearts are stuck and tied up 


with ribbons. 

But then, quite suddenly, at the bottom of the page, written in green ink, I 
fell on to that stupid, stale little phrase: Je ne parle pas frangais. 

There ! it had come—the moment-the geste! and although I was so ready, 
it caught me, it tumbled me over; I was simply overwhelmed. And the 
physical feeling was so curious, so particular. It was as if all of me, except 
my head and arms, all of me that was under the table, had simply dissolved, 
melted, turned into water. Just my head remained and two sticks of arms 
pressing on to the table. But, ah! the agony of that moment! How can I 
describe it? I didn’t think of anything. I didn’t even cry out to myself. Just 
for one moment I was not. I was Agony, Agony, Agony. 

Then it passed, and the very second after I was thinking: “Good God! 
Am I capable of feeling as strongly as that? But I was absolutely 
unconscious! I hadn’t a phrase to meet it with! I was overcome! I was swept 
off my feet! I didn’t even try, in the dimmest way, to put it down!” 

And up I puffed and puffed, blowing off finally with: “After all I must be 
first-rate. No second-rate mind could have experienced such an intensity of 
feeling so... purely.” 


The waiter has touched a spill at the red stove and lighted a bubble of gas 
under a spreading shade. It is no use looking out of the window, Madame; it 
is quite dark now. Your white hands hover over your dark shawl. They are 
like two birds that have come home to roost. They are restless, restless. . . . 
You tuck them, finally, under your warm little armpits. 

Now the waiter has taken a long pole and dashed the curtains together. 
“All gone,” as children say. 

And besides, I’ve no patience with people who can’t let go of things, who 
will follow after and cry out. When a thing’s gone, it’s gone. It’s over and 
done with. Let it go then ! Ignore it, and comfort yourself, if you do want 
comforting, with the thought that you never do recover the same thing that 
you lose. It’s always a new thing. The moment it leaves you it’s changed. 
Why, that’s even true of a hat you chase after; and I don’t mean 
superficially —I mean profoundly speaking .. . I have made it a rule of my 
life never to regret and never to look back. Regret is an appalling waste of 
energy, and no one who intends to be a writer can afford to indulge in it. 
You can’t get it into shape; you can’t build on it; it’s only good for 


wallowing in. Looking back, of course, is equally fatal to Art. It’s keeping 
yourself poor. Art can’t and won’t stand poverty. 

Je ne parle pas frangais. Je ne parle pas francais. All the while I wrote 
that last page my other self has been chasing up and down out in the dark 
there. It left me just when I began to analyse my grand moment, dashed off 
distracted, like a lost dog who thinks at last, at last, he hears the familiar 
step again. 

“Mouse! Mouse! Where are you? Are you near? Is that you leaning from 
the high window and stretching out your arms for the wings of the shutters? 
Are you this soft bundle moving towards me through the feathery snow? 
Are you this little girl pressing through the swing-doors of the restaurant? Is 
that your dark shadow bending forward in the cab? Where are you? Where 
are you? Which way must I turn? Which way shall I run? And every 
moment I stand here hesitating you are farther away again. Mouse! 
Mouse!” 

Now the poor dog has come back into the café, his tail between his legs, 
quite exhausted. 

“It wasa... false... alarm. She’s nowhere... to... be seen.” 

“Lie down then! Lie down! Lie down!” 


My name is Raoul Duquette. I am twenty-six years old and a Parisian, a 
true Parisian. About my family—it really doesn’t matter. I have no family; I 
don’t want any. I never think about my childhood. I’ve forgotten it. In fact, 
there’s only one memory that stands out at all. That is rather interesting 
because it seems to me now so very significant as regards myself from the 
literary point of view. It is this. 

When I was about ten our laundress was an African woman, very big, 
very dark, with a check handkerchief over her frizzy hair. When she came 
to our house she always took particular notice of me, and after the clothes 
had been taken out of the basket she would lift me up into it and give me a 
rock while I held tight to the handles and screamed for joy and fright. I was 
tiny for my age, and pale, with a lovely little half-open mouth—I feel sure of 
that. 

One day when I was standing at the door, watching her go, she turned 
round and beckoned to me, nodding and smiling in a strange secret way. I 
never thought of not following. She took me into a little outhouse at the end 


of the passage, caught me up in her arms and began kissing me. Ah, those 
kisses! Especially those kisses inside my ears that nearly deafened me. 

When she set me down she took from her pocket a little round fried cake 
covered with sugar, and I reeled along the passage back to our door. 

As this performance was repeated once a week it is no wonder that I 
remember it so vividly. Besides, from that very first afternoon, my 
childhood was, to put it prettily, “kissed away.” I became very languid, very 
caressing, and greedy beyond measure. And so quickened, so sharpened, I 
seemed to understand everybody and be able to do what I liked with 
everybody. 

I suppose I was in a state of more or less physical excitement, and that 
was what appealed to them. For all Parisians are more than half—oh, well, 
enough of that. And enough of my childhood, too. Bury it under a laundry 
basket instead of a shower of roses and passons oultre. 


I date myself from the moment that I became the tenant of a small 
bachelor flat on the fifth floor of a tall, not too shabby house, in a street that 
might or might not be discreet. Very useful, that. . .. There I emerged, came 
out into the light, and put out my two horns with a study and a bedroom and 
a kitchen on my back. And real furniture planted in the rooms. In the 
bedroom a wardrobe with a long glass, a big bed covered with a yellow 
puffed-up quilt, a bed table with a marbled top, and a toilet set sprinkled 
with tiny apples. In my study—English writing table with drawers, writing 
chair with leather cushions, books, arm-chair, side table with paper-knife 
and lamp on it, and some nude studies on the walls. I didn’t use the kitchen 
except to throw old papers into. 

Ah, I can see myself that first evening, after the furniture men had gone 
and I’d managed to get rid of my atrocious old concierge—walking about on 
tip-toe, arranging and standing in front of the glass with my hands in my 
pockets, and saying to that radiant vision: “I am a young man who has his 
own flat. I write for two newspapers. I am going in for serious literature. I 
am starting a career. The book that I shall bring out will simply stagger the 
critics. | am going to write about things that have never been touched 
before. I am going to make a name for myself as a writer about the 
submerged world. But not as others have done before me. Oh, no! Very 
naively, with a sort of tender humour and from the inside, as though it were 
all quite simple, quite natural. I see my way quite perfectly. Nobody has 


ever done it as I shall do it because none of the others have lived my 
experiences. I’m rich—I’m rich.” 

All the same I had no more money than I have now. It’s extraordinary 
how one can live without money. . . . I have quantities of good clothes, silk 
underwear, two evening suits, four pairs of patent leather boots with light 
uppers, all sorts of little things, like gloves and powder boxes and a 
manicure set, perfumes, very good soap, and nothing is paid for. If I find 
myself in need of right-down cash—well, there’s always an African 
laundress and an outhouse, and I am very frank and bon enfant about plenty 
of sugar on the little fried cake afterwards. .. . 

And here I should like to put something on record. Not from any strutting 
conceit, but rather with a mild sense of wonder. I’ve never yet made the 
first advances to any woman. It isn’t as though I’ve known only one class of 
woman-not by any means. But from little prostitutes and kept women and 
elderly widows and shop girls and wives of respectable men, and even 
advanced modern literary ladies at the most select dinners and soirées (I’ve 
been there), I’ve met invariably with not only the same readiness, but with 
the same positive invitation. It surprised me at first. I used to look across 
the table and think “Is that very distinguished young lady, discussing /e 
Kipling with the gentleman with the brown beard, really pressing my foot?” 
And I was never really certain until I had pressed hers. 

Curious, isn’t it? I don’t look at all like a maiden’s dream... . 

I am little and light with an olive skin, black eyes with long lashes, black 
silky hair cut short, tiny square teeth that show when I smile. My hands are 
supple and small. A woman in a bread shop once said to me: “You have 
the hands for making fine little pastries.” I confess, without my clothes I am 
rather charming. Plump, almost like a girl, with smooth shoulders, and I 
wear a thin gold bracelet above my left elbow. 

But, wait! Isn’t it strange I should have written all that about my body 
and so on? It’s the result of my bad life, my submerged life. I am like a little 
woman in a café who has to introduce herself with a handful of 


photographs. “Me in my chemise, coming out of an eggshell... . Me upside 
down in a swing, with a frilly behind like a cauliflower. . . . “ You know the 
things. 


If you think what I’ve written is merely superficial and impudent and 
cheap you’re wrong. I'll admit it does sound so, but then it is not all. If it 


were, how could I have experienced what I did when I read that stale little 
phrase written in green ink, in the writing-pad? That proves there’s more in 
me and that I really am important, doesn’t it? Anything a fraction less than 
that moment of anguish I might have put on. But no! That was real. 

“Waiter, a whisky.” 

I hate whisky. Every time I take it into my mouth my stomach rises 
against it, and the stuff they keep here is sure to be particularly vile. I only 
ordered it because I am going to write about an Englishman. We French are 
incredibly old-fashioned and out of date still in some ways. I wonder I 
didn’t ask him at the same time for a pair of tweed knickerbockers, a pipe, 
some long teeth, and a set of ginger whiskers. 

“Thanks, mon vieux. You haven’t got perhaps a set of ginger whiskers?” 

“No, monsieur,” he answers sadly. “We don’t sell American drinks.” 

And having smeared a corner of the table he goes back to have another 
couple of dozen taken by artificial light. 

Ugh! The smell of it! And the sickly sensation when one’s throat 
contracts. 

“It’s bad stuff to get drunk on,” says Dick Harmon, turning his little glass 
in his fingers and smiling his slow, dreaming smile. So he gets drunk on it 
slowly and dreamily and at a certain moment begins to sing very low, very 
low, about a man who walks up and down trying to find a place where he 
can get some dinner. 

Ah! how I loved that song, and how I loved the way he sang it, slowly, 
slowly, in a dark, soft voice: 


There was a man 
Walked up and down 
To get a dinner in the town... 


It seemed to hold, in its gravity and muffled measure, all those tall grey 
buildings, those fogs, those endless streets, those sharp shadows of 
policemen that mean England. 

And then—the subject! The lean, starved creature walking up and down 
with every house barred against him because he had no “home.” How 
extraordinarily English that is. . . . | remember that 1t ended where he did at 
last “find a place” and ordered a little cake of fish, but when he asked for 
bread the waiter cried contemptuously, in a loud voice: “We don’t serve 
bread with one fish ball.” 


What more do you want? How profound those songs are ! There is the 
whole psychology of a people; and how un-French—how un-French! 

“Once more, Dick, once more!” I would plead, clasping my hands and 
making a pretty mouth at him. He was perfectly content to sing it for ever. 


There again. Even with Dick. It was he who made the first advances. 

I met him at an evening party given by the editor of a new review. It was 
a very select, very fashionable affair. One or two of the older men were 
there and the ladies were extremely comme il faut. They sat on cubist sofas 
in full evening dress and allowed us to hand them thimbles of cherry brandy 
and to talk to them about their poetry. For, as far as I can remember, they 
were all poetesses. 

It was impossible not to notice Dick. He was the only Englishman 
present, and instead of circulating gracefully round the room as we all did, 

he stayed in one place leaning against the wall, his hands in his pockets, 
that dreamy half smile on his lips, and replying in excellent French in his 
low, soft voice to anybody who spoke to him. 

“Who is he?” 

“An Englishman. From London. A writer. And he is making a special 
study of modern French literature.” 

That was enough for me. My little book, False Coins, had just been 
published. I was a young serious writer who was making a special study of 
modern English literature. 

But I really had not time to fling my line before he said, giving himself a 
soft shake, coming right out of the water after the bait, as it were: “Won’t 
you come and see me at my hotel? Come about five o’clock and we can 
have a talk before going out to dinner.” 

“Enchanted!” 

I was so deeply, deeply flattered that I had to leave him then and there to 
preen and preen myself before the cubist sofas. What a catch! An 
Englishman, reserved, serious, making a special study of French literature. . 


That same night a copy of False Coins with a carefully cordial inscription 
was posted off, and a day or two later we did dine together and spent the 
evening talking. 

Talking—but not only of literature. I discovered to my relief that it wasn’t 
necessary to keep to the tendency of the modern novel, the need of a new 


form, or the reason why our young men appeared to be just missing it. Now 
and again, as if by accident, I threw in a card that seemed to have nothing to 
do with the game, just to see how he’d take it. But each time he gathered it 
into his hands with his dreamy look and smile unchanged. Perhaps he 
murmured: “That’s very curious.” But not as if it were curious at all. 

That calm acceptance went to my head at last. It fascinated me. It led me 
on and on till I threw every card that I possessed at him and sat back and 
watched him arrange them in his hand. 

“Very curious and interesting .. .” 

By that time we were both fairly drunk, and he began to sing his song 
very soft, very low, about the man who walked up and down seeking his 
dinner. 

But I was quite breathless at the thought of what I had done. I had shown 
somebody both sides of my life. Told him everything as sincerely and 
truthfully as I could. Taken immense pains to explain things about my 
submerged life that really were disgusting and never could possibly see the 
light of literary day. On the whole I had made myself out far worse than I 
was—more boastful, more cynical, more calculating. 

And there sat the man I had confided in, singing to himself and smiling. . 
.. It moved me so that real tears came into my eyes. I saw them glittering 
on my long silky lashes—so charming. 


After that I took Dick about with me everywhere, and he came to my flat, 
and sat in the armchair, very indolent, playing with the paper-knife. I cannot 
think why his indolence and dreaminess always gave me the impression he 
had been to sea. And all his leisurely slow ways seemed to be allowing for 
the movement of the ship. This impression was so strong that often when 
we were together and he got up and left a little woman just when she did 
not expect him to get up and leave her, but quite the contrary, I would 
explain: “He can’t help it, Baby. He has to go back to his ship.” And I 
believed it far more than she did. 

All the while we were together Dick never went with a woman. I 
sometimes wondered whether he wasn’t completely innocent. Why didn’t I 
ask him? Because I never did ask him anything about himself. But late one 
night he took out his pocket-book and a photograph dropped out of it. I 
picked it up and glanced at it before I gave it to him. It was of a woman. 
Not quite young. Dark, handsome, wild-looking, but so full in every line of 


a kind of haggard pride that even if Dick had not stretched out so quickly I 
wouldn’t have looked longer. 

“Out of my sight, you little perfumed fox-terrier of a Frenchman,” said 
she. 

(In my very worst moments my nose reminds me of a fox-terrier’s.) 

“That is my Mother,” said Dick, putting up the pocket-book. 

But if he had not been Dick I should have been tempted to cross myself, 
just for fun. 


This is how we parted. As we stood outside his hotel one night waiting 
for the concierge to release the catch of the outer door, he said, looking up 
at the sky: “I hope it will be fine tomorrow. I am leaving for England in the 
morning.” 

“You're not serious.” 

“Perfectly. I have to get back. I’ve some work to do that I can’t manage 
here.” 

“But—but have you made all your preparations?” 

“Preparations?” He almost grinned. “I’ve none to make.” 

“But—enfin, Dick, England is not the other side of the boulevard.” 

“Tt isn’t much farther off,” said he. “Only a few hours, you know.” The 
door cracked open. 

“Ah, I wish I’d known at the beginning of the evening!” 

I felt hurt. I felt as a woman must feel when a man takes out his watch 
and remembers an appointment that cannot possibly concern her, except 
that its claim is the stronger. “Why didn’t you tell me?” 

He put out his hand and stood, lightly swaying upon the step as though 
the whole hotel were his ship, and the anchor weighed. 

“T forgot. Truly I did. But you’ll write, won’t you? Good night, old chap. 
I'll be over again one of these days.” 

And then I stood on the shore alone, more like a little fox-terrier than 
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“But after all it was you who whistled to me, you who asked me to come! 
What a spectacle I’ve cut wagging my tail and leaping round you, only to 
be left like this while the boat sails off in its slow, dreamy way. . . . Curse 
these English! No, this is too insolent altogether. Who do you imagine I 
am? A little paid guide to the night pleasures of Paris? .. . No, monsieur. I 


am a young writer, very serious, and extremely interested in modern 
English literature. And I have been insulted—insulted.” 


Two days after came a long, charming letter from him, written in French 
that was a shade too French, but saying how he missed me and counted on 
our friendship, on keeping in touch. 

I read it standing in front of the (unpaid for) wardrobe mirror. It was early 
morning. I wore a blue kimono embroidered with white birds and my hair 
was still wet; it lay on my forehead, wet and gleaming. 

“Portrait of Madame Butterfly,” said I, “on hearing of the arrival of ce 
cher Pinkerton.” 

According to the books I should have felt immensely relieved and 
delighted. “. . . Going over to the window he drew apart the curtains and 
looked out at the Paris trees, just breaking into buds and green. . . . Dick! 
Dick! My English friend!” 

I didn’t. I merely felt a little sick. Having been up for my first ride in an 
aeroplane I didn’t want to go up again, just now. 


That passed, and months after, in the winter, Dick wrote that he was 
coming back to Paris to stay indefinitely. Would I take rooms for him? He 
was bringing a woman friend with him. 

Of course I would. Away the little fox-terrier flew. It happened most 
usefully, too; for I owed much money at the hotel where I took my meals, 
and two English people requiring rooms for an indefinite time was an 
excellent sum on account. 

Perhaps I did rather wonder, as I stood in the larger of the two rooms with 
Madame, saying “Admirable,” what the woman friend would be like, but 
only vaguely. Either she would be very severe, flat back and front, or she 
would be tall, fair, dressed in mignonette green, name—Daisy, and smelling 
of rather sweetish lavender water. 

You see, by this time, according to my rule of not looking back, I had 
almost forgotten Dick. I even got the tune of his song about the 
unfortunate man a little bit wrong when I tried to hum it... . 


I very nearly did not turn up at the station after all. I had arranged to, and 
had, in fact, dressed with particular care for the occasion. For I intended to 


take a new line with Dick this time. No more confidences and tears on 
eyelashes. No, thank you! 

“Since you left Paris,” said I, knotting my black silver-spotted tie in the 
(also unpaid for) mirror over the mantel-piece, “I have been very 
successful, you know. I have two more books in preparation, and then I 
have written a serial story, Wrong Doors, which is just on the point of 
publication and will bring me in a lot of money. And then my little book of 
poems,” I cried, seizing the clothes-brush and brushing the velvet collar of 
my new indigo-blue overcoat, “my little book—Left Umbrellas —really did 
create,” and I laughed and waved the brush, “an immense sensation!” 

It was impossible not to believe this of the person who surveyed himself 
finally, from top to toe, drawing on his soft grey gloves. He was looking the 
part; he was the part. 

That gave me an idea. I took out my notebook, and still in full view, 
jotted down a note or two. . . . How can one look the part and not be the 
part? Or be the part and not look it? Isn’t looking— being? Or being— 
looking? At any rate who 1s to say that it is not?... 

This seemed to me extraordinarily profound at the time, and quite new. 
But I confess that something did whisper as, smiling, I put up the notebook: 
“You literary? you look as though you’ve taken down a bet on a racehorse!” 
But I didn’t listen. I went out, shutting the door of the flat with a soft, quick 
pull so as not to warn the concierge of my departure, and ran down the 
stairs quick as a rabbit for the same reason. 


But ah! the old spider. She was too quick for me. She let me run down the 
last little ladder of the web and then she pounced. “One moment. One little 
moment, Monsieur,” she whispered, odiously confidential. “Come in. Come 
in.” And she beckoned with a dripping soup ladle. I went to the door, but 
that was not good enough. Right inside and the door shut before she would 
speak. 

There are two ways of managing your concierge if you haven’t any 
money. One is—to take the high hand, make her your enemy, bluster, refuse 
to discuss anything; the other isto keep in with her, butter her up to the two 
knots of the black rag tying up her jaws, pretend to confide in her, and rely 
on her to arrange with the gas man and to put off the landlord. 

I had tried the second. But both are equally detestable and successful. At 
any rate whichever you’re trying is the worse, the impossible one. 


It was the landlord this time. . . . Imitation of the landlord by the 
concierge threatening to toss me out. . . . Imitation of the concierge by the 
concierge taming the wild bull. Imitation of the landlord rampant again, 
breathing in the concierge’s face. I was the concierge. No, it was too 
nauseous. And all the while the black pot on the gas ring bubbling away, 
stewing out the hearts and livers of every tenant in the place. 

“Ah!” I cried, staring at the clock on the mantelpiece, and then, realizing 
that it didn’t go, striking my forehead as though the idea had nothing to do 
with it. “Madame, I have a very important appointment with the director of 
my newspaper at nine-thirty. Perhaps tomorrow I shall be able to give you . 


Out, out. And down the metro and squeezed into a full carriage. The 
more the better. Everybody was one bolster the more between me and the 
concierge. I was radiant. 

“Ah! pardon, Monsieur!” said the tall charming creature in black with a 
big full bosom and a great bunch of violets dropping from it. As the train 
swayed it thrust the bouquet right into my eyes. “Ah! pardon, Monsieur!” 

But I looked up at her, smiling mischievously. 

“There is nothing I love more, Madame, than flowers on a balcony.” 

At the very moment of speaking I caught sight of the huge man in a fur 
coat against whom my charmer was leaning. He poked his head over her 
shoulder and went white to the nose; in fact his nose stood out a sort of 
cheese green. 

“What was that you said to my wife?” 

Gare Saint Lazare saved me. But you’ll own that even as the author of 
False Coins, Wrong Doors, Left Umbrellas, and two in preparation, it was 
not too easy to go on my triumphant way. 


At length, after countless trains had steamed into my mind, and countless 
Dick Harmons had come rolling towards me, the real train came. The little 
knot of us waiting at the barrier moved up close, craned forward, and broke 
into cries as though we were some kind of many-headed monster, and Paris 
behind us nothing but a great trap we had set to catch these sleepy 
innocents. 

Into the trap they walked and were snatched and taken off to be devoured. 
Where was my prey? 


“Good God!” My smile and my lifted hand fell together. For one terrible 
moment I thought this was the woman of the photograph, Dick’s mother, 
walking towards me in Dick’s coat and hat. In the effort—-and you saw what 
an effort it was—to smile, his lips curled in just the same way and he made 
for me, haggard and wild and proud. 

What had happened? What could have changed him like this? Should I 
mention it? 

I waited for him and was even conscious of venturing a fox-terrier wag or 
two to see if he could possibly respond, in the way I said: “Good evening, 
Dick! How are you, old chap? All right?” 

“All right. All right.” He almost gasped. “You’ve got the rooms?” 

Twenty times, good God! I saw it all. Light broke on the dark waters and 
my sailor hadn’t been drowned. I almost turned a somersault with 
amusement. 

It was nervousness, of course. It was embarrassment. It was the famous 
English seriousness. What fun I was going to have! I could have hugged 
him. 

“Yes, I’ve got the rooms,” I nearly shouted. “But where is Madame?” 

“She’s been looking after the luggage,” he panted. “Here she comes, 
now.” 

Not this baby walking beside the old porter as though he were her nurse 
and had just lifted her out of her ugly perambulator while he trundled the 
boxes on it. 

“And she’s not Madame,” said Dick, drawling suddenly. 

At that moment she caught sight of him and hailed him with her minute 
muff. She broke away from her nurse and ran up and said something, very 
quick, in English; but he replied in French: “Oh, very well. P’ll manage.” 

But before he turned to the porter he indicated me with a vague wave and 
muttered something. We were introduced. She held out her hand in that 
strange boyish way Englishwomen do, and standing very straight in front of 
me with her chin raised and making—she too-the effort of her life to control 
her preposterous excitement, she said, wringing my hand (I’m sure she 
didn’t know it was mine), Je ne parle pas frangais. 

“But I’m sure you do,” I answered, so tender, so reassuring, I might have 
been a dentist about to draw her first little milk tooth. 

“Of course she does.” Dick swerved back to us. “Here, can’t we get a cab 
or taxi or something? We don’t want to stay in this cursed station all night. 


Do we?” 

This was so rude that it took me a moment to recover; and he must have 
noticed, for he flung his arm round my shoulder in the old way, saying: 
“Ah, forgive me, old chap. But we’ve had such a loathsome, hideous 
journey. We’ve taken years to come. Haven’t we?” To her. But she did not 
answer. She bent her head and began stroking her grey muff; she walked 
beside us stroking her grey muff all the way. 

“Have I been wrong?” thought I. “Is this simply a case of frenzied 
impatience on their part? Are they merely ‘in need of a bed,’ as we say? 

Have they been suffering agonies on the journey? Sitting, perhaps, very 
close and warm under the same travelling rug?” and so on and so on while 
the driver strapped on the boxes. That done— 

“Look here, Dick. I go home by metro. Here is the address of your hotel. 
Everything is arranged. Come and see me as soon as you can.” 

Upon my life I thought he was going to faint. He went white to the lips. 

“But you’re coming back with us,” he cried. “I thought it was all settled. 
Of course you’re coming back. You’re not going to leave us.” No, I gave it 
up. It was too difficult, too English for me. 

“Certainly, certainly. Delighted. I only thought, perhaps .. .” 

“You must come!” said Dick to the little fox-terrier. And again he made 
that big awkward turn towards her. 

“Get in, Mouse.” 

And Mouse got in the black hole and sat stroking Mouse II and not 
saying a word. 


Away we jolted and rattled like three little dice that life had decided to 
have a fling with. 

I had insisted on taking the flap seat facing them because I would not 
have missed for anything those occasional flashing glimpses I had as we 
broke through the white circles of lamplight. 

They revealed Dick, sitting far back in his corner, his coat collar turned 
up, his hands thrust in his pockets, and his broad dark hat shading him as if 
it were a part of him—a sort of wing he hid under. They showed her, sitting 
up very straight, her lovely little face more like a drawing than a real face— 
every line was so full of meaning and so sharp cut against the swimming 
dark. 


For Mouse was beautiful. She was exquisite, but so fragile and fine that 
each time I looked at her it was as if for the first time. She came upon you 
with the same kind of shock that you feel when you have been drinking tea 
out of a thin innocent cup and suddenly, at the bottom, you see a tiny 
creature, half butterfly, half woman, bowing to you with her hands in her 
sleeves. 

As far as I could make out she had dark hair and blue or black eyes. Her 
long lashes and the two little feathers traced above were most important. 

She wore a long dark cloak such as one sees in old-fashioned pictures of 
Englishwomen abroad. Where her arms came out of it there was grey fur— 
fur round her neck, too, and her close-fitting cap was furry. 

“Carrying out the mouse idea,” I decided. 


Ah, but how intriguing it was—how intriguing! Their excitement came 
nearer and nearer to me, while I ran out to meet it, bathed in it, flung myself 

far out of my depth, until at last I was as hard put to it to keep control as 
they. But what I wanted to do was to behave in the most extraordinary 
fashion—like a clown. To start singing, with large extravagant gestures, to 
point out of the window and cry: “We are now passing, ladies and 
gentlemen, one of the sights for which notre Paris is justly famous,” to 
jump out of the taxi while it was going, climb over the roof, and dive in by 
another door; to hang out of the window and look for the hotel through the 
wrong end of a broken telescope, which was also a peculiarly ear-splitting 
trumpet. 

I watched myself do all this, you understand, and even managed to 
applaud in a private way by putting my gloved hands gently together, while 
I said to Mouse: “And is this your first visit to Paris?” 

“Yes, I’ve not been here before.” 

“Ah, then you have a great deal to see.” 

And I was just going to touch lightly upon the objects of interest and the 
museums when we wrenched to a stop. 


Do you know-it’s very absurd—but as I pushed open the door for them 
and followed up the stairs to the bureau on the landing I felt somehow that 
this hotel was mine. 

There was a vase of flowers on the window sill of the bureau and I even 
went so far as to re-arrange a bud or two and to stand off and note the 


effect while the manageress welcomed them. And when she turned to me 
and handed me the keys (the garcon was hauling up the boxes) and said: 
“Monsieur Duquette will show you your rooms’—I had a longing to tap 
Dick on the arm with a key and say, very confidentially: “Look here, old 
chap. As a friend of mine I’Il be only too willing to make a slight reduction 

Up and up we climbed. Round and round. Past an occasional pair of 
boots (why is it one never sees an attractive pair of boots outside a door?). 
Higher and higher. 

“I’m afraid they’re rather high up,” I murmured idiotically. “But I chose 
them because...” 

They so obviously did not care why I chose them that I went no further. 
They accepted everything. They did not expect anything to be different. 
This was just part of what they were going through—that was how I analysed 
it. 

“Arrived at last.” I ran from one side of the passage to the other, turning 
on the lights, explaining. 

“This one I thought for you, Dick. The other is larger and it has a little 
dressing-room in the alcove.” 

My “proprietary” eye noted the clean towels and covers, and the bed 
linen embroidered in red cotton. I thought them rather charming rooms, 
sloping, full of angles, just the sort of rooms one would expect to find if 
one had not been to Paris before. 

Dick dashed his hat down on the bed. 

“Oughtn’t I to help that chap with the boxes?” he asked—nobody. 

“Yes, you ought,” replied Mouse, “they’re dreadfully heavy.” 

And she turned to me with the first glimmer of a smile: “Books, you 
know.” Oh, he darted such a strange look at her before he rushed out. And 
he not only helped, he must have torn the box off the garcons back, for he 
staggered back, carrying one, dumped it down, and then fetched in the 
other. 

“That’s yours, Dick,” said she. 

“Well, you don’t mind it standing here for the present, do you?” he asked, 
breathless, breathing hard (the box must have been tremendously heavy). 
He pulled out a handful of money. “I suppose I ought to pay this chap.” 

The garcon, standing by, seemed to think so too. 

“And will you require anything further, Monsieur?” 


“No! No! “ said Dick impatiently. 

But at that Mouse stepped forward. She said, too deliberately, not looking 
at Dick, with her quaint clipped English, accent: “Yes, I’d like some tea. 
Tea for three.” 

And suddenly she raised her muff as though her hands were clasped 
inside it, and she was telling the pale, sweaty garcon by that action that she 
was at. the end of her resources, that she cried out to him to save her with 
“Tea. Immediately!” 


This seemed to me so amazingly in the picture, so exactly the gesture and 
cry that one would expect (though I couldn’t have imagined it) to be wrung 
out of an Englishwoman faced with a great crisis, that I was almost tempted 
to hold up my hand and protest. 

“No! No! Enough. Enough. Let us leave off there. At the word—tea. For 
really, really, you’ve filled your greediest subscriber so full that he will 
burst if he has to swallow another word.” 

It even pulled Dick up. Like someone who has been unconscious for a 
long long time he turned slowly to Mouse and slowly looked at her with his 
tired, haggard eyes, and murmured with the echo of his dreamy voice: “Yes. 
That’s a good idea.” And then: “You must be tired, Mouse. Sit down.” 

She sat down in a chair with lace tabs on the arms; he leaned against the 
bed, and I established myself on a straight-backed chair, crossed my legs, 
and brushed some imaginary dust off the knees of my trousers. (The 
Parisian at his ease.) 

There came a tiny pause. Then he said: “Won’t you take off your coat, 
Mouse?” 

“No, thanks. Not just now.” 

Were they going to ask me? Or should I hold up my hand and call out in 
a baby voice: “It’s my turn to be asked.” 

No, I shouldn’t. They didn’t ask me. 

The pause became a silence. A real silence. 

“. . Come, my Parisian fox-terrier! Amuse these sad English! It’s no 
wonder they are such a nation for dogs.” 

But, after all-why should I? It was not my “job,” as they would say. 
Nevertheless, I made a vivacious little bound at Mouse. 

“What a pity it is that you did not arrive by daylight. There is such a 
charming view from these two windows. You know, the hotel is on a corner 


and each window looks down an immensely long, straight street.” 

“Yes,” said she. 

“Not that that sounds very charming,” I laughed. “But there is so much 
animation—so many absurd little boys on bicycles and people hanging out of 
windows and—oh, well, you’ll see for yourself in the morning. . . . Very 
amusing. Very animated.” 

“Oh, yes,” said she. 

If the pale, sweaty garcon had not come in at that moment, carrying the 
tea-tray high on one hand as if the cups were cannon-balls and he a heavy 
weight lifter on the cinema. ... 

He managed to lower it on to a round table. 

“Bring the table over here,” said Mouse. The waiter seemed to be the 
only person she cared to speak to. She took her hands out of her muff, drew 
off her gloves, and flung back the old-fashioned cape. 

“Do you take milk and sugar?” 

“No milk, thank you, and no sugar.” 

I went over for mine like a little gentleman. She poured out another cup. 

“That’s for Dick.” 

And the faithful fox-terrier carried it across to him and laid it at his feet, 
as it were. 

“Oh, thanks,” said Dick. 

And then I went back to my chair and she sank back in hers. 

But Dick was off again. He stared wildly at the cup of tea for a moment, 
glanced round him, put it down on the bed-table, caught up his hat, and 
stammered at full gallop: “Oh, by the way, do you mind posting a letter for 
me? I want to get it off by tonight’s post. I must. It’s very urgent... .” 
Feeling her eyes on him, he flung: “It’s to my mother.” To me: “I won’t be 
long. P've got everything I want. But it must go off tonight. You don’t 
mind? It... 1t won’t take any time.” 

“Of course I'll post it. Delighted.” 

“Won’t you drink your tea first?” suggested Mouse softly. 

... Tea? Tea? Yes, of course. Tea... . A cup of tea on the bed-table.... 
In his racing dream he flashed the brightest, most charming smile at his 
little hostess. 

“No, thanks. Not just now.” 

And still hoping it would not be any trouble to me he went out of the 
room and closed the door, and we heard him cross the passage. 


I scalded myself with mine in my hurry to take the cup back to the table 
and to say as I stood there: “You must forgive me if I am impertinent . . . if I 
am too frank. But Dick hasn’t tried to disguise it-has he? There is 
something the matter. Can I help?” 

(Soft music. Mouse gets up, walks the stage for a moment or so before 
she returns to her chair and pours him out, oh, such a brimming, such a 
burning cup that the tears come into the friend’s eyes while he sips—while 
he drains it to the bitter dregs... . ) 

I had time to do all this before she replied. First she looked in the teapot, 
filled it with hot water, and stirred it with a spoon. 

“Yes, there is something the matter. No, I’m afraid you can’t help, thank 
you.” Again I got that glimmer of a smile. “I’m awfully sorry. It must be 
horrid for you.” 

Horrid, indeed! Ah, why couldn’t I tell her that it was months and months 
since I had been so entertained? 

“But you are suffering,” I ventured softly, as though that was what I 
could not bear to see. 

She didn’t deny it. She nodded and bit her under-lip and I thought I saw 
her chin tremble. 

“And there is really nothing I can do?” More softly still. 

She shook her head, pushing back the table, and jumped up. 

“Oh, it will be all right soon,” she breathed, walking over to the dressing- 
table and standing with her back towards me. “It will be all right. It can’t go 
on like this.” 

“But of course it can’t,” I agreed, wondering whether it would look 
heartless if I lit a cigarette; I had a sudden longing to smoke. 

In some way she saw my hand move to my breast pocket, half draw out 
my cigarette case, and put it back again, for the next thing she said was: 
“Matches ...in...candestick. I noticed them.” 

And I heard from her voice that she was crying. 


“Ah! thank you. Yes. Yes. ’ve found them.” I lighted my cigarette and 
walked up and down, smoking. 

It was so quiet it might have been two o’clock in the morning. It was so 
quiet you heard the boards creak and pop as one does in a house in the 


country. I smoked the whole cigarette and stabbed the end into my saucer 
before Mouse turned round and came back to the table. 

“Tsn’t Dick being rather a long time?” 

“You are very tired. I expect you want to go to bed,” I said kindly. (And 
pray don’t mind me if you do, said my mind.) 

“But isn’t he being a very long time?” she insisted. 

I shrugged. “He 1s, rather.” 

Then I saw she looked at me strangely. She was listening. 

“He’s been gone ages,” she said, and she went with little light steps to the 
door, opened it, and crossed the passage into his room. 

I waited. I listened too, now. I couldn’t have borne to miss a word. She 
had left the door open. I stole across the room and looked after her. Dick’s 
door was open, too. But—there wasn’t a word to miss. 

You know I had the mad idea that they were kissing in that quiet room—a 
long comfortable kiss. One of those kisses that not only puts one’s grief to 
bed, but nurses it and warms it and tucks it up and keeps it fast enfolded 
until it is sleeping sound. Ah! how good that is. 

It was over at last. I heard someone move and tiptoed away. 

It was Mouse. She came back. She felt her way into the room carrying a 
letter for me. But it wasn’t in an envelope; it was just a sheet of paper and 
she held it by the corner as though it was still wet. 

Her head was bent so low-so tucked in her furry collar that I hadn’t a 
notion—until she let the paper fall and almost fell herself on to the floor by 
the side of the bed, leaned her cheek against it, flung out her hands as 
though the last of her poor little weapons was gone and now she let herself 
be carried away, washed out into the deep water. 

Flash! went my mind. Dick has shot himself, and then a succession of 
flashes while I rushed in, saw the body, head unharmed, small blue hole 
over temple, roused hotel, arranged funeral, attended funeral, closed cab, 
new morning coat.... 

I stooped down and picked up the paper and would you believe it—so 
ingrained is my Parisian sense of comme il faut — I murmured “pardon” 
before I read it. 

“MOUSE, MY LITTLE MOUSE, 

It’s no good. It’s impossible. I can’t see it through. Oh, I do love you. I do 
love you, Mouse, but I can’t hurt her. People have been hurting her all her 
life. I simply dare not give her this final blow. You see, though she’s 


stronger than both of us, she’s so frail and proud. It would kill her—kill her, 
Mouse. And, oh God, I can’t kill my mother! Not even for you. Not even 
for us. You do see that—don’t you. 

It all seemed so possible when we talked and planned, but the very 
moment the train started it was all over. I felt her drag me back to her— 

calling. I can hear her now as I write. And she’s alone and she doesn’t 
know. A man would have to be a devil to tell her and I’m not a devil, 
Mouse. She mustn’t know. Oh, Mouse, somewhere, somewhere in you 
don’t you agree? It’s all so unspeakably awful that I don’t know if I want to 
go or not. Do I? Or is Mother just dragging me? I don’t know. My head is 
too tired. Mouse, Mouse—what will you do? But I can’t think of that, either. 
I dare not. I’'d break down. And I must not break down. All I’ve got to do 
is—just to tell you this and go. I couldn’t have gone off without telling you. 
You’d have been frightened. And you must not be frightened. You won’t— 
will you? I can’t bear—but no more of that. And don’t write. I should not 
have the courage to answer your letters and the sight of your spidery 
handwriting— 

Forgive me. Don’t love me any more. Yes. Love me. Love me. Dick.” 

What do you think of that? Wasn’t that a rare find? My relief at his not 
having shot himself was mixed with a wonderful sense of elation. I was 
even—more than even with my “that’s very curious and interesting” 
Englishman. .. . 

She wept so strangely. With her eyes shut, with her face quite calm 
except for the quivering eyelids. The tears pearled down her cheeks and she 
let them fall. 

But feeling my glance upon her she opened her eyes and saw me holding 
the letter. 

“You've read it?” 

Her voice was quite calm, but it was not her voice any more. It was like 
the voice you might imagine coming out of a tiny, cold sea-shell swept high 
and dry at last by the salt tide... . 

I nodded, quite overcome, you understand, and laid the letter down. 

“It’s incredible! incredible! “ I whispered. 

At that she got up from the floor, walked over to the washstand, dipped 
her handkerchief into the jug, and sponged her eyes, saying: “Oh, no. It’s 
not incredible at all.” And still pressing the wet ball to her eyes she came 
back to me, to her chair with the lace tabs, and sank into it. 


“IT knew all along, of course,” said the cold, salty little voice. “From the 
very moment that we started. I felt it all through me, but I still went on 
hoping’—and here she took the handkerchief down and gave me a final 
glimmer—’as one so stupidly does, you know.” 

“As one does.” 

Silence. 

“But what will you do? You’ll go back? You’ll see him?” 

That made her sit right up and stare across at me. 

“What an extraordinary idea!” she said, more coldly than ever. “Of 
course I shall not dream of seeing him. As for going back—that is quite out 
of the question. I can’t go back.” 

“But ss 4- 

“It’s impossible. For one thing all my friends think I am married.” 

I put out my hand—’Ah, my poor little friend.” 

But she shrank away. (False move.) 

Of course there was one question that had been at the back of my mind 
all this time. I hated it. 

“Have you any money?” 

“Yes, I have twenty pounds—here,” and she put her hand on her breast. I 
bowed. It was a great deal more than I had expected. 

“And what are your plans?” 

Yes, I know. My question was the most clumsy, the most idiotic one I 
could have put. She had been so tame, so confiding, letting me, at any rate 
spiritually speaking, hold her tiny quivering body in one hand and stroke 
her furry head—and now, I’d thrown her away. Oh, I could have kicked 
myself. 

She stood up. “I have no plans. But-it’s very late. You must go now, 
please.” 

How could I get her back? I wanted her back. I swear I was not acting 
then. 

“Do you feel that I am your friend,” I cried. “You will let me come 
tomorrow, early? You will let me look after you a little-take care of you a 
little? You’ll use me just as you think fit?” 

I succeeded. She came out of her hole... timid. . . but she came out. 

“Yes, you’re very kind. Yes. Do come tomorrow. I shall be glad. It makes 
things rather difficult because’—and again I clasped her boyish hand—”je ne 
parle pas francais.” 


Not until I was half-way down the boulevard did it come over me-the full 
force of it. 

Why, they were suffering .. . those two. . . really suffering. I have seen 
two people suffer as I don’t suppose I ever shall again... . 


Of course you know what to expect. You anticipate, fully, what I am 
going to write. It wouldn’t be me, otherwise. 

I never went near the place again. 

Yes, I still owe that considerable amount for lunches and dinners, but 
that’s beside the mark. It’s vulgar to mention it in the same breath with the 
fact that I never saw Mouse again. 

Naturally, I intended to. Started out—got to the door—wrote and tore up 
letters—did all those things. But I simply could not make the final effort. 

Even now I don’t fully understand why. Of course I knew that I couldn’t 
have kept it up. That had a great deal to do with it. But you would have 
thought, putting it at its lowest, curiosity couldn’t have kept my fox-terrier 
nose away... 

Je ne parle pas francais. That was her swan song for me. 


But how she makes me break my rule. Oh, you’ve seen for yourself, but I 
could give you countless examples. 

.. . Evenings, when I sit in some gloomy café, and an automatic piano 
starts playing a “mouse” tune (there are dozens of tunes that evoke just her) 
I begin to dream things like... 

A little house on the edge of the sea, somewhere far, far away. A girl 
outside in a frock rather like Red Indian women wear, hailing a light, 
barefoot boy who runs up from the beach. 

“What have you got?” 

“A fish.” I smile and give it to her. 

... The same girl, the same boy, different costumes-—sitting at an open 
window, eating fruit and leaning out and laughing. 

“All the wild strawberries are for you, Mouse. I won’t touch one.” 

... A wet night. They are going home together under an umbrella. They 
stop on the door to press their wet cheeks together. 


And so on and so on until some dirty old gallant comes up to my table 
and sits opposite and begins to grimace and yap. Until I hear myself saying: 


“But I’ve got the little girl for you, mon vieux. So little . . . so tiny.” I kiss 
the tips of my fingers and lay them upon my heart. “I give you my word of 
honour as a gentleman, a writer, serious, young, and extremely interested in 
modern English literature.” 


I must go. I must go. I reach down my coat and hat. Madame knows me. 
“You haven’t dined yet?” she smiles. 
“No, not yet, Madame.” 


BLISS 


ALTHOUGH Bertha Young was thirty she still had moments like this when 
she wanted to run instead of walk, to take dancing steps on and off the 
pavement, to bowl a hoop, to throw something up in the air and catch it 
again, or to stand still and laugh at-nothing—at nothing, simply. 

What can you do if you are thirty and, turning the corner of your own 
street, you are overcome, suddenly by a feeling of bliss—absolute bliss!—as 
though you’d suddenly swallowed a bright piece of that late afternoon sun 
and it burned in your bosom, sending out a little shower of sparks into every 
particle, into every finger and toe? ... 

Oh, is there no way you can express it without being “drunk and 
disorderly” ? How idiotic civilisation is! Why be given a body if you have 
to keep it shut up in a case like a rare, rare fiddle? 

“No, that about the fiddle is not quite what I mean,” she thought, running 
up the steps and feeling in her bag for the key—she’d forgotten it, as usual— 
and rattling the letter-box. “It’s not what I mean, because—Thank you, 
Mary’—she went into the hall. “Is nurse back?” 

“Yes, M’m.” 

“And has the fruit come?” 

“Yes, M’m. Everything’s come.” 

“Bring the fruit up to the dining-room, will you? Pll arrange it before I go 
upstairs.” 

It was dusky in the dining-room and quite chilly. But all the same Bertha 
threw off her coat; she could not bear the tight clasp of it another moment, 
and the cold air fell on her arms. 

But in her bosom there was still that bright glowing place—that shower of 
little sparks coming from it. It was almost unbearable. She hardly dared to 
breathe for fear of fanning it higher, and yet she breathed deeply, deeply. 
She hardly dared to look into the cold mirror—but she did look, and it gave 
her back a woman, radiant, with smiling, trembling lips, with big, dark eyes 
and an air of listening, waiting for something . . . divine to happen . . . that 
she knew must happen . . . infallibly. 

Mary brought in the fruit on a tray and with it a glass bowl, and a blue 
dish, very lovely, with a strange sheen on it as though it had been dipped in 


milk. 

“Shall I turn on the light, M’m?” 

“No, thank you. I can see quite well.” 

There were tangerines and apples stained with strawberry pink. Some 
yellow pears, smooth as silk, some white grapes covered with a silver 
bloom and a big cluster of purple ones. These last she had bought to tone 
in with the new dining-room carpet. Yes, that did sound rather far-fetched 
and absurd, but it was really why she had bought them. She had thought in 
the shop: “I must have some purple ones to bring the carpet up to the table.” 
And it had seemed quite sense at the time. 

When she had finished with them and had made two pyramids of these 
bright round shapes, she stood away from the table to get the effect—and it 
really was most curious. For the dark table seemed to melt into the dusky 
light and the glass dish and the blue bowl to float in the air. This, of course, 
in her present mood, was so incredibly beautiful. .. . She began to laugh. 

“No, no. I’m getting hysterical.” And she seized her bag and coat and ran 
upstairs to the nursery. 


Nurse sat at a low table giving Little B her supper after her bath. The 
baby had on a white flannel gown and a blue woollen jacket, and her dark, 
fine hair was brushed up into a funny little peak. She looked up when she 
saw her mother and began to jump. 

“Now, my lovey, eat it up like a good girl,” said nurse, setting her lips in 
a way that Bertha knew, and that meant she had come into the nursery at 
another wrong moment. 

“Has she been good, Nanny?” 

“She’s been a little sweet all the afternoon,’ whispered Nanny. “We 
went to the park and I sat down on a chair and took her out of the pram and 
a big dog came along and put its head on my knee and she clutched its ear, 
tugged it. Oh, you should have seen her.” 

Bertha wanted to ask if it wasn’t rather dangerous to let her clutch at a 
strange dog’s ear. But she did not dare to. She stood watching them, her 
hands by her side, like the poor little girl in front of the rich girl with the 
doll. 

The baby looked up at her again, stared, and then smiled so charmingly 
that Bertha couldn’t help crying: 


“Oh, Nanny, do let me finish giving her her supper while you put the bath 
things away. 

“Well, M’m, she oughtn’t to be changed hands while she’s eating,” said 
Nanny, still whispering. “It unsettles her; it’s very likely to upset her.” 

How absurd it was. Why have a baby if it has to be kept—not in a case 
like a rare, rare fiddle—but in another woman’s arms? 

“Oh, I must!” said she. 

Very offended, Nanny handed her over. 

“Now, don’t excite her after her supper. You know you do, M’m. And I 
have such a time with her after!” 

Thank heaven! Nanny went out of the room with the bath towels. 

“Now I’ve got you to myself, my little precious,” said Bertha, as the baby 
leaned against her. 

She ate delightfully, holding up her lips for the spoon and then waving 
her hands. Sometimes she wouldn’t let the spoon go; and sometimes, just as 
Bertha had filled it, she waved it away to the four winds. 

When the soup was finished Bertha turned round to the fire. “You’re 
nice—you’re very nice!” said she, kissing her warm baby. “I’m fond of you. 
I like you.” 

And indeed, she loved Little B so much—her neck as she bent forward, 
her exquisite toes as they shone transparent in the firelight—that all her 
feeling of bliss came back again, and again she didn’t know how to express 
it-what to do with it. 

“You’re wanted on the telephone,” said Nanny, coming back in triumph 
and seizing her Little B. 


Down she flew. It was Harry. 

“Oh, is that you, Ber? Look here. Ill be late. P’Il take a taxi and come 
along as quickly as I can, but get dinner put back ten minutes—will you? All 
right?” 

“Yes, perfectly. Oh, Harry!” 

yes!” 

What had she to say? She’d nothing to say. She only wanted to get in 
touch with him for a moment. She couldn’t absurdly cry: “Hasn’t it been a 
divine day!” 

“What is it?” rapped out the little voice. 


“Nothing. Entendu,” said Bertha, and hung up the receiver, thinking how 
much more than idiotic civilisation was. 


They had people coming to dinner. The Norman Knights—a very sound 
couple—he was about to start a theatre, and she was awfully keen on interior 
decoration, a young man, Eddie Warren, who had just published a little 
book of poems and whom everybody was asking to dine, and a “find” of 
Bertha’s called Pearl Fulton. What Miss Fulton did, Bertha didn’t know. 
They had met at the club and Bertha had fallen in love with her, as she 
always did fall in love with beautiful women who had something strange 
about them. 

The provoking thing was that, though they had been about together and 
met a number of times and really talked, Bertha couldn’t make her out. Up 
to a certain point Miss Fulton was rarely, wonderfully frank, but the certain 
point was there, and beyond that she would not go. 

Was there anything beyond it? Harry said “No.” Voted her dullish, and 
“cold like all blonde women, with a touch, perhaps, of anaemia of the 
brain.” But Bertha wouldn’t agree with him; not yet, at any rate. 

“No, the way she has of sitting with her head a little on one side, and 
smiling, has something behind it, Harry, and I must find out what that 
something is.” 

“Most likely it’s a good stomach,” answered Harry. 

He made a point of catching Bertha’s heels with replies of that kind... 
“liver frozen, my dear girl,” or “pure flatulence,” or “kidney disease,” . . . 
and so on. For some strange reason Bertha liked this, and almost admired it 
in him very much. 

She went into the drawing-room and lighted the fire; then, picking up the 
cushions, one by one, that Mary had disposed so carefully, she threw them 
back on to the chairs and the couches. That made all the difference; the 
room came alive at once. As she was about to throw the last one she 
surprised herself by suddenly hugging it to her, passionately, passionately. 
But it did not put out the fire in her bosom. Oh, on the contrary! 

The windows of the drawing-room opened on to a balcony overlooking 
the garden. At the far end, against the wall, there was a tall, slender pear 
tree in fullest, richest bloom; it stood perfect, as though becalmed against 
the jade-green sky. Bertha couldn’t help feeling, even from this distance, 
that it had not a single bud or a faded petal. Down below, in the garden 


beds, the red and yellow tulips, heavy with flowers, seemed to lean upon 
the dusk. A grey cat, dragging its belly, crept across the lawn, and a black 
one, its shadow, trailed after. The sight of them, so intent and so quick, gave 
Bertha a curious shiver. 

“What creepy things cats are!” she stammered, and she turned away from 
the window and began walking up and down... . 

How strong the jonquils smelled in the warm room. Too strong? Oh, no. 
And yet, as though overcome, she flung down on a couch and pressed her 
hands to her eyes. 

“I’m too happy—too happy!” she murmured. 

And she seemed to see on her eyelids the lovely pear tree with its wide 
open blossoms as a symbol of her own life. 

Really—really—she had everything. She was young. Harry and she were as 
much in love as ever, and they got on together splendidly and were really 
good pals. She had an adorable baby. They didn’t have to worry about 
money. They had this absolutely satisfactory house and garden. And 
friends—modern, thrilling friends, writers and painters and poets or people 
keen on social questions—just the kind of friends they wanted. And then 
there were books, and there was music, and she had found a wonderful little 
dressmaker, and they were going abroad in the summer, and their new cook 
made the most superb omelettes. . . . 

“I’m absurd. Absurd!” She sat up; but she felt quite dizzy, quite drunk. It 
must have been the spring. 

Yes, it was the spring. Now she was so tired she could not drag herself 
upstairs to dress. 

A white dress, a string of jade beads, green shoes and stockings. It wasn’t 
intentional. She had thought of this scheme hours before she stood at the 
drawing-room window. 

Her petals rustled softly into the hall, and she kissed Mrs. Norman 
Knight, who was taking off the most amusing orange coat with a procession 
of black monkeys round the hem and up the fronts. 

“ .. Why! Why! Why is the middle-class so stodgy—so utterly without a 
sense of humour! My dear, it’s only by a fluke that I am here at all-Norman 
being the protective fluke. For my darling monkeys so upset the train that it 
rose to a man and simply ate me with its eyes. Didn’t laugh—wasn’t 
amused-—that I should have loved. No, just stared—and bored me through and 
through.” 


“But the cream of it was,” said Norman, pressing a large tortoiseshell- 
rimmed monocle into his eye, “you don’t mind me telling this, Face, do 
you?” (In their home and among their friends they called each other Face 
and Mug.) “The cream of it was when she, being full fed, turned to the 
woman beside her and said: ‘Haven’t you ever seen a monkey before?’” 

“Oh, yes!” Mrs. Norman Knight joined in the laughter. “Wasn’t that too 
absolutely creamy?” 

And a funnier thing still was that now her coat was off she did look like a 
very intelligent monkey— who had even made that yellow silk dress out of 
scraped banana skins. And her amber ear-rings: they were like little 
dangling nuts. 

“This 1s a sad, sad fall!” said Mug, pausing in front of Little B’s 
perambulator. “When the perambulator comes into the hall—’ and he waved 
the rest of the quotation away. 

The bell rang. It was lean, pale Eddie Warren (as usual) in a state of acute 
distress. 

“Tt is the right house, isn ¢ it?” he pleaded. 

“Oh, I think so—I hope so,” said Bertha brightly. 

“T have had such a dreadful experience with a taxi-man; he was most 
sinister. I couldn’t get him to stop. The more I knocked and called the faster 
he went. And in the moonlight this bizarre figure with the flattened head 
crouching over the /ittle wheel . . .” 

He shuddered, taking off an immense white silk scarf. Bertha noticed that 
his socks were white, too—most charming. 

“But how dreadful!” she cried. 

“Yes, it really was,” said Eddie, following her into the drawing-room. “I 
saw myself driving through Eternity in a timeless taxi.” 

He knew the Norman Knights. In fact, he was going to write a play for 
N.K. when the theatre scheme came off. 

“Well, Warren, how’s the play?” said Norman Knight, dropping his 
monocle and giving his eye a moment in which to rise to the surface 
before it was screwed down again. 

And Mrs. Norman Knight: “Oh, Mr. Warren, what happy socks?” 

“T am so glad you like them,” said he, staring at his feet. “They seem to 
have got so much whiter since the moon rose.” And he turned his lean 
sorrowful young face to Bertha. “There is a moon, you know.” 

She wanted to cry: “I am sure there is—often—often!” 


He really was a most attractive person. But so was Face, crouched before 
the fire in her banana skins, and so was Mug, smoking a cigarette and 
saying as he flicked the ash: “Why doth the bridegroom tarry?” 

“There he is, now.” 

Bang went the front door open and shut. Harry shouted: “Hullo, you 
people. Down in five minutes.” And they heard him swarm up the stairs. 
Bertha couldn’t help smiling; she knew how he loved doing things at high 
pressure. What, after all, did an extra five minutes matter? But he would 
pretend to himself that they mattered beyond measure. And then he would 
make a great point of coming into the drawing-room, extravagantly cool 
and collected. 

Harry had such a zest for life. Oh, how she appreciated it in him. And his 
passion for fighting—for seeking in everything that came up against him 
another test of his power and of his courage—that, too, she understood. Even 
when it made him just occasionally, to other people, who didn’t know him 
well, a little ridiculous perhaps. . . . For there were moments when he 
rushed into battle where no battle was... . She talked and laughed and 
positively forgot until he had come in (just as she had imagined) that Pearl 
Fulton had not turned up. 

“T wonder if Miss Fulton has forgotten?” 

“T expect so,” said Harry. “Is she on the “phone?” 

“Ah! There’s a taxi, now.” And Bertha smiled with that little air of 
proprietorship that she always assumed while her women finds were new 
and mysterious. “She lives in taxis.” 

“She’ll run to fat if she does,” said Harry coolly, ringing the bell for 
dinner. “Frightful danger for blonde women.” 

“Harry—don’t!” warned Bertha, laughing up at him. 

Came another tiny moment, while they waited, laughing and talking, just 
a trifle too much at their ease, a trifle too unaware. And then Miss Fulton, 
all in silver, with a silver fillet binding her pale blonde hair, came in 
smiling, her head a little on one side. 

“Am I late?” 

“No, not at all,” said Bertha. “Come along.” And she took her arm and 
they moved into the dining-room. 

What was there in the touch of that cool arm that could fan—fan—start 
blazing—blazing—the fire of bliss that Bertha did not know what to do with? 


Miss Fulton did not look at her; but then she seldom did look at people 
directly. Her heavy eyelids lay upon her eyes and the strange half-smile 
came and went upon her lips as though she lived by listening rather than 
seeing. But Bertha knew, suddenly, as if the longest, most intimate look had 
passed between them—as if they had said to each other: “You too?’—that 
Pearl Fulton, stirring the beautiful red soup in the grey plate, was feeling 
just what she was feeling. 

And the others? Face and Mug, Eddie and Harry, their spoons rising and 
falling—dabbing their lips with their napkins, crumbling bread, fiddling with 
the forks and glasses and talking. 

“T met her at the Alpha show-the weirdest little person. She’d not only 
cut off her hair, but she seemed to have taken a dreadfully good snip off her 
legs and arms and her neck and her poor little nose as well.” 

“Tsn’t she very /iée with Michael Oat?” 

“The man who wrote Love in False Teeth?” 

“He wants to write a play for me. One act. One man. Decides to commit 
suicide. Gives all the reasons why he should and why he shouldn’t. And just 
as he has made up his mind either to do it or not to do it—curtain. Not half a 
bad idea.” 

“What’s he going to call it—-’Stomach Trouble’ ?” 

“I think P’ve come across the same idea in a little French review, quite 
unknown in England.” 

No, they didn’t share it. They were dears—dears—and she loved having 
them there, at her table, and giving them delicious food and wine. In fact, 
she longed to tell them how delightful they were, and what a decorative 
group they made, how they seemed to set one another off and how they 
reminded her of a play by Tchekof! 

Harry was enjoying his dinner. It was part of his—well, not his nature, 
exactly, and certainly not his pose—his-something or other—to talk about 
food and to glory in his “shameless passion for the white flash of the 
lobster” and “the green of pistachio ices—green and cold like the eyelids of 
Egyptian dancers.” 

When he looked up at her and said: “Bertha, this is a very admirable 
soufflée! “ she almost could have wept with child-like pleasure. 

Oh, why did she feel so tender towards the whole world tonight? 
Everything was good—was right. All that happened seemed to fill again her 
brimming cup of bliss. 


And still, in the back of her mind, there was the pear tree. It would be 
silver now, in the light of poor dear Eddie’s moon, silver as Miss Fulton, 
who sat there turning a tangerine in her slender fingers that were so pale a 
light seemed to come from them. 

What she simply couldn’t make out—what was miraculous— was how she 
should have guessed Miss Fulton’s mood so exactly and so instantly. For 
she never doubted for a moment that she was right, and yet what had she to 
go on? Less than nothing. 

“I believe this does happen very, very rarely between women. Never 
between men,” thought Bertha. “But while I am making the coffee in the 
drawing-room perhaps she will ‘give a sign’” 

What she meant by that she did not know, and what would happen after 
that she could not imagine. 

While she thought like this she saw herself talking and laughing. She had 
to talk because of her desire to laugh. 

“T must laugh or die.” 

But when she noticed Face’s funny little habit of tucking something down 
the front of her bodice—as if she kept a tiny, secret hoard of nuts there, too— 
Bertha had to dig her nails into her hands—so as not to laugh too much. 


It was over at last. And: “Come and see my new coffee machine,” said 
Bertha. 

“We only have a new coffee machine once a fortnight,” said Harry. Face 
took her arm this time; Miss Fulton bent her head and followed after. 

The fire had died down in the drawing-room to a red, flickering “nest of 
baby phoenixes,” said Face. 

“Don’t turn up the light for a moment. It is so lovely.” And down she 
crouched by the fire again. She was always cold. . . “without her little red 
flannel jacket, of course,” thought Bertha. 

At that moment Miss Fulton “gave the sign.” 

“Have you a garden?” said the cool, sleepy voice. 

This was so exquisite on her part that all Bertha could do was to obey. 
She crossed the room, pulled the curtains apart, and opened those long 
windows. 

“There!” she breathed. 

And the two women stood side by side looking at the slender, flowering 
tree. Although it was so still it seemed, like the flame of a candle, to stretch 


up, to point, to quiver in the bright air, to grow taller and taller as they 
gazed—almost to touch the rim of the round, silver moon. 

How long did they stand there? Both, as it were, caught in that circle of 
unearthly light, understanding each other perfectly, creatures of another 
world, and wondering what they were to do in this one with all this blissful 
treasure that burned in their bosoms and dropped, in silver flowers, from 
their hair and hands? 

For ever—for a moment? And did Miss Fulton murmur: “Yes. Just that.” 
Or did Bertha dream it? 

Then the light was snapped on and Face made the coffee and Harry said: 
“My dear Mrs. Knight, don’t ask me about my baby. I never see her. I shan’t 
feel the slightest interest in her until she has a lover,” and Mug took his eye 
out of the conservatory for a moment and then put it under glass again and 
Eddie Warren drank his coffee and set down the cup with a face of anguish 
as though he had drunk and seen the spider. 

“What I want to do is to give the young men a show. I believe London is 
simply teeming with first-chop, unwritten plays. What I want to say to ’em 
is: ‘Here’s the theatre. Fire ahead.’” 

“You know, my dear, I am going to decorate a room for the Jacob 
Nathans. Oh, I am so tempted to do a fried-fish scheme, with the backs of 
the chairs shaped like frying-pans and lovely chip potatoes embroidered all 
over the curtains.” 

“The trouble with our young writing men is that they are still too 
romantic. You can’t put out to sea without being seasick and wanting a 
basin. Well, why won’t they have the courage of those basins?” 

“A dreadful poem about a girl who was violated by a beggar without a 
nose in a lit-tle wood... .” 

Miss Fulton sank into the lowest, deepest chair and Harry handed round 
the cigarettes. 

From the way he stood in front of her shaking the silver box and saying 
abruptly: “Egyptian? Turkish? Virginian? They’re all mixed up,” Bertha 
realised that she not only bored him; he really disliked her. And she decided 
from the way Miss Fulton said: “No, thank you, I won’t smoke,” that she 
felt it, too, and was hurt. 

“Oh, Harry, don’t dislike her. You are quite wrong about her. She’s 
wonderful, wonderful. And, besides, how can you feel so differently about 


someone who means so much to me. I shall try to tell you when we are in 
bed tonight what has been happening. What she and I have shared.” 


At those last words something strange and almost terrifying darted into 
Bertha’s mind. And this something blind and smiling whispered to her: 
“Soon these people will go. The house will be quiet—quiet. The lights will 
be out. And you and he will be alone together in the dark room—the warm 
bed... .” 

She jumped up from her chair and ran over to the piano. 

“What a pity someone does not play!” she cried. “What a pity somebody 
does not play.” 

For the first time in her life Bertha Young desired her husband. Oh, she’d 
loved him—she’d been in love with him, of course, in every other way, but 
just not in that way. And equally, of course, she’d understood that he was 
different. They’d discussed it so often. It had worried her dreadfully at first 
to find that she was so cold, but after a time it had not seemed to matter. 
They were so frank with each other—such good pals. That was the best of 
being modern. 

But now-—ardently! ardently! The word ached in her ardent body! Was 
this what that feeling of bliss had been leading up to? But then, then— “My 
dear,” said Mrs. Norman Knight, “you know our shame. We are the victims 
of time and train. We live in Hampstead. It’s been so nice.” 

“T’ll come with you into the hall,” said Bertha. “I loved having you. But 
you must not miss the last train. That’s so awful, isn’t it?” 

“Have a whisky, Knight, before you go?” called Harry. 

“No, thanks, old chap.” 

Bertha squeezed his hand for that as she shook it. 

“Good night, good-bye,” she cried from the top step, feeling that this self 
of hers was taking leave of them for ever. 

When she got back into the drawing-room the others were on the move. 

“,. Then you can come part of the way in my taxi.” 

“T shall be so thankful not to have to face another drive alone after my 
dreadful experience.” 

“You can get a taxi at the rank just at the end of the street. You won’t 
have to walk more than a few yards.” 

“That’s a comfort. Pll go and put on my coat.” 


Miss Fulton moved towards the hall and Bertha was following when 
Harry almost pushed past. 

“Let me help you.” 

Bertha knew that he was repenting his rudeness—she let him go. What a 
boy he was in some ways-—so impulsive—so—simple. 

And Eddie and she were left by the fire. 

“Tl wonder if you have seen Bilks’ new poem called Table d’Hote,” said 
Eddie softly. “It’s so wonderful. In the last Anthology. Have you got a 
copy? I'd so like to show it to you. It begins with an incredibly beautiful 
line: ‘Why Must it Always be Tomato Soup?’” 

“Yes,” said Bertha. And she moved noiselessly to a table opposite the 
drawing-room door and Eddie glided noiselessly after her. She picked up 
the little book and gave it to him; they had not made a sound. 

While he looked it up she turned her head towards the hall. And she saw . 
.. Harry with Miss Fulton’s coat in his arms and Miss Fulton with her back 
turned to him and her head bent. He tossed the coat away, put his hands on 
her shoulders and turned her violently to him. His lips said: “I adore you,” 
and Miss Fulton laid her moonbeam fingers on his cheeks and smiled her 
sleepy smile. Harry’s nostrils quivered; his lips curled back in a hideous 
grin while he whispered: “Tomorrow,” and with her eyelids Miss Fulton 
said: “Yes.” 

“Here it is,” said Eddie. “‘Why Must it Always be Tomato Soup?’ It’s 
so deeply true, don’t you feel? Tomato soup is so dreadfully eternal.” 

“If you prefer,” said Harry’s voice, very loud, from the hall, “I can phone 
you a cab to come to the door.” 

“Oh, no. It’s not necessary,” said Miss Fulton, and she came up to Bertha 
and gave her the slender fingers to hold. 

“Good-bye. Thank you so much.” 

“Good-bye,” said Bertha. 

Miss Fulton held her hand a moment longer. 

“Your lovely pear tree!”’ she murmured. 

And then she was gone, with Eddie following, like the black cat 
following the grey cat. 

“T’ll shut up shop,” said Harry, extravagantly cool and collected. 

“Your lovely pear tree—pear tree—pear tree!” 

Bertha simply ran over to the long windows. 

“Oh, what is going to happen now?” she cried. 


But the pear tree was as lovely as ever and as full of flower and as still. 


THE WIND BLOWS 


SUDDENLY — dreadfully — she wakes up. What has happened? 
Something dreadful has happened. No — nothing has happened. It is only 
the wind shaking the house, rattling the windows, banging a piece of iron 
on the roof and making her bed tremble. Leaves flutter past the window, up 
and away; down in the avenue a whole newspaper wags in the air like a lost 
kite and falls, spiked on a pine tree. It is cold. Summer is over — it is 
autumn — everything is ugly. The carts rattle by, swinging from side to 
side; two Chinamen lollop along under their wooden yokes with the 
straining vegetable baskets — their pigtails and blue blouses fly out in the 
wind. A white dog on three legs yelps past the gate. It is all over! What is? 
Oh, everything! And she begins to plait her hair with shaking fingers, not 
daring to look in the glass. Mother is talking to grandmother in the hall. 

“A perfect idiot! Imagine leaving anything out on the line in weather like 
this... . Now my best little Teneriffe-work teacloth is simply in ribbons. 
What is that extraordinary smell? It’s the porridge burning. Oh, heavens — 
this wind!” 

She has a music lesson at ten o’clock. At the thought the minor 
movement of the Beethoven begins to play in her head, the trills long and 
terrible like little rolling drums. . . . Marie Swainson runs into the garden 
next door to pick the “chrysanths” before they are ruined. Her skirt flies up 
above her waist; she tries to beat it down, to tuck it between her legs while 
she stoops, but it is no use — up it flies. All the trees and bushes beat about 
her. She picks as quickly as she can, but she is quite distracted. She doesn’t 
mind what she does — she pulls the plants up by the roots and bends and 
twists them, stamping her foot and swearing. 

“For heaven’s sake keep the front door shut! Go round to the back,” 
shouts someone. And then she hears Bogey: 

“Mother, you’re wanted on the telephone. Telephone, Mother. It’s the 
butcher.” 

How hideous life is — revolting, simply revolting. . . . And now her hat- 
elastic’s snapped. Of course it would. She’ll wear her old tam and slip out 
the back way. But Mother has seen. 


“Matilda. Matilda. Come back im-me-diately! What on earth have you 
got on your head? It looks like a tea cosy. And why have you got that mane 
of hair on your forehead.” 

“T can’t come back, Mother. I’Il be late for my lesson.” 

“Come back immediately!” 

She won’t. She won’t. She hates Mother. “Go to hell,” she shouts, 
running down the road. 

In waves, in clouds, in big round whirls the dust comes stinging, and with 
it little bits of straw and chaff and manure. There is a loud roaring sound 
from the trees in the gardens, and standing at the bottom of the road outside 
Mr. Bullen’s gate she can hear the sea sob: “Ah! ... Ah! ... Ah-h!” But Mr. 
Bullen’s drawing-room is as quiet as a cave. The windows are closed, the 
blinds half-pulled, and she is not late. The-girl-before-her has just started 
playing MacDowell’s “To an Iceberg.” Mr. Bullen looks over at her and half 
smiles. 

“Sit down,” he says. “Sit over there in the sofa corner, little lady.” 

How funny he is. He doesn’t exactly laugh at you . . . but there is just 
something. .. . Oh, how peaceful it is here. She likes this room. It smells of 
art serge and stale smoke and chrysanthemums . . . there is a big vase of 
them on the mantelpiece behind the pale photograph of Rubinstein... a 
mon ami Robert Bullen. .... Over the black glittering piano hangs 
“Solitude” — a dark tragic woman draped in white, sitting on a rock, her 
knees crossed, her chin on her hands. 

“No, no!” says Mr. Bullen, and he leans over the other girl, puts his arms 
over her shoulders and plays the passage for her. The stupid — she’s 
blushing! How ridiculous! 

Now the-girl-before-her has gone; the front door slams. Mr. Bullen 
comes back and walks up and down, very softly, waiting for her. What an 
extraordinary thing. Her fingers tremble so that she can’t undo the knot in 
the music satchel. It’s the wind. . . . And her heart beats so hard she feels it 
must lift her blouse up and down. Mr. Bullen does not say a word. The 
shabby red piano seat is long enough for two people to sit side by side. Mr. 
Bullen sits down by her. 

“Shall I begin with scales?” she asks, squeezing her hands together. “I 
had some arpeggios, too.” 

But he does not answer. She doesn’t believe he even hears . . . and then 
suddenly his fresh hand with the ring on it reaches over and opens 


Beethoven. 

“Let’s have a little of the old master,” he says. 

But why does he speak so kindly — so awfully kindly — and as though 
they had known each other for years and years and knew everything about 
each other. 

He turns the page slowly. She watches his hand — it is a very nice hand 
and always looks as though it had just been washed. 

“Here we are,” says Mr. Bullen. 

Oh, that kind voice — Oh, that minor movement. Here come the little 
drums.... 

“Shall I take the repeat?” 

“Yes, dear child.” 

His voice is far, far too kind. The crotchets and quavers are dancing up 
and down the stave like little black boys on a fence. Why is he so .. . She 
will not cry — she has nothing to cry about. ... 

“What is it, dear child?” 

Mr. Bullen takes her hands. His shoulder is there — just by her head. She 
leans on it ever so little, her cheek against the springy tweed. 

“Life is so dreadful,” she murmurs, but she does not feel it’s dreadful at 
all. He says something about “waiting” and “marking time” and “that rare 
thing, a woman,” but she does not hear. It is so comfortable... for ever... 

Suddenly the door opens and in pops Marie Swainson, hours before her 
time. 

“Take the allegretto a little faster,’ says Mr. Bullen, and gets up and 
begins to walk up and down again. 

“Sit in the sofa corner, little lady,” he says to Marie. 

The wind, the wind. It’s frightening to be here in her room by herself. 
The bed, the mirror, the white jug and basin gleam like the sky outside. It’s 
the bed that is frightening. There it lies, sound asleep.. . . Does Mother 
imagine for one moment that she is going to darn all those stockings 
knotted up on the quilt like a coil of snakes? She’s not. No, Mother. I do not 
see why I should. . . . The wind — the wind! There’s a funny smell of soot 
blowing down the chimney. Hasn’t anyone written poems to the wind? .. . 
“T bring fresh flowers to the leaves and showers.” . . . What nonsense. 

“Ts that you, Bogey?” 

“Come for a walk round the esplanade, Matilda. I can’t stand this any 
longer.” 


“Right-o. I'll put on my ulster. Isn’t 1t an awful day!” Bogey’s ulster is 
just like hers. Hooking the collar she looks at herself in the glass. Her face 
is white, they have the same excited eyes and hot lips. Ah, they know those 
two in the glass. Good-bye, dears; we shall be back soon. 

“This is better, isn’t it?” 

“Hook on,” says Bogey. 

They cannot walk fast enough. Their heads bent, their legs just touching, 
they stride like one eager person through the town, down the asphalt zigzag 
where the fennel grows wild, and on to the esplanade. It is dusky — just 
getting dusky. The wind is so strong that they have to fight their way 
through it, rocking like two old drunkards. All the poor little pahutukawas 
on the esplanade are bent to the ground. 

“Come on! Come on! Let’s get near.” 

Over by the breakwater the sea is very high. They pull off their hats and 
her hair blows across her mouth, tasting of salt. The sea is so high that the 
waves do not break at all; they thump against the rough stone wall and suck 
up the weedy, dripping steps. A fine spray skims from the water right across 
the esplanade. They are covered with drops; the inside of her mouth tastes 
wet and cold. 

Bogey’s voice is breaking. When he speaks he rushes up and down the 
scale. It’s funny — it makes you laugh — and yet it just suits the day. The 
wind carries their voices — away fly the sentences like narrow ribbons. 

“Quicker! Quicker!” 

It is getting very dark. In the harbour the coal hulks show two lights — 
one high on a mast, and one from the stern. 

“Look, Bogey. Look over there.” 

A big black steamer with a long loop of smoke streaming, with the 
portholes lighted, with lights everywhere, is putting out to sea. The wind 
does not stop her; she cuts through the waves, making for the open gate 
between the pointed rocks that leads to . . . It’s the light that makes her look 
so awfully beautiful and mysterious. .. . They are on board leaning over the 
rail arm in arm. 

“.. Who are they?” 

“.. Brother and sister.” 

“Look, Bogey, there’s the town. Doesn’t it look small? There’s the post 
office clock chiming for the last time. There’s the esplanade where we 


walked that windy day. Do you remember? I cried at my music lesson that 
day — how many years ago ! Good-bye, little island, good-bye. .. .” 

Now the dark stretches a wing over the tumbling water. They can’t see 
those two any more. Good-bye, good-bye. Don’t forget. . . . But the ship is 
gone, now. 

The wind — the wind. 


PSYCHOLOGY 


WHEN she opened the door and saw him standing there she was more 
pleased than ever before, and he, too, as he followed her into the studio, 
seemed very very happy to have come. 

“Not busy?” 

“No. Just going to have tea.” 

“And you are not expecting anybody?” 

“Nobody at all.” 

“Ah! That’s good.” 

He laid aside his coat and hat gently, lingeringly, as though he had time 
and to spare for everything, or as though he were taking leave of them for 
ever, and came over to the fire and held out his hands to the quick, leaping 
flame. 

Just for a moment both of them stood silent in that leaping light. Still, as 
it were, they tasted on their smiling lips the sweet shock of their greeting. 
Their secret selves whispered: 

“Why should we speak? Isn’t this enough?” 

“More than enough. I never realized until this moment...” 

“How good it is just to be with you... .” 

“Like this... .” 

“It’s more than enough.” 

But suddenly he turned and looked at her and she moved quickly away. 

“Have a cigarette? Ill put the kettle on. Are you longing for tea?” 

“No. Not longing.” 

“Well, I am.” 

“Oh, you.” He thumped the Armenian cushion and flung on to the 
sommier. “Youre a perfect little Chinee.” 

“Yes, I am,” she laughed. “I long for tea as strong men long for wine.” 

She lighted the lamp under its broad orange shade, pulled the curtains, 
and drew up the tea table. Two birds sang in the kettle; the fire fluttered. He 
sat up clasping his knees. It was delightfulthis business of having tea—and 
she always had delicious things to eat—little sharp sandwiches, short sweet 
almond fingers, and a dark, rich cake tasting of rum—but it was an 
interruption. He wanted it over, the table pushed away, their two chairs 


drawn up to the light, and the moment came when he took out his pipe, 
filled it, and said, pressing the tobacco tight into the bowl: “I have been 
thinking over what you said last time and it seems to me... .” 

Yes, that was what he waited for and so did she. Yes, while she shook the 
teapot hot and dry over the spirit flame she saw those other two, him, 
leaning back, taking his ease among the cushions, and her, curled up en 
escargot in the blue shell arm-chair. The picture was so clear and so minute 
it might have been painted on the blue teapot lid. And yet she couldn’t 
hurry. She could almost have cried: “Give me time.” She must have time in 
which to grow calm. She wanted time in which to free herself from all these 
familiar things with which she lived so vividly. For all these gay things 
round her were part of her—her offspring—and they knew it and made the 
largest, most vehement claims. But now they must go. They must be swept 
away, Shooed away-like children, sent up the shadowy stairs, packed into 
bed, and commanded to go to sleep—at once—without a murmur! 

For the special thrilling quality of their friendship was in their complete 
surrender. Like two open cities in the midst of some vast plain their two 
minds lay open to each other. And it wasn’t as if he rode into hers like a 
conqueror, armed to the eyebrows and seeing nothing but a gay silken 
flutter-nor did she enter his like a queen walking soft on petals. No, they 
were eager, serious travellers, absorbed in understanding what was to be 
seen and discovering what was hidden—making the most of this 
extraordinary absolute chance which made it possible for him to be utterly 
truthful to her and for her to be utterly sincere with him. 

And the best of 1t was they were both of them old enough to enjoy their 
adventure to the full without any stupid emotional complication. Passion 
would have ruined everything; they quite saw that. Besides, all that sort of 
thing was over and done with for both of them—he was thirty-one, she was 
thirty-they had had their experiences, and very rich and varied they had 
been, but now was the time for harvest—harvest. Weren’t his novels to be 
very big novels indeed? And her plays. Who else had her exquisite sense of 
real English Comedy? ... 

Carefully she cut the cake into thick little wads and he reached across for 
a piece. 

“Do you realize how good it is,” she implored. “Eat it imaginatively. Roll 
your eyes if you can and taste it on the breath. It’s not a sandwich from the 
hatter’s bag—it’s the kind of cake that might have been mentioned in the 


Book of Genesis. . . . And God said: ‘Let there be cake. And there was 
cake. And God saw that it was good.’” 

“You needn’t entreat me,” said he. “Really you needn’t. It’s a queer thing 
but I always do notice what I eat here and never anywhere else. I suppose it 
comes of living alone so long and always reading while I feed . . . my habit 
of looking upon food as just food . . . something that’s there, at certain times 
... to be devoured... to be... not there.” He laughed. “That shocks you. 
Doesn’t it?” 

“To the bone,” said she. 

“But—look here—” He pushed away his cup and began to speak very fast. 
“T simply haven’t got any external life at all. I don’t know the names of 
things a bit-trees and so on—and I never notice places or furniture or what 
people look like. One room is just like another to me—a place to sit and read 
or talk in-except,” and here he paused, smiled in a strange naive way, and 
said, “except this studio.” He looked round him and then at her; he laughed 
in his astonishment and pleasure. He was like a man who wakes up in a 
train to find that he has arrived, already, at the journey’s end. 

“Here’s another queer thing. If I shut my eyes I can see this place down 
to every detail-every detail. . . . Now I come to think of it-I’ve never 
realized this consciously before. Often when I am away from here I revisit 
it in spirit— wander about among your red chairs, stare at the bowl of fruit 
on the black table—and just touch, very lightly, that marvel of a sleeping 
boy’s head.” 

He looked at it as he spoke. It stood on the corner of the mantelpiece; the 
head to one side down-drooping, the lips parted, as though in his sleep the 
little boy listened to some sweet sound... . 

“T love that little boy,” he murmured. And then they both were silent. 

A new silence came between them. Nothing in the least like the 
satisfactory pause that had followed their greetings— the “Well, here we are 
together again, and there’s no reason why we shouldn’t go on from just 
where we left off last time.” That silence could be contained in the circle 
of warm, delightful fire and lamplight. How many times hadn’t they flung 
something into it just for the fun of watching the ripples break on the easy 
shores. But into this unfamiliar pool the head of the little boy sleeping his 
timeless sleep dropped—and the ripples flowed away, away—boundlessly 
far—into deep glittering darkness. 


And then both of them broke it. She said: “I must make up the fire,” and 
he said: “I have been trying a new .. . “ Both of them escaped. She made up 
the fire and put the table back, the blue chair was wheeled forward, she 
curled up and he lay back among the cushions. Quickly! Quickly! They 
must stop it from happening again. 

“Well, I read the book you left last time.” 

“Oh, what do you think of it?” 

They were off and all was as usual. But was it? Weren’t they just a little 
too quick, too prompt with their replies, too ready to take each other up? 
Was this really anything more than a wonderfully good imitation of other 
occasions? His heart beat; her cheek burned and the stupid thing was she 
could not discover where exactly they were or what exactly was happening. 
She hadn’t time to glance back. And just as she had got so far it happened 
again. They faltered, wavered, broke down, were silent. Again they were 
conscious of the boundless, questioning dark. Again, there they were—two 
hunters, bending over their fire, but hearing suddenly from the jungle 
beyond a shake of wind and a loud, questioning cry .... 

She lifted her head. “It’s raining,” she murmured. And her voice was like 
his when he had said: “I love that little boy.” 

Well. Why didn’t they just give way to it—yield—and see what will happen 
then? But no. Vague and troubled though they were, they knew enough to 
realize their precious friendship was in danger. She was the one who would 
be destroyed—not they—and they’d be no party to that. 

He got up, knocked out his pipe, ran his hand through his hair, and said: 
“T have been wondering very much lately whether the novel of the future 
will be a psychological novel or not. How sure are you that psychology qua 
psychology has got anything to do with literature at all?” 

“Do you mean you feel there’s quite a chance that the mysterious non- 
existent creatures—the young writers of to-day—are trying simply to jump the 
psycho-analyst’s claim?” 

“Yes, I do. And I think it’s because this generation is just wise enough to 
know that it is sick and to realize that its only chance of recovery is by 
going into its symptoms—making an exhaustive study of them—tracking 
them down-trying to get at the root of the trouble.” 

“But oh,” she wailed. “What a dreadfully dismal outlook.” 

“Not at all,” said he. “Look here... “ On the talk went. And now it 
seemed they really had succeeded. She turned in her chair to look at him 


while she answered. Her smile said: ““We have won.” And he smiled back, 
confident: “Absolutely.” 

But the smile undid them. It lasted too long; it became a grin. They saw 
themselves as two little grinning puppets jigging away in nothingness. 

“What have we been talking about?” thought he. He was so utterly bored 
he almost groaned. 

“What a spectacle we have made of ourselves,” thought she. And she saw 
him laboriously—oh, laboriously—laying out the grounds and herself running 
after, puffing here a tree and there a flowery shrub and here a handful of 
glittering fish in a pool. They were silent this time from sheer dismay. 

The clock struck six merry little pings and the fire made a soft flutter. 
What fools they were—heavy, stodgy, elderly—with positively upholstered 
minds. 

And now the silence put a spell upon them like solemn music. It was 
anguish—anguish for her to bear it and he would die—he’d die if it were 
broken. ... And yet he longed to break it. Not by speech. At any rate not by 
their ordinary maddening chatter. There was another way for them to speak 
to each other, and in the new way he wanted to murmur: “Do you feel this 
too? Do you understand it at all?” . .. 

Instead, to his horror, he heard himself say: “I must be off; I’m meeting 
Brand at six.” 

What devil made him say that instead of the other? She jumped—simply 
jumped out of her chair, and he heard her crying: “You must rush, then. 
He’s so punctual. Why didn’t you say so before?” 

“You’ve hurt me; you’ve hurt me! We’ve failed!” said her secret self 
while she handed him his hat and stick, smiling gaily. She wouldn’t give 
him a moment for another word, but ran along the passage and opened the 
big outer door. 

Could they leave each other like this? How could they? He stood on the 
step and she just inside holding the door. It was not raining now. 

“You’ve hurt me—hurt me,” said her heart. “Why don’t you go? No, don’t 
go. Stay. No—go!” And she looked out upon the night. 

She saw the beautiful fall of the steps, the dark garden ringed with 
glittering ivy, on the other side of the road the huge bare willows and above 
them the sky big and bright with stars. But of course he would see nothing 
of all this. He was superior to it all. He—with his wonderful “spiritual” 
vision! 


She was right. He did see nothing at all. Misery! He’d missed it. It was 
too late to do anything now. Was it too late? Yes, it was. A cold snatch of 
hateful wind blew into the garden. Curse life! He heard her cry “‘au revoir” 
and the door slammed. 

Running back into the studio she behaved so strangely. She ran up and 
down lifting her arms and crying: “Oh! Oh! How stupid! How imbecile! 
How stupid!” And then she flung herself down on the sommier thinking of 
nothing—just lying there in her rage. All was over. What was over? Oh— 
something was. And she’d never see him again—never. After a long long 
time (or perhaps ten minutes) had passed in that black gulf her bell rang a 
sharp quick jingle. It was he, of course. And equally, of course, she oughtn’t 
to have paid the slightest attention to it but just let it go on ringing and 
ringing. She flew to answer. 

On the doorstep there stood an elderly virgin, a pathetic creature who 
simply idolized her (heaven knows why) and had this habit of turning up 
and ringing the bell and then saying, when she opened the door: “My dear, 
send me away!” She never did. As a rule she asked her in and let her admire 
everything and accepted the bunch of slightly soiled looking flowers—more 
than graciously. But to-day... 

“Oh, I am so sorry,” she cried. “But I’ve got someone with me. We are 
working on some wood-cuts. I’m hopelessly busy all evening.” 

“It doesn’t matter. It doesn’t matter at all, darling,” said the good friend. 
“T was just passing and I thought I’d leave you some violets.” She fumbled 
down among the ribs of a large old umbrella. “I put them down here. Such a 
good place to keep flowers out of the wind. Here they are,” she said, 
shaking out a little dead bunch. 

For a moment she did not take the violets. But while she stood just inside, 
holding the door, a strange thing happened. Again she saw the beautiful fall 
of the steps, the dark garden ringed with glittering ivy, the willows, the big 
bright sky. Again she felt the silence that was like a question. But this time 
she did not hesitate. She moved forward. Very softly and gently, as though 
fearful of making a ripple in that boundless pool of quiet she put her arms 
round her friend. 

“My dear,” murmured her happy friend, quite overcome by this gratitude. 
“They are really nothing. Just the simplest little thrippenny bunch.” 

But as she spoke she was enfolded—more tenderly, more beautifully 
embraced, held by such a sweet pressure and for so long that the poor dear’s 


mind positively reeled and she just had the strength to quaver: “Then you 
really don’t mind me too much?” 

“Good night, my friend,” whispered the other. “Come again soon.” 

“Oh, I will. I will.” 

This time she walked back to the studio slowly, and standing in the 
middle of the room with half-shut eyes she felt so light, so rested, as if she 
had woken up out of a childish sleep. Even the act of breathing was a joy. . 


The sommier was very untidy. All the cushions “like furious mountains” 
as she said; she put them in order before going over to the writing-table. 

“T have been thinking over our talk about the psychological novel,” she 
dashed off, “it really is intensely interesting.” ... And so on and so on. 

At the end she wrote: “Good night, my friend. Come again soon.” 


PICTURES 


EIGHT o’clock in the morning. Miss Ada Moss lay in a black iron 
bedstead, staring up at the ceiling. Her room, a Bloomsbury top-floor back, 
smelled of soot and face powder and the paper of fried potatoes she brought 
in for supper the night before. 

“Oh, dear,” thought Miss Moss, “I am cold. I wonder why it is that I 
always wake up so cold in the mornings now. My knees and feet and my 
back—especially my back; it’s like a sheet of ice. And I always was such a 
one for being warm in the old days. It’s not as if I was skinny—I’m just the 
same full figure that I used to be. No, it’s because I don’t have a good hot 
dinner in the evenings.” 

A pageant of Good Hot Dinners passed across the ceiling, each of them 
accompanied by a bottle of Nourishing Stout... . 

“Even if I were to get up now,” she thought, “and have a sensible 
substantial breakfast . . . “A pageant of Sensible Substantial Breakfasts 
followed the dinners across the ceiling, shepherded by an enormous, white, 
uncut ham. Miss Moss shuddered and disappeared under the bedclothes. 
Suddenly, in bounced the landlady. 

“There’s a letter for you, Miss Moss.” 

“Oh,” said Miss Moss, far too friendly, “thank you very much, Mrs. Pine. 
It’s very good of you, I’m sure, to take the trouble.” 

“No trouble at all,” said the landlady. “I thought perhaps it was the letter 
you’d been expecting.” 

“Why,” said Miss Moss brightly, “yes, perhaps it is.” She put her head on 
one side and smiled vaguely at the letter. “I shouldn’t be surprised.” 

The landlady’s eyes popped. “Well, I should, Miss Moss,” said she, “‘and 
that’s how it is. And Pll trouble you to open it, if you please. Many is the 
lady in my place as would have done it for you and have been within her 
rights. For things can’t go on like this, Miss Moss, no indeed they can’t. 
What with week in week out and first you’ve got it and then you haven’t, 
and then it’s another letter lost in the post or another manager down at 
Brighton but will be back on Tuesday for certain—I’m fair sick and tired and 
I won’t stand it no more. Why should I, Miss Moss, I ask you, at a time like 
this, with prices flying up in the air and my poor dear lad in France? My 


sister Eliza was only saying to me yesterday—’ Minnie,’ she says, ‘you’re too 
soft-hearted. You could have let that room time and time again,’ says she, 
‘and if people won’t look after themselves in times like these, nobody else 
will,’ she says. ‘She may have had a College eddication and sung in West 
End concerts,’ says she, “but if your Lizzie says what’s true,’ she says, ‘and 
she’s washing her own wovens and drying them on the towel rail, it’s easy 
to see where the finger’s pointing. And it’s high time you had done with it,’ 
says she.” 

Miss Moss gave no sign of having heard this. She sat up in bed, tore open 
her letter, and read: 

Dear Madam, 

Yours to hand. Am not producing at present, but have filed photo for 
future ref. 


Yours truly, 
BACKWASH FILM CO.” 


This letter seemed to afford her peculiar satisfaction; she read it through 
twice before replying to the landlady. 

“Well, Mrs. Pine, I think you’ll be sorry for what you said. This is from a 
manager, asking me to be there with evening dress at ten o’clock next 
Saturday morning.” 

But the landlady was too quick for her. She pounced, secured the letter. 

“Oh, is it! Is it indeed! “ she cried. 

“Give me back that letter. Give it back to me at once, you bad, wicked 
woman,” cried Miss Moss, who could not get out of bed because her 
nightdress was slit down the back. “Give me back my private letter.” The 
landlady began slowly backing out of the room, holding the letter to her 
buttoned bodice. 

“So it’s come to this, has it?” said she. “Well, Miss Moss; if I don’t get 
my rent at eight o’clock tonight, we’ll see who’s a bad, wicked woman— 
that’s all.”” Here she nodded, mysteriously. “And I’Il keep this letter.” Here 
her voice rose. “It will be a pretty little bit of evidence! “ And here it fell, 
sepulchral, “My lady.” 

The door banged and Miss Moss was alone. She flung off the bed clothes, 
and sitting by the side of the bed, furious and shivering, she stared at her fat 
white legs with their great knots of greeny-blue veins. 


“Cockroach! That’s what she is. She’s a cockroach!” said Miss Moss. “I 
could have her up for snatching my letter—I’m sure I could.” Still keeping 
on her nightdress she began to drag on her clothes. 

“Oh, if I could only pay that woman, I’d give her a piece of my mind that 
she wouldn’t forget. I'd tell her off proper.” She went over to the chest of 
drawers for a safety-pin, and seeing herself in the glass she gave a vague 
smile and shook her head. “Well, old girl,” she murmured, “you’re up 
against it this time, and no mistake” But the person in the glass made an 
ugly face at her. 

“You silly thing,” scolded Miss Moss. “Now what’s the good of crying: 
you'll only make your nose red. No, you get dressed and go out and try 
your luck—that’s what you’ve got to do.” 

She unhooked her vanity bag from the bedpost, rooted in it, shook it, 
turned it inside out. 

“Pll have a nice cup of tea at an A B C to settle me before I go 
anywhere,” she decided. “I’ve got one and thrippence—yes, just one and 
three.” 

Ten minutes later, a stout lady in blue serge, with a bunch of artificial 
“parmas” at her bosom, a black hat covered with purple pansies, white 
gloves, boots with white uppers, and a vanity bag containing one and three, 
sang in a low contralto voice: 


Sweet-heart, remember when days are forlorn 
It al-ways is dar-kest before the dawn. 


But the person in the glass. made a face at her, and Miss Moss went out. 
There were grey crabs all the way down the street slopping water over grey 
stone steps. With his strange, hawking cry and the jangle of the cans the 
milk boy went his rounds. Outside Brittweiler’s Swiss House he made a 
splash, and an old brown cat without a tail appeared from nowhere, and 
began greedily and silently drinking up the spill. It gave Miss Moss a queer 
feeling to watch—a sinking—as you might say. 

But when she came to the A B C she found the door propped open; a man 
went in and out carrying trays of rolls, and there was nobody inside except a 

waitress doing her hair and the cashier unlocking the cash-boxes. She 
stood in the middle of the floor but neither of them saw her. 

“My boy came home last night,” sang the waitress. 

“Oh, I say—how topping for you!” gurgled the cashier. 


“Yes, wasn’t it,” sang the waitress. “He brought me a sweet little brooch. 
Look, it’s got ‘Dieppe’ written on it.” 

The cashier ran across to look and put her arm round the waitress’ neck. 

“Oh, I say—how topping for you.” 

“Yes, isn’t it,” said the waitress. “O-oh, he is brahn. ‘Hullo,’ I said, 
‘hullo, old mahogany.’” 

“Oh, I say,” gurgled the cashier, running back into her cage and nearly 
bumping into Miss Moss on the way. “You are a treat! “ Then the man with 
the rolls came in again, swerving past her. 

“Can I have a cup of tea, Miss?” she asked. 

But the waitress went on doing her hair. “Oh,” she sang, “we’re not open 
yet.” She turned round and waved her comb at the cashier. 

“Are we, dear?” 

“Oh, no,” said the cashier. Miss Moss went out. 

“T’ll go to Charing Cross. Yes, that’s what Ill do,” she decided. “But I 
won’t have a cup of tea. No, Ill have a coffee. There’s more of a tonic in 
coffee. . . . Cheeky, those girls are! Her boy came home last night; he 
brought her a brooch with ‘Dieppe’ written on it.” She began to cross the 
road.... 

“Look out, Fattie; don’t go to sleep!” yelled a taxi driver. She pretended 
not to hear. 

“No, I won’t go to Charing Cross,” she decided. “I'll go straight to Kig 
and Kadgit. They’re open at nine. If I get there early Mr. Kadgit may have 
something by the morning’s post... . I’m very glad you turned up so early, 
Miss Moss. I’ve just heard from a manager who wants a lady to play. .. . I 
think you'll just suit him. I'll give you a card to go and see him. It’s three 
pounds a week and all found. If I were you I'd hop round as fast as I could. 
Lucky you turned up so early .. .” 

But there was nobody at Kig and Kadgit’s except the char-woman wiping 
over the “lino” in the passage. 

“Nobody here yet, Miss,” said the char. 

“Oh, isn’t Mr. Kadgit here? “ said Miss Moss, trying to dodge the pail 
and brush. “Well, Ill just wait a moment, if I may.” 

“You can’t wait in the waiting-room, Miss. I ‘aven’t done it yet. Mr. 
Kadgit’s never ‘ere before ‘leven-thirty Saturdays. Sometimes ‘e don’t 
come at all.” And the char began crawling towards her. 

“Dear me—how silly of me,” said Miss Moss. “I forgot it was Saturday.” 


“Mind your feet, please, Miss,” said the char. And Miss Moss was 
outside again. 

That was one thing about Beit and Bithems; it was lively. You walked 
into the waiting-room, into a great buzz of conversation, and there was 
everybody; you knew almost everybody. The early ones sat on chairs and 
the later ones sat on the early ones’ laps, while the gentlemen leaned 
negligently against the wails or preened themselves in front of the admiring 
ladies. 

“Hello,” said Miss Moss, very gay. “Here we are again!” 

And young Mr. Clayton, playing the banjo on his walking-stick sang: 
“Waiting for the Robert E. Lee.” 

“Mr. Bithem here yet?” asked Miss Moss, taking out an old dead powder 
puff and powdering her nose mauve. 

“Oh, yes, dear,” cried the chorus. “He’s been here for ages. We’ve all 
been waiting here for more than an hour.” 

“Dear me!” said Miss Moss. “Anything doing, do you think?” 

“Oh, a few jobs going for South Africa,” said young Mr. Clayton. 
“Hundred and fifty a week for two years, you know.” 

“Oh!” cried the chorus. “You are weird, Mr. Clayton. Isn’t he a cure? 
Isn’t he a scream, dear? Oh, Mr. Clayton, you do make me laugh. Isn’t he a 
comic?” 

A dark mournful girl touched Miss Moss on the arm. 

“T just missed a lovely job yesterday,” she said. “Six weeks in the 
provinces and then the West End. The manager said I would have got it for 
certain if only I’d been robust enough. He said if my figure had been fuller, 
the part was made for me.” She stared at Miss Moss, and the dirty dark red 
rose under the brim of her hat looked, somehow, as though it shared the 
blow with her, and was crushed, too. 

“Oh, dear, that was hard lines,” said Miss Moss trying to appear 
indifferent. “What was it—if I may ask?” 

But the dark, mournful girl saw through her and a gleam of spite came 
into her heavy eyes. 

“Oh, no good to you, my dear,” said she. “He wanted someone young, 
you know-—a dark Spanish type—my style, but more figure, that was all.” 

The inner door opened and Mr. Bithem appeared in his shirt sleeves. He 
kept one hand on the door ready to whisk back again, and held up the other. 


“Look here, ladies—” and then he paused, grinned his famous grin before 
he said—’and bhoys.” The waiting-room laughed so loudly at this that he 
had to hold both hands up. “It’s no good waiting this morning. Come back 
Monday; I’m expecting several calls on Monday.” 

Miss Moss made a desperate rush forward. “Mr. Bithem, I wonder if 
you’ve heard from...” 

“Now let me see,” said Mr. Bithem slowly, staring; he had only seen Miss 
Moss four times a week for the past-how many weeks? “Now, who are 
you?” 

“Miss Ada Moss.” 

“Oh, yes, yes; of course, my dear. Not yet, my dear. Now I had a call for 
twenty-eight ladies today, but they had to be young and able to hop it a bit— 
see? And I had another call for sixteen—but they had to know something 
about sand-dancing. Look here, my dear, I’m up to the eyebrows this 
morning. Come back on Monday week; it’s no good coming before that.” 
He gave her a whole grin to herself and patted her fat back. “Hearts of oak, 
dear lady,” said Mr. Bithem, “hearts of oak!” 

At the North-East Film Company the crowd was all the way up the stairs. 
Miss Moss found herself next to a fair little baby thing about thirty in a 
white lace hat with cherries round it. 

“What a crowd!” said she. “Anything special on?” 

“Didnt you know, dear?” said the baby, opening her immense pale eyes. 
“There was a call at nine-thirty for attractive girls. We’ve all been waiting 
for hours. Have you played for this company before?” Miss Moss put her 
head on one side. “No, I don’t think I have.” 

“They’re a lovely company to play for,” said the baby. “A friend of mine 
has a friend who gets thirty pounds a day. . .. Have you arcted much for the 
fil-lums?” 

“Well, I’m not an actress by profession,” confessed Miss Moss. “I’m a 
contralto singer. But things have been so bad lately that I’ve been doing a 
little.” 

“It’s like that, isn’t it, dear?” said the baby. 

“IT had a splendid education at the College of Music,” said Miss Moss, 
“and I got my silver medal for singing. I’ve often sung at West End 
concerts. But I thought, for a change, I’d try my luck...” 

“Yes, it’s like that, isn’t it, dear?” said the baby. 

At that moment a beautiful typist appeared at the top of the stairs. 


“Are you all waiting for the North-East call?” 

“Yes! “ cried the chorus. 

“Well, it’s off. I’ve just had a phone through.” 

“But look here! What about our expenses?” shouted a voice. 

The typist looked down at them, and she couldn’t help laughing. 

“Oh, you weren’t to have been paid. The North-East never pay their 
crowds.” 

There was only a little round window at the Bitter Orange Company. No 
waiting-room— nobody at all except a girl, who came to the window when 
Miss Moss knocked, and said: “Well?” 

“Can I see the producer, please?” said Miss Moss pleasantly. The girl 
leaned on the window-bar, half-shut her eyes, and seemed to go to sleep for 
a moment. Miss Moss smiled at her. The girl not only frowned; she seemed 
to smell something vaguely unpleasant; she sniffed. Suddenly she moved 
away, came back with a paper, and thrust it at Miss Moss. 

“Fill up the form!” said she. And banged the window down. 

“Can you aviate—high-dive—drive a car—buck-jump-—shoot?” read Miss 
Moss. She walked along the street asking herself those questions. There was 
a high, cold wind blowing; it tugged at her, slapped her face, jeered; it knew 
she could not answer them. In the Square Gardens she found a little wire 
basket to drop the form into. And then she sat down on one of the benches 
to powder her nose. But the person in the pocket mirror made a hideous 
face at her, and that was too much for Miss Moss; she had a good cry. It 
cheered her wonderfully. 

“Well, that’s over,” she sighed. “It’s one comfort to be off my feet. And 
my nose will soon get cool in the air. . . . It’s very nice in here. Look at the 
sparrows. Cheep. Cheep. How close they come. I expect somebody feeds 
them. No, I’ve nothing for you, you cheeky little things. . . . “ She looked 
away from them. What was the big building opposite-the Café de Madrid? 
My goodness, what a smack that little child came down! Poor little mite! 
Never mind-up again... . By eight o’clock tonight . . . Café de Madrid. “I 
could just go in and sit there and have a coffee, that’s all,” thought Miss 
Moss. “It’s such a place for artists too. I might just have a stroke of luck. . . 
. A dark handsome gentleman in a fur coat comes in with a friend, and sits 
at my table, perhaps. “No, old chap, I’ve searched London for a contralto 
and I can’t find a soul. You see, the music is difficult; have a look at it.’” 
And Miss Moss heard herself saying: “Excuse me, I happen to be a 


contralto, and I have sung that part many times. . . . Extraordinary! “Come 
back to my studio and I'll try your voice now.’ .. . Ten pounds a week... . 
Why should I feel nervous? It’s not nervousness. Why shouldn’t I go to the 
Café de Madrid? I’m a respectable woman—I’m a contralto singer. And I’m 
only trembling because I’ve had nothing to eat today. .. . ‘A nice little piece 
of evidence, my lady.’ ... Very well, Mrs. Pine. Café de Madrid. They have 
concerts there in the evenings. . . . ‘Why don’t they begin?’ The contralto 
has not arrived. . . . ‘Excuse me, I happen to be a contralto; I have sung that 
music many times.’” 

It was almost dark in the café. Men, palms, red plush seats, white 
marble tables, waiters in aprons, Miss Moss walked through them all. 
Hardly had she sat down when a very stout gentleman wearing a very small 
hat that floated on the top of his head like a little yacht flopped into the 
chair opposite hers. 

“Good evening!” said he. 

Miss Moss said, in her cheerful way: “Good evening!” 

“Fine evening,” said the stout gentleman. 

“Yes, very fine. Quite a treat, isn’t it?” said she. 

He crooked a sausage finger at the waiter—’Bring me a large whisky’— 
and turned to Miss Moss. “What’s yours?” 

“Well, I think Pll take a brandy if it’s all the same.” 

Five minutes later the stout gentleman leaned across the table and blew a 
puff of cigar smoke full in her face. 

“That’s a tempting bit 0’ ribbon! “ said he. 

Miss Moss blushed until a pulse at the top of her head that she never had 
felt before pounded away. 

“T always was one for pink,” said she. 

The stout gentleman considered her, drumming with her fingers on the 
table. 

“T like ’em firm and well covered,” said he. 

Miss Moss, to her surprise, gave a loud snigger. 

Five minutes later the stout gentleman heaved himself up. “Well, am I 
goin’ your way, or are you comin’ mine?” he asked. 

“T’ll come with you, if it’s all the same,” said Miss Moss. And she sailed 
after the little yacht out of the cafe. 


THE MAN WITHOUT A TEMPERAMENT 


HE stood at the hall door turning the ring, turning the heavy signet ring 
upon his little finger while his glance travelled coolly, deliberately, over the 
round tables and basket chairs scattered about the glassed-in veranda. He 
pursed his lips—he might have been going to whistle—but he did not whistle— 
only turned the ring—turned the ring on his pink, freshly washed hands. 

Over in the corner sat The Two Topknots, drinking a decoction they 
always drank at this hour-something whitish, greyish, in glasses, with little 
husks floating on the top—and rooting in a tin full of paper shavings for 
pieces of speckled biscuit, which they broke, dropped into the glasses and 
fished for with spoons. Their two coils of knitting, like two snakes, 
slumbered beside the tray. 

The American Woman sat where she always sat against the glass wall, in 
the shadow of a great creeping thing with wide open purple eyes that 
pressed—that flattened itself against the glass, hungrily watching her. And 
she knoo it was there-she knoo it was looking at her just that way. She 
played up to it; she gave herself little airs. Sometimes she even pointed at it, 
crying: “Isn’t that the most terrible thing you’ve ever seen! Isn’t that 
ghoulish!” It was on the other side of the veranda, after all . . . and besides it 
couldn’t touch her, could it, Klaymongso? She was an American Woman, 
wasn’t she, Klaymongso, and she’d just go right away to her Consul. 
Klaymongso, curled in her lap, with her torn antique brocade bag, a grubby 
handkerchief, and a pile of letters from home on top of him, sneezed for 
reply. 

The other tables were empty. A glance passed between the American and 
the Topknots. She gave a foreign little shrug; they waved an understanding 
biscuit. But he saw nothing. Now he was still, now from his eyes you saw 
he listened. “Hoo-e-zip-zoo-oo!” sounded the lift. The iron cage clanged 
open. Light dragging steps sounded across the hall, coming towards him. A 
hand, like a leaf, fell on his shoulder. A soft voice said: “Let’s go and sit 
over there—where we can see the drive. The trees are so lovely.” And he 
moved forward with the hand still on his shoulder, and the light, dragging 
steps beside his. He pulled out a chair and she sank into it, slowly, leaning 
her head against the back, her arms falling along the sides. 


“Won’t you bring the other up closer? It’s such miles away.” But he did 
not move. 

“Where’s your shawl?” he asked. 

“Oh!” She gave a little groan of dismay. “How silly I am, I’ve left it 
upstairs on the bed. Never mind. Please don’t go for it. I shan’t want it, I 
know I shan’t.” 

“You’d better have it.” And he turned and swiftly crossed the veranda 
into the dim hall with its scarlet plush and gilt furniture—conjuror’s 
furniture—its Notice of Services at the English Church, its green baize board 
with the unclaimed letters climbing the black lattice, huge “Presentation” 
clock that struck the hours at the half-hours, bundles of sticks and umbrellas 
and sunshades in the clasp of a brown wooden bear, past the two crippled 
palms, two ancient beggars at the foot of the staircase, up the marble stairs 
three at a time, past the life-size group on the landing of two stout peasant 
children with their marble pinnies full of marble grapes, and along the 
corridor, with its piled-up wreckage of old tin boxes, leather trunks, canvas 
holdalls, to their room. 

The servant girl was in their room, singing loudly while she emptied 
soapy water into a pail. The windows were open wide, the shutters put 
back, and the light glared in. She had thrown the carpets and the big white 
pillows over the balcony rails; the nets were looped up from the beds; on 
the writing-table there stood a pan of fluff and match-ends. When she saw 
him her small, impudent eyes snapped and her singing changed to 
humming. But he gave no sign. His eyes searched the glaring room. Where 
the devil was the shaw]! 

“Yous desirez, Monsieur? “ mocked the servant girl. 

No answer. He had seen it. He strode across the room, grabbed the grey 
cobweb and went out, banging the door. The servant girl’s voice at its 
loudest and shrillest followed him along the corridor. 

“Oh, there you are. What happened? What kept you? The tea’s here, you 
see. I’ve just sent Antonio off for the hot water. Isn’t it extraordinary? I 
must have told him about it sixty times at least, and still he doesn’t bring it. 
Thank you. That’s very nice. One does just feel the air when one bends 
forward.” 

“Thanks.” He took his tea and sat down in the other chair. “No, nothing 
to eat.” 

“Oh do! Just one, you had so little at lunch and it’s hours before dinner.” 


Her shawl dropped off as she bent forward to hand him the biscuits. He 
took one and put it in his saucer. 

“Oh, those trees along the drive,” she cried. “I could look at them for 
ever. They are like the most exquisite huge ferns. And you see that one with 
the grey-silver bark and the clusters of cream-coloured flowers, I pulled 
down a head of them yesterday to smell, and the scent’—she shut her eyes 
at the memory and her voice thinned away, faint, airy—’was like freshly 
ground nutmegs.” A little pause. She turned to him and smiled. “You do 
know what nutmegs smell like—do you Robert?” 

And he smiled back at her. “Now how am I going to prove to you that I 
do?” 

Back came Antonio with not only the hot water—with letters on a salver 
and three rolls of paper. 

“Oh, the post! Oh, how lovely! Oh, Robert, they mustn’t be all for you! 
Have they just come, Antonio?” Her thin hands flew up and hovered over 
the letters that Antonio offered her, bending forward. 

“Just this moment, Signora,” grinned Antonio. “I took-a them from the 
postman myself. I made-a the postman give them for me.” 

“Noble Antonio!” laughed she. “There—those are mine, Robert; the rest 
are yours.” 

Antonio wheeled sharply, stiffened, the grin went out of his face. His 
striped linen jacket and his flat gleaming fringe made him look like a 
wooden doll. 

Mr. Salesby put the letters into his pocket; the papers lay on the table. He 
turned the ring, turned the signet ring on his little finger and stared in front 
of him, blinking, vacant. 

But she—with her teacup in one hand, the — sheets of thin paper in the 
other, her head tilted back, her lips open, a brush of bright colour on her 
cheek-bones, sipped, sipped, drank . . . drank. 

“From Lottie,” came her soft murmur. “Poor dear... such trouble. . . left 
foot. She thought ... neuritis... Doctor Blyth . . . flat foot .. . massage. So 
many robins this year . . . maid most satisfactory .. . Indian Colonel .. . 
every grain of rice separate . . . very heavy fall of snow.” And her wide 
lighted eyes looked up from the letter. “Snow, Robert! Think of it!” And she 
touched the little dark violets pinned on her thin bosom and went back to 
the letter. 


... Snow. Snow in London. Millie with the early morning cup of tea. 
“There’s been a terrible fall of snow in the night, sir.” “Oh, has there, 
Millie?” The curtains ring apart, letting in the pale, reluctant light. He raises 
himself in the bed; he catches a glimpse of the solid houses opposite framed 
in white, of their window boxes full of great sprays of white coral... . In 
the bathroom—overlooking the back garden. Snow-—heavy snow over 
everything. The lawn is covered with a wavy pattern of cat’s-paws; there is 
a thick, thick icing on the garden table; the withered pods of the laburnum 
tree are white tassels; only here and there in the ivy is a dark leaf showing. . 
. . Warming his back at the dining-room fire, the paper drying over a chair. 
Millie with the bacon. “Oh, if you please, Sir, there’s two little boys come 
as will do the steps and front for a shilling, shall I let them?” ... And then 
flying lightly, lightly down the stairs—Jinnie. “Oh, Robert, isn’t it 
wonderful! Oh, what a pity it has to melt. Where’s the pussy-wee?” “I'll get 
him from Millie.” .. . “Millie, you might just hand me up the kitten if 
you’ve got him down there.” “Very good, sir.” He feels the little beating 
heart under his hand. “Come on, old chap, your missus wants you.” “Oh, 
Robert, do show him the snow-his first snow. Shall I open the window and 
give him a little piece on his paw to hold? .. .” 

“Well, that’s very satisfactory on the whole—very. Poor Lottie! Darling 
Anne! How I only wish I could send them something of this,” she cried, 
waving her letters at the brilliant, dazzling garden. “More tea, Robert? 
Robert dear, more tea?”’ 

“No, thanks, no. It was very good,” he drawled. 

“Well, mine wasn’t. Mine was just like chopped hay. Oh, here comes the 
Honeymoon Couple.” 

Half striding, half running, carrying a basket between them and rods and 
lines, they came up the drive, up the shallow steps. 

“My! have you been out fishing?” cried the American Woman. They 
were out of breath, they panted: “Yes, yes, we have been out in a little boat 
all day. We have caught seven. Four are good to eat. But three we shall 
give away. To the children.” 

Mrs. Salesby turned her chair to look; the Topknots laid the snakes down. 
They were a very dark young couple—black hair, olive skin, brilliant eyes 
and teeth. He was dressed “English fashion” in a flannel jacket, white 
trousers and shoes. Round his neck he wore a silk scarf; his head, with his 
hair brushed back, was bare. And he kept mopping his forehead, rubbing his 


hands with a brilliant handkerchief. Her white skirt had a patch of wet; her 
neck and throat were stained a deep pink. When she lifted her arms big half- 
hoops of perspiration showed under her arm-pits; her hair clung in wet curls 
to her cheeks. She looked as though her young husband had been dipping 
her in the sea and fishing her out again to dry in the sun and then—in with 
her again—all day. 

“Would Klaymongso like a fish?” they cried. Their laughing voices 
charged with excitement beat against the glassed-in veranda like birds and a 
strange, saltish smell came from the basket. 

“You will sleep well tonight,” said a Topknot, picking her ear with a 
knitting needle while the other Topknot smiled and nodded. 

The Honeymoon Couple looked at each other. A great wave seemed to go 
over them. They gasped, gulped, staggered a little and then came up 
laughing—laughing. 

“We cannot go upstairs, we are too tired. We must have tea just as we 
are. Here—coffee. No—tea. No—coffee. Tea—coffee, Antonio!” Mrs. Salesby 
turned. 

“Robert! Robert!” Where was he? He wasn’t there. Oh, there he was at 
the other end of the veranda, with his back turned, smoking a cigarette. 
“Robert, shall we go for our little turn?” 

“Right.” He stumped the cigarette into an ash-tray and sauntered over, his 
eyes on the ground. “Will you be warm enough?” 

“Oh, quite.” 

“Sure?” 

“Well,” she put her hand on his arm, “perhaps’—and gave his arm the 
faintest pressure—it’s not upstairs, it’s only in the hall—perhaps you’d get 
me my cape. Hanging up.” 

He came back with it and she bent her small head while he dropped it on 
her shoulders. Then, very stiff, he offered her his arm. She bowed sweetly 
to the people of the veranda while he just covered a yawn, and they went 
down the steps together. 

“Yous avez voo ca! “ said the American Woman. 

“He is not a man,” said the Two Topknots, “he is an ox. I say to my sister 
in the morning and at night when we are in bed, I tell her—No man is he, but 
an ox!” 

Wheeling, tumbling, swooping, the laughter of the Honeymoon Couple 
dashed against the glass of the veranda. 


The sun was still high. Every leaf, every flower in the garden lay open, 
motionless, as if exhausted, and a sweet, rich, rank smell filled the 
quivering air. Out of the thick, fleshy leaves of a cactus there rose an aloe 
stem loaded with pale flowers that looked as though they had been cut out 
of butter; light flashed upon the lifted spears of the palms; over a bed of 
scarlet waxen flowers some black insects “zoom-zoomed”; a great, gaudy 
creeper, orange splashed with jet, sprawled against the wall. 

“T don’t need my cape after all,” said she. “It’s really too warm.” So he 
took it off and carried it over his arm. “Let us go down this path here. I feel 
so well today—marvellously better. Good heavens—look at those children! 
And to think it’s November!” 

In a corner of the garden there were two brimming tubs of water. Three 
little girls, having thoughtfully taken off their drawers and hung them on a 
bush, their skirts clasped to their waists, were standing in the tubs and 
tramping up and down. They screamed, their hair fell over their faces, they 
splashed one another. But suddenly, the smallest, who had a tub to herself, 
glanced up and saw who was looking. For a moment she seemed overcome 
with terror, then clumsily she struggled and strained out of her tub, and still 
holding her clothes above her waist, “The Englishman! The Englishman!” 
she shrieked and fled away to hide. Shrieking and screaming the other two 
followed her. In a moment they were gone; in a moment there was nothing 
but the two brimming tubs and their little drawers on the bush. 

“How-—very—extraordinary!” said she. “What made them so frightened? 
Surely they were much too young to... “ She looked up at him. She 
thought he looked pale—but wonderfully handsome with that great tropical 
tree behind him with its long, spiked thorns. 

For a moment he did not answer. Then he met her glance, and smiling his 
slow smile, “7rés rum!” said he. 

Trés rum! Oh, she felt quite faint. Oh, why should she love him so much 
just because he said a thing like that. Zrés rum! That was Robert all over. 
Nobody else but Robert could ever say such a thing. To be so wonderful, so 
brilliant, so learned, and then to say in that queer, boyish voice . . . She 
could have wept. 

“You know you’re very absurd, sometimes,” said she. 

“T am,” he answered. And they walked on. 

But she was tired. She had had enough. She did not want to walk any 
more. 


“Leave me here and go for a little constitutional, won’t you? [ll be in one 
of these long chairs. What a good thing you’ve got my cape; you won’t 
have to go upstairs for a rug. Thank you, Robert, I shall look at that 
delicious heliotrope. .. . You won’t be gone long?” 

“No-—no. You don’t mind being left?” 

“Silly! I want you to go. I can’t expect you to drag after your invalid wife 
every minute... . How long will you be?” 

He took out his watch. “It’s just after half-past four. Il be back at a 
quarter-past five.” 

“Back at a quarter-past five,” she repeated, and she lay still in the long 
chair and folded her hands. 

He turned away. Suddenly he was back again. “Look here, would you 
like my watch?” And he dangled it before her. 

“Oh!” She caught her breath. “Very, very much.” And she clasped the 
watch, the warm watch, the darling watch in her fingers. “Now go quickly.” 

The gates of the Pension Villa Excelsior were open wide, jammed open 
against some bold geraniums. Stooping a little, staring straight ahead, 
walking swiftly, he passed through them and began climbing the hill that 
wound behind the town like a great rope looping the villas together. The 
dust lay thick. A carriage came bowling along driving towards the 
Excelsior. In it sat the General and the Countess; they had been for his daily 
airing. Mr. Salesby stepped to one side but the dust beat up, thick, white, 
stifling like wool. The Countess just had time to nudge the General. 

“There he goes,” she said spitefully. 

But the General gave a loud caw and refused to look. 

“It is the Englishman,” said the driver, turning round and smiling. And 
the Countess threw up her hands and nodded so amiably that he spat with 
satisfaction and gave the stumbling horse a cut. 

On-—on-past the finest villas in the town, magnificent palaces, palaces 
worth coming any distance to see, past the public gardens with the carved 
grottoes and statues and stone animals drinking at the fountain, into a 
poorer quarter. Here the road ran narrow and foul between high lean houses, 
the ground floors of which were scooped and hollowed into stables and 
carpenters’ shops. At a fountain ahead of him two old hags were beating 
linen. As he passed them they squatted back on their haunches, stared, and 
then their “A-hak-kak-kak!” with the slap, slap, of the stone on the linen 
sounded after him. 


He reached the top of the hill; he turned a corner and the town was 
hidden. Down he looked into a deep valley with a dried-up river bed at the 
bottom. This side and that was covered with small dilapidated houses that 
had broken stone verandas where the fruit lay drying, tomato lanes in the 
garden and from the gates to the doors a trellis of vines. The late sunlight, 
deep, golden, lay in the cup of the valley; there was a smell of charcoal in 
the air. In the gardens the men were cutting grapes. He watched a man 
standing in the greenish shade, raising up, holding a black cluster in one 
hand, taking the knife from his belt, cutting, laying the bunch in a flat boat- 
shaped basket. The man worked leisurely, silently, taking hundreds of years 
over the job. On the hedges on the other side of the road there were grapes 
small as berries, growing among the stones. He leaned against a wall, filled 
his pipe, put a match to it.... 


Leaned across a gate, turned up the collar of his mackintosh. It was going 
to rain. It didn’t matter, he was prepared for it. You didn’t expect anything 
else in November. He looked over the bare field. From the corner by the 
gate there came the smell of swedes, a great stack of them, wet, rank 
coloured. Two men passed walking towards the straggling village. “Good 
day!” “Good day!” By Jove! he had to hurry if he was going to catch that 
train home. Over the gate, across a field, over the stile, into the lane, 
swinging along in the drifting rain and dusk .. . . Just home in time for a 
bath and a change before supper. . . . In the drawing-room; Jinnie is sitting 
pretty nearly in the fire. “Oh, Robert, I didn’t hear you come in. Did you 
have a good time? How nice you smell! A present?” “Some bits of 
blackberry I picked for you. Pretty colour.” “Oh, lovely, Robert! Dennis and 
Beaty are coming to supper.” Supper—cold beef, potatoes in their jackets, 
claret, household bread. They are gay— everybody’s laughing. “Oh, we all 
know Robert,” says Dennis, breathing on his eyeglasses and polishing them. 
“By the way, Dennis, I picked up a very jolly little edition of...” 


A clock struck. He wheeled sharply. What time was it. Five? A quarter 
past? Back, back the way he came. As he passed through the gates he saw 
her on the look-out. She got up, waved and slowly she came to meet him, 
dragging the heavy cape. In her hand she carried a spray of heliotrope. 

“You're late,” she cried gaily. “You’re three minutes late. Here’s your 
watch, it’s been very good while you were away. Did you have a nice time? 


Was it lovely? Tell me. Where did you go?” 

“T say—put this on,” he said, taking the cape from her. “Yes, I will. Yes, 
it’s getting chilly. Shall we go up to our room?” 

When they reached the lift she was coughing. He frowned. 

“It’s nothing. I haven’s been out too late. Don’t be cross.” She sat down 
on one of the red plush chairs while he rang and rang, and then, getting no 
answer, kept his finger on the bell. 

“Oh, Robert, do you think you ought to?” 

“Ought to what?” 

The door of the salon opened. “What is that? Who is making that 
noise?” sounded from within. Klaymongso began to yelp. “Caw! Caw! 
Caw!” came from the General. A Topknot darted out with one hand to her 
ear, opened the staff door, “Mr. Queet! Mr. Queet!” she bawled. That 
brought the manager up at a run. 

“Is that you ringing the bell, Mr. Salesby? Do you want the lift? Very 
good, sir. Ill take you up myself. Antonio wouldn’t have been a minute, he 
was just taking off his apron—’ And having ushered them in, the oily 
manager went to the door of the salon. “Very sorry you should have been 
troubled, ladies and gentlemen.” Salesby stood in the cage, sucking in his 
cheeks, staring at the ceiling and turning the ring, turning the signet ring on 
his little finger. .. . 

Arrived in their room he went swiftly over to the washstand, shook the 
bottle, poured her out a dose and brought it across. 

“Sit down. Drink it. And don’t talk.” And he stood over her while she 
obeyed. Then he took the glass, rinsed it and put it back in its case. “Would 
you like a cushion?” 

“No, I’m quite all right, come over here. Sit down by me just a minute, 
will you, Robert? Ah, that’s very nice.” She turned and thrust the piece of 
heliotrope in the lapel of his coat. “That,” she said, “is most becoming.” 
And then she leaned her head against his shoulder and he put his arm round 
her. 

“Robert—” her voice like a sigh—like a breath. 


“Ves—” 
They sat there for a long while. The sky flamed, paled; the two white 
beds were like two ships... . At last he heard the servant girl running along 


the corridor with the hot-water cans, and gently he released her and turned 
on the light. 


“Oh, what time is it? Oh, what a heavenly evening. Oh, Robert, I was 
thinking while you were away this afternoon .. .” 

They were the last couple to enter the dining-room. The Countess was 
there with her lorgnette and her fan, the General was there with his special 
chair and the air cushion and the small rug over his knees. The American 
Woman was there showing Klaymongso a copy of the Saturday Evening 
Post. . . “We’re having a feast of reason and a flow of soul.” The Two 
Topknots were there feeling over the peaches and the pears in their dish of 
fruit and putting aside all they considered unripe or overripe to show to the 
manager, and the Honeymoon Couple leaned across the table, whispering, 
trying not to burst out laughing. 

Mr. Queet, in everyday clothes and white canvas shoes, served the soup, 
and Antonio, in full evening dress, handed it round. 

“No,” said the American Woman, “take it away, Antonio. We can’t eat 
soup. We can’t eat anything mushy, can we, Klaymongso?” 

“Take them back and fill them to the rim!” said the Topknots, and they 
turned and watched while Antonio delivered the message. 

“What is it? Rice? Is it cooked?” The Countess peered through her 
lorgnette. “Mr. Queet, the General can have some of this soup if it 1s 
cooked.” 

“Very good, Countess.” 

The Honeymoon Couple had their fish instead. 

“Give me that one. That’s the one I caught. No, it’s not. Yes, it is. No, it’s 
not. Well, it’s looking at me with its eye, so it must be. Tee! Hee! Hee!” 
Their feet were locked together under the table. 

“Robert, you’re not eating again. Is anything the matter?” 

“No. Off food, that’s all.” 

“Oh, what a bother. There are eggs and spinach coming. You don’t like 
spinach, do you. I must tell them in future...” 

An egg and mashed potatoes for the General. 

“Mr. Queet! Mr. Queet!”’ 

“Yes, Countess.” 

“The General’s egg’s too hard again.” 

“Caw! Caw! Caw!” 

“Very sorry, Countess. Shall I have you another cooked, General?” 

... They are the first to leave the dining-room. She rises, gathering her 
shawl and he stands aside, waiting for her to pass, turning the ring, turning 


the signet ring on his little finger. In the hall Mr. Queet hovers. “I thought 
you might not want to wait for the lift. Antonio’s just serving the finger 
bowls. And I’m sorry the bell won’t ring, it’s out of order. I can’t think 
what’s happened.” 

“Oh, I do hope . . . “ from her. 

“Get in,” says he. 

Mr. Queet steps after them and slams the door.... 

... ‘Robert, do you mind if I go to bed very soon? Won’t you go down to 
the sa/on or out into the garden? Or perhaps you might smoke a cigar on the 
balcony. It’s lovely out there. And I like cigar smoke. I always did. But if 
you'd rather...” 

“No, I'll sit here.” 

He takes a chair and sits on the balcony. He hears her moving about in 
the room, lightly, lightly, moving and rustling. Then she comes over to him. 
“Good night, Robert.” 

“Good night.” He takes her hand and kisses the palm. “Don’t catch cold.” 

The sky is the colour of jade. There are a great many stars; an enormous 
white moon hangs over the garden. Far away lightning flutters—flutters like 
a wing—flutters like a broken bird that tries to fly and sinks again and again 
struggles. 

The lights from the salon shine across the garden path and there is the 
sound of a piano. And once the American Woman, opening the French 
window to let Klaymongso into the garden, cries: “Have you seen this 
moon?” But nobody answers. 

He gets very cold sitting there, staring at the balcony rail. Finally he 
comes inside. The moon-the room is painted white with moonlight. The 
light trembles in the mirrors; the two beds seem to float. She is asleep. He 
sees her through the nets, half sitting, banked up with pillows, her white 
hands crossed on the sheet, her white cheeks, her fair hair pressed against 
the pillow, are silvered over. He undresses quickly, stealthily and gets into 
bed. Lying there, his hands clasped behind his head... . 


... In his study. Late summer. The virginia creeper just on the turn... . 

“Well, my dear chap, that’s the whole story. That’s the long and the short 
of it. If she can’t cut away for the next two years and give a decent climate a 
chance she don’t stand a dog’s—h’m-show. Better be frank about these 
things.” “Oh, certainly .... “ “And hang it all, old man, what’s to prevent 


you going with her? It isn’t as though you’ve got a regular job like us wage 
earners. You can do what you do wherever you are—” “Two years.” “Yes, I 
should give it two years. You’ll have no trouble about letting this house, 
you know. As a matter of fact...” 

... He is with her. “Robert, the awful thing is—I suppose it’s my illness—I 
simply feel I could not go alone. You see—you’re everything. You’re bread 
and wine, Robert, bread and wine. Oh, my darling—what am I saying? Of 
course I could, of course I won’t take you away... .” 


He hears her stirring. Does she want something? 

“Boogles?” 

Good Lord! She is talking in her sleep. They haven’t used that name for 
years. 

“Boogles. Are you awake?” 

“Yes, do you want anything?” 

“Oh, I’m going to be a bother. I’m so sorry. Do you mind? There’s a 
wretched mosquito inside my net—I can hear him singing. Would you catch 
him? I don’t want to move because of my heart.” 

“No, don’t move. Stay where you are.” He switches on the light, lifts the 
net. “Where is the little beggar? Have you spotted him?” 

“Yes, there, over by the corner. Oh, I do feel such a fiend to have dragged 
you out of bed. Do you mind dreadfully?” 

“No, of course not.” For a moment he hovers in his blue and white 
pyjamas. Then, “got him,” he said. 

“Oh, good. Was he a juicy one?” 

“Beastly.” He went over to the washstand and dipped his fingers in water. 
“Are you all right now? Shall I switch off the light?” 

“Yes, please. No. Boogles! Come back here a moment. Sit down by me. 
Give me your hand.” She turns his signet ring. “Why weren’t you asleep? 
Boogles, listen. Come closer. I sometimes wonder—do you mind awfully 
being out here with me?” 

He bends down. He kisses her. He tucks her in, he smooths the pillow. 

“Rot!” he whispers. 


MR. REGINALD PEACOCK’S DAY 


IF there was one thing that he hated more than another it was the way she 
had of waking him in the morning. She did it on purpose, of course. It was 
her way of establishing her grievance for the day, and he was not going to 
let her know how successful it was. But really, really, to wake a sensitive 
person like that was positively dangerous! It took him hours to get over it— 
simply hours. She came into the room buttoned up in an overall, with a 
handkerchief over her head—thereby proving that she had been up herself 
and slaving since dawn—and called in a low, warning voice: “Reginald!” 

“Eh! What! What’s that? What’s the matter?” 

“It’s time to get up; it’s half past eight.” And out she went, shutting the 
door quietly after her, to gloat over her triumph, he supposed. 

He rolled over in the big bed, his heart still beating in quick, dull throbs, 
and with every throb he felt his energy escaping him, his—his inspiration for 
the day stifling under those thudding blows. It seemed that she took a 
malicious delight in making life more difficult for him than—Heaven 
knows—_ it was, by denying him his rights as an artist, by trying to drag him 
down to her level. What was the matter with her? What the hell did she 
want? Hadn’t he three times as many pupils now as when they were first 
married, earned three times as much, paid for every stick and stone that they 
possessed, and now had begun to shell out for Adrian’s kindergarten? .. . 
And had he ever reproached her for not having a penny to her name? Never 
a word—never a sign! The truth was that once you married a woman she 
became insatiable, and the truth was that nothing was more fatal for an 
artist than marriage, at any rate until he was well over forty. .. . Why had he 
married her? He asked himself this question on an average about three 
times a day, but he never could answer it satisfactorily. She had caught him 
at a weak moment, when the first plunge into reality had bewildered and 
overwhelmed him for a time. Looking back, he saw a pathetic, youthful 
creature, half child, half wild untamed bird, totally incompetent to cope 
with bills and creditors and all the sordid details of existence. Well-she had 
done her best to clip his wings, if that was any satisfaction for her, and she 
could congratulate herself on the success of this early morning trick. One 
ought to wake exquisitely, reluctantly, he thought, slipping down in the 


warm bed. He began to imagine a series of enchanting scenes which ended 
with his latest, most charming pupil putting her bare, scented arms around 
his neck, and covering him with her long, perfumed hair. “Awake, my 
love!” 

As was his daily habit, while the bath water ran, Reginald Peacock tried 
his voice. 


When her mother tends her before the laughing mirror, 
Looping up her laces, tying up her hair, 


he sang, softly at first, listening to the quality, nursing his voice until he 
came to the third line: 

Often she thinks, were this wild thing wedded... 

and upon the word “wedded” he burst into such a shout of triumph that 
the tooth-glass on the bathroom shelf trembled and even the bath tap 
seemed to gush stormy applause. 

Well, there was nothing wrong with his voice, he thought, leaping into 
the bath and soaping his soft, pink body all over with a loofah shaped like a 
fish. He could fill Covent Garden with it! “Wedded,” he shouted again, 
seizing the towel with a magnificent operatic gesture, and went on singing 
while he rubbed as though he had been Lohengrin tipped out by an unwary 
Swan and drying himself in the greatest haste before that tiresome Elsa 
came along along... 

Back in his bedroom, he pulled the blind up with a jerk, and standing 
upon the pale square of sunlight that lay upon the carpet like a sheet of 
cream blotting-paper, he began to do his exercises—deep __ breathing, 
bending forward and back, squatting like a frog and shooting out his legs— 
for if there was one thing he had a horror of it was of getting fat, and men in 
his profession had a dreadful tendency that way. However, there was no 
sign of it at present. He was, he decided, just right, just in good proportion. 
In fact, he could not help a thrill of satisfaction when he saw himself in the 
glass, dressed in a morning coat, dark grey trousers, grey socks, and a black 
tie with a silver thread in it. Not that he was vain—he couldn’t stand vain 
men-—no; the sight of himself gave him a thrill of purely artistic satisfaction. 
“Voila tout! “ said he, passing his hand over his sleek hair. 

That little, easy French phrase blown so lightly from his lips, like a whiff 
of smoke, reminded him that someone had asked him again, the evening 
before, if he was English. People seemed to find it impossible to believe 


that he hadn’t some Southern blood. True, there was an emotional quality in 
his singing that had nothing of the John Bull in it. . . . The door-handle 
rattled and turned round and round. Adrian’s head popped through. 

“Please, father, mother says breakfast is quite ready, please.” 

“Very well,” said Reginald. Then, just as Adrian disappeared: “Adrian!” 

“Yes, father.” 

“You haven’t said ‘good morning.’” 

A few months ago Reginald had spent a weekend in a very aristocratic 
family, where the father received his little sons in the morning and shook 
hands with them. Reginald thought the practice charming, and introduced it 
immediately, but Adrian felt dreadfully silly at having to shake hands with 
his own father every morning. And why did his father always sort of sing to 
him instead of talk? ... 

In excellent temper, Reginald walked into the dining-room and sat down 
before a pile of letters, a copy of the Zimes, and a little covered dish. He 
glanced at the letters and then at his breakfast. There were two thin slices of 
bacon and one egg. 

“Don’t you want any bacon?” he asked. 

“No, I prefer a cold baked apple. I don’t feel the need of bacon every 
morning.” 

Now, did she mean that there was no need for him to have bacon every 
morning, either, and that she grudged having to cook it for him? 

“If you don’t want to cook the breakfast,” said he, “why don’t you keep a 
servant? You know we can afford one, and you know how I loathe to see 
my wife doing the work. Simply because all the women we have had in the 
past have been failures, and utterly upset my regime, and made it almost 
impossible for me to have any pupils here, you’ve given up trying to find a 
decent woman. It’s not impossible to train a servant—is it? I mean, it doesn’t 
require genius?” 

“But I prefer to do the work myself; it makes life so much more 
peaceful. ... Run along, Adrian darling, and get ready for school.” 

“Oh no, that’s not it!” Reginald pretended to smile. “You do the work 
yourself, because, for some extraordinary reason, you love to humiliate me. 
Objectively, you may not know that, but, subjectively, it’s the case.” This 
last remark so delighted him that he cut open an envelope as gracefully as if 
he had been on the stage... . 

“DEAR MR. PEACOCK, 


I feel I cannot go to sleep until I have thanked you again for the 
wonderful joy your singing gave me this evening. Quite unforgettable. You 
make me wonder, as I have not wondered since I was a girl, if this is all. I 
mean, if this ordinary world is all. If there is not, perhaps, for those of us 
who understand, divine beauty and richness awaiting us if we only have the 
courage to see it. And to make it ours . . . The house is so quiet. I wish you 
were here now that I might thank you in person. You are doing a great 
thing. You are teaching the world to escape from life! 


Yours, most sincerely, 
AENONE FELL. 


P.S.—I am in every afternoon this week... .” 

The letter was scrawled in violet ink on thick, handmade paper. Vanity, 
that bright bird, lifted its wings again, lifted them until he felt his breast 
would break. 

“Oh well, don’t let us quarrel,” said he, and actually flung out a hand to 
his wife. 

But she was not great enough to respond. 

“T must hurry and take Adrian to school,” said she. “Your room is quite 
ready for you.” 

Very well—very well—let there be open war between them! But he was 
hanged if he’d be the first to make it up again! 

He walked up and down his room, and was not calm again until he heard 
the outer door close upon Adrian and his wife. Of course, if this went on, he 
would have to make some other arrangement. That was obvious. Tied and 
bound like this, how could he help the world to escape from life? He 
opened the piano and looked up his pupils for the morning. Miss Betty 
Brittle, the Countess Wilkowska, and Miss Marian Morrow. They were 
charming, all three. 

Punctually at half past ten the door-bell rang. He went to the door. Miss 
Betty Brittle was there, dressed in white, with her music in a blue silk case. 

“I’m afraid I’m early,” she said, blushing and shy, and she opened her big 
blue eyes very wide. “Am I?” 

“Not at all, dear lady. I am only too charmed,” said Reginald. “Won’t you 
come in?” 

“It’s such a heavenly morning,” said Miss Brittle. “I walked across the 
park. The flowers were too marvellous.” 


“Well, think about them while you sing your exercises,” said Reginald, 
sitting down at the piano. “It will give your voice colour and warmth.” 

Oh, what an enchanting idea! What a genius Mr. Peacock was. She parted 
her pretty lips, and began to sing like a pansy. 

“Very good, very good, indeed,” said Reginald, playing chords that 
would waft a hardened criminal to heaven. “Make the notes round. Don’t be 
afraid. Linger over them, breathe them like a perfume.” 

How pretty she looked, standing there in her white frock, her little blonde 
head tilted, showing her milky throat. 

“Do you ever practise before a glass?” asked Reginald. “You ought to, 
you know; it makes the lips more flexible. Come over here.” 

They went over to the mirror and stood side by side. 

“Now sing—moo-e-koo0-e-00-e-a!” 

But she broke down, and blushed more brightly than ever. “Oh,” she 
cried, “I can’t. It makes me feel so silly. It makes me want to laugh. I do 
look so absurd!” 

“No, you don’t. Don’t be afraid,” said Reginald, but laughed, too, very 
kindly. “Now, try again!” 

The lesson simply flew, and Betty Brittle quite got over her shyness. 

“When can I come again?” she asked, tying the music up again in the 
blue silk case. “I want to take as many lessons as I can just now. Oh, Mr. 
Peacock, I do enjoy them so much. May I come the day after tomorrow?” 

“Dear lady, I shall be only too charmed,” said Reginald, bowing her out. 

Glorious girl! And when they had stood in front of the mirror, her white 
sleeve had just touched his black one. He could feel—yes, he could actually 
feel a warm glowing spot, and he stroked it. She loved her lessons. His wife 
came in. 

“Reginald, can you let me have some money? I must pay the dairy. And 
will you be in for dinner tonight?” 

“Yes, you know I’m singing at Lord Timbuck’s at half past nine. Can you 
make me some clear soup, with an egg in it?” 

“Yes. And the money, Reginald. It’s eight and sixpence.” 

“Surely that’s very heavy—isn’t it?” 

“No, it’s just what it ought to be. And Adrian must have milk.” 

There she was—off again. Now she was standing up for Adrian against 
him. 


“T have not the slightest desire to deny my child a proper amount of 
milk,” said he. “Here is ten shillings.” 

The door-bell rang. He went to the door. 

“Oh,” said the Countess Wilkowska, “‘the stairs. I have not a breath.” And 
she put her hand over her heart as she followed him into the music-room. 
She was all in black, with a little black hat with a floating veil—violets in her 
bosom. 

“Do not make me sing exercises, today,” she cried, throwing out her 
hands in her delightful foreign way. “No, today, I want only to sing songs. . 
.. And may I take off my violets? They fade so soon.” 

“They fade so soon-they fade so soon,” played Reginald on the piano. 

“May I put them here?” asked the Countess, dropping them in a little 
vase that stood in front of one of Reginald’s photographs. 

“Dear lady, I should be only too charmed!” 

She began to sing, and all was well until she came to the phrase: “You 
love me. Yes, I know you love me!” Down dropped his hands from the 
keyboard, he wheeled round, facing her. 

“No, no; that’s not good enough. You can do better than that,” cried 
Reginald ardently. “You must sing as if you were in love. Listen; let me try 
and show you.” And he sang. 

“Oh, yes, yes. I see what you mean,” stammered the little Countess. 
“May I try it again?” 

“Certainly. Do not be afraid. Let yourself go. Confess yourself. Make 
proud surrender! “ he called above the music. And she sang. 

“Yes; better that time. But I still feel you are capable of more. Try it with 
me. There must be a kind of exultant defiance as well—don’t you feel?” And 
they sang together. Ah! now she was sure she understood. “May I try once 
again?” 

“You love me. Yes, I Anow you love me.” 

The lesson was over before that phrase was quite perfect. The little 
foreign hands trembled as they put the music together. 

“And you are forgetting your violets,” said Reginald softly. 

“Yes, I think I will forget them,” said the Countess, biting her underlip. 
What fascinating ways these foreign women have! 

“And you will come to my house on Sunday and make music?” she 
asked. 

“Dear lady, I shall be only too charmed! “ said Reginald. 


Weep ye no more, sad fountains 
Why need ye flow so fast? 


sang Miss Marian Morrow, but her eyes filled with tears and her chin 
trembled. 

“Don’t sing just now,” said Reginald. “Let me play it for you.” He played 
so softly. 

“Is there anything the matter?” asked Reginald. “You’re not quite happy 
this morning.” 

No, she wasn’t; she was awfully miserable. 

“You don’t care to tell me what it is?” 

It really was nothing particular. She had those moods sometimes when 
life seemed almost unbearable. 

“Ah, I know,” he said; “if I could only help!” 

“But you do; you do! Oh, if it were not for my lessons I don’t feel I could 
go on.” 

“Sit down in the arm-chair and smell the violets and let me sing to you. It 
will do you just as much good as a lesson.” 

Why weren’t all men like Mr. Peacock? 

“I wrote a poem after the concert last night-just about what I felt. Of 
course, it wasn’t personal. May I send it to you?” 

“Dear lady, I should be only too charmed!” 

By the end of the afternoon he was quite tired and lay down on a sofa to 
rest his voice before dressing. The door of his room was open. He could 
hear Adrian and his wife talking in the dining-room. 

“Do you know what that teapot reminds me of, Mummy? It reminds me 
of a little sitting-down kitten.” 

“Does it, Mr. Absurdity?” 

Reginald dozed. The telephone bell woke him. 

“7Enone Fell is speaking. Mr. Peacock, I have just heard that you are 
singing at Lord Timbuck’s tonight. Will you dine with me, and we can go 
on together afterwards?” And the words of his reply dropped like flowers 
down the telephone. 

“Dear lady, I should be only too charmed.” 

What a triumphant evening! The little dinner téte-d-téte with none Fell, 
the drive to Lord Timbuck’s in her white motor-car, when she thanked him 


again for the unforgettable joy. Triumph upon triumph! And Lord 
Timbuck’s champagne simply flowed. 

“Have some more champagne, Peacock,” said Lord Timbuck. Peacock, 
you notice—not Mr. Peacock—but Peacock, as if he were one of them. And 
wasn’t he? He was an artist. He could sway them all. And wasn’t he 
teaching them all to escape from life? How he sang! And as he sang, as in a 
dream he saw their feathers and their flowers and their fans, offered to him, 
laid before him, like a huge bouquet. 

“Have another glass of wine, Peacock.” 

“I could have any one I liked by lifting a finger,” thought Peacock, 
positively staggering home. 

But as he let himself into the dark flat his marvellous sense of elation 
began to ebb away. He turned up the light in the bedroom. His wife lay 
asleep, squeezed over to her side of the bed. He remembered suddenly how 
she had said when he had told her he was going out to dinner: “You might 
have let me know before!” And how he had answered: “Can’t you possibly 
speak to me without offending against even good manners?” It was 
incredible, he thought, that she cared so little for him—incredible that she 
wasn’t interested in the slightest in his triumphs and his artistic career. 
When so many women in her place would have given their eyes... . Yes, he 
knew it.... Why not acknowledge it? . . . And there she lay, an enemy, 
even in her sleep. . . . Must it ever be thus? he thought, the champagne still 
working. Ah, if we only were friends, how much I could tell her now! 
About this evening; even about Timbuck’s manner to me, and all that they 
said to me and so on and so on. If only I felt that she was here to come back 
to—that I could confide in her—and so on and so on. 

In his emotion he pulled off his evening boot and simply hurled it in the 
corner. The noise woke his wife with a terrible start. She sat up, pushing 
back her hair. And he suddenly decided to have one more try to treat her as 
a friend, to tell her everything, to win her. Down he sat on the side of the 
bed, and seized one of her hands. But of all those splendid things he had to 
say, not one could he utter. For some fiendish reason, the only words he 
could get out were: “Dear lady, I should be so charmed-—so charmed !” 


SUN AND MOON 


IN the afternoon the chairs came, a whole big cart full of little gold ones 
with their legs in the air. And then the flowers came. When you stared down 
from the balcony at the people carrying them the flower pots looked like 
funny awfully nice hats nodding up the path. 

Moon thought they were hats. She said: “Look. There’s a man wearing a 
palm on his head.” But she never knew the difference between real things 
and not real ones. 

There was nobody to look after Sun and Moon. Nurse was helping Annie 
alter Mother’s dress which was much-too-long-and-tight-under-the-arms 
and Mother was running all over the house and telephoning Father to be 
sure not to forget things. She only had time to say: “Out of my way, 
children!” 

They kept out of her way—at any rate Sun did. He did so hate being sent 
stumping back to the nursery. It didn’t matter about Moon. If she got 
tangled in people’s legs they only threw her up and shook her till she 
squeaked. But Sun was too heavy for that. He was so heavy that the fat man 

who came to dinner on Sundays used to say: “Now, young man, let’s try to 
lift you.” And then he’d put his thumbs under Sun’s arms and groan and try 
and give it up at last saying: “He’s a perfect little ton of bricks! 

Nearly all the furniture was taken out of the dining-room. The big piano 
was put in a corner and then there came a row of flower pots and then there 
came the goldy chairs. That was for the concert. When Sun looked in a 
white faced man sat at the piano—not playing, but banging at it and then 
looking inside. He had a bag of tools on the piano and he had stuck his hat 
on a statue against the wall. Sometimes he just started to play and then he 
jumped up again and looked inside. Sun hoped he wasn’t the concert. 

But of course the place to be in was the kitchen. There was a man helping 
in a cap like a blancmange, and their real cook, Minnie, was all red in the 
face and laughing. Not cross at all. She gave them each an almond finger 
and lifted them up on to the flour bin so that they could watch the 
wonderful things she and the man were making for supper. Cook brought in 
the things and he put them on dishes and trimmed them. Whole fishes, with 
their heads and eyes and tails still on, he sprinkled with red and green and 


yellow bits; he made squiggles all over the jellies, he stuck a collar on a 
ham and put a very thin sort of a fork in it; he dotted almonds and tiny 
round biscuits on the creams. And more and more things kept coming. 

“Ah, but you haven’t seen the ice pudding,” said Cook. “Come along.” 
Why was she being so nice, thought Sun as she gave them each a hand. And 
they looked into the refrigerator. 

Oh! Oh! Oh! It was a little house. It was a little pink house with white 
snow on the roof and green windows and a brown door and stuck in the 
door there was a nut for a handle. 

When Sun saw the nut he felt quite tired and had to lean against Cook. 

“Let me touch it. Just let me put my finger on the roof,” said Moon, 
dancing. She always wanted to touch all the food. Sun didn’t. 

“Now, my girl, look sharp with the table,” said Cook as the housemaid 
came in. 

“It’s a picture, Min,” said Nellie. “Come along and have a look.” So they 
all went into the dining-room. Sun and Moon were almost frightened. They 
wouldn’t go up to the table at first; they just stood at the door and made 
eyes at it. It wasn’t real night yet but the blinds were down in the dining- 
room and the lights turned on—and all the lights were red roses. Red ribbons 
and bunches of roses tied up the table at the corners. In the middle was a 
lake with rose petals floating on it. 

“That’s where the ice pudding is to be,” said Cook. 

Two silver lions with wings had fruit on their backs, and the salt cellars 
were tiny birds drinking out of basins. 

And all the winking glasses and shining plates and sparkling knives and 
forks—and all the food. And the little red table napkins made into roses. . . . 

“Are people going to eat the food?” asked Sun. 

“T should just think they were,” laughed Cook, laughing with Nellie. 
Moon laughed, too; she always did the same as other people. But Sun didn’t 
want to laugh. Round and round he walked with his hands behind his back. 
Perhaps he never would have stopped if Nurse hadn’t called suddenly: 
“Now then, children. It’s high time you were washed and dressed.” And 
they were marched off to the nursery. 

While they were being unbuttoned Mother looked in with a white thing 
over her shoulders; she was rubbing stuff on her face. 

“T’ll ring for them when I want them, Nurse, and then they can just come 
down and be seen and go back again,” said she. 


Sun was undressed first, nearly to his skin, and dressed again in a white 
shirt with red and white daisies speckled on it, breeches with strings at the 
sides and braces that came over, white socks and red shoes. 

“Now you’re in your Russian costume,” said Nurse, flattening down his 
fringe. 

“Am I?” said Sun. 

“Yes. Sit quiet in that chair and watch your little sister.” 

Moon took ages. When she had her socks put on she pretended to fall 
back on the bed and waved her legs at Nurse as she always did, and every 
time Nurse tried to make her curls with a finger and a wet brush she turned 
round and asked Nurse to show her the photo of her brooch or something 
like that. But at last she was finished too. Her dress stuck out, with fur on it, 
all white; there was even fluffy stuff on the legs of her drawers. Her shoes 
were white with big blobs on them. 

“There you are, my lamb,” said Nurse. “And you look like a sweet little 
cherub of a picture of a powder-puff!” Nurse rushed to the door. “Ma’am, 
one moment.” 

Mother came in again with half her hair down. 

“Oh,” she cried. “What a picture!” 

“Isn’t she,” said Nurse. 

And Moon held out her skirts by the tips and dragged one of her feet. Sun 
didn’t mind people not noticing him—much. ... 

After that they played clean tidy games up at the table while Nurse stood 
at the door, and when the carriages began to come and the sound of laughter 
and voices and soft rustlings came from down below she whispered: “Now 
then, children, stay where you are.” Moon kept jerking the table cloth so 
that it all hung down her side and Sun hadn’t any—and then she pretended 
she didn’t do it on purpose. 

At last the bell rang. Nurse pounced at them with the hair brush, flattened 
his fringe, made her bow stand on end, and joined their hands together. 

“Down you go!” she whispered. 

And down they went. Sun did feel silly holding Moon’s hand like that but 
Moon seemed to like it. She swung her arm and the bell on her coral 
bracelet jingled. 

At the drawing-room door stood Mother fanning herself with a black fan. 
The drawing-room was full of sweet smelling, silky, rustling ladies and men 


in black with funny tails on their coats—like beetles. Father was among 
them, talking very loud, and rattling something in his pocket. 

“What a picture!” cried the ladies. “Oh, the ducks! Oh, the lambs! Oh, the 
sweets! Oh, the pets!” 

All the people who couldn’t get at Moon kissed Sun, and a skinny old 
lady with teeth that clicked said: “Such a serious little poppet,” and rapped 
him on the head with something hard. 

Sun looked to see if the same concert was there, but he was gone. Instead, 
a fat man with a pink head leaned over the piano talking to a girl who held a 
violin at her ear. 

There was only one man that Sun really liked. He was a little grey man, 
with long grey whiskers, who walked about by himself. He came up to Sun 
and rolled his eyes in a very nice way and said: “Hullo, my lad.” Then he 
went away. But soon he came back again and said: “Fond of dogs?” Sun 
said: “Yes.” But then he went away again and though Sun looked for him 
everywhere he couldn’t find him. He thought perhaps he’d gone outside to 
fetch in a puppy. 

“Good night, my precious babies,” said Mother, folding them up in her 
bare arms. “Fly up to your little nest.” 

Then Moon went and made a silly of herself again. She put up her arms 
in front of everybody and said: “My Daddy must carry me.” 

But they seemed to like it, and Daddy swooped down and picked her up 
as he always did. 

Nurse was in such a hurry to get them to bed that she even interrupted 
Sun over his prayers and said: “Get on with them, child, do.” And the 
moment after they were in bed and in the dark except for the nightlight in 
its little saucer. 

“Are you asleep?” asked Moon. 

“No,” said Sun. “Are you?” 

“No,” said Moon. 

A long while after Sun woke up again. There was a loud, loud noise of 
clapping from downstairs, like when it rains. He heard Moon turn over. 

“Moon, are you awake?” 

“Yes, are you?” 

“Yes. Well, let’s go and look over the stairs.” 

They had just got settled on the top step when the drawing-room door 
opened and they heard the party cross over the hall into the dining-room. 


Then that door was shut; there was a noise of “pops” and laughing. Then 
that stopped and Sun saw them all walking round and round the lovely table 
with their hands behind their backs like he had done. Round and round they 
walked, looking and staring. The man with the grey whiskers liked the little 
house best. When he saw the nut for a handle he rolled his eyes like he did 
before and said to Sun: “Seen the nut?” 

“Don’t nod your head like that, Moon.” 

“I’m not nodding. It’s you.” 

“It is not. I never nod my head.” 

“O-oh, you do. You’re nodding it now.” 

“I’m not. I’m only showing you how not to do it.” 

When they woke up again they could only hear Father’s voice very loud, 
and Mother, laughing away. Father came out of the dining-room, bounded 
up the stairs, and nearly fell over them. 

“Hullo!” he said. “By Jove, Kitty, come and look at this.” 

Mother came out. “Oh, you naughty children,” said she from the hall. 

“Let’s have ’em down and give ’em a bone,” said Father. Sun had never 
seen him so jolly. 

“No, certainly not,” said Mother. 

“Oh, my Daddy, do! Do have us down,” said Moon. 

“I’m hanged if I won’t,” cried Father. “I won’t be bullied. Kitty-way 
there.” And he caught them up, one under each arm. 

Sun thought Mother would have been dreadfully cross. But she wasn’t. 
She kept on laughing at Father. 

“Oh, you dreadful boy!” said she. But she didn’t mean Sun. 

“Come on, kiddies. Come and have some pickings,” said this jolly Father. 
But Moon stopped a minute. 

“Mother—your dress is right off one side.” 

“Is it?” said Mother. And Father said “Yes” and pretended to bite her 
white shoulder, but she pushed him away. 

And so they went back to the beautiful dining-room. But—oh! oh! what 
had happened. The ribbons and the roses were all pulled untied. The little 
red table napkins lay on the floor, all the shining plates were dirty and all 
the winking glasses. The lovely food that the man had trimmed was all 
thrown about, and there were bones and bits and fruit peels and shells 
everywhere. There was even a bottle lying down with stuff coming out of it 
on to the cloth and nobody stood it up again. 


And the little pink house with the snow roof and the green windows was 
broken—broken-half melted away in the centre of the table. 

“Come on, Sun,” said Father, pretending not to notice. 

Moon lifted up her pyjama legs and shuffled up to the table and stood on 
a chair, squeaking away. 

“Have a bit of this ice,” said Father, smashing in some more of the roof. 

Mother took a little plate and held it for him; she put her other arm round 
his neck. 

“Daddy. Daddy,” shrieked Moon. “The little handle’s left. The little nut. 
Kin I eat it?” And she reached across and picked it out of the door and 
scrunched it up, biting hard and blinking. 

“Here, my lad,” said Father. 

But Sun did not move from the door. Suddenly he put up his head and 
gave a loud wail. 

“T think it’s horrid—horrid—horrid! “ he sobbed. 

“There, you see! “said Mother. “You see!” 

“Off with you,” said Father, no longer jolly. “This moment. Off you go!” 

And wailing loudly, Sun stumped off to the nursery. 


FEUILLE D’ALBUM 


HE really was an impossible person. Too shy altogether. With absolutely 
nothing to say for himself. And such a weight. Once he was in your studio 
he never knew when to go, but would sit on and on until you nearly 
screamed, and burned to throw something enormous after him when he did 
finally blush his way out-something like the tortoise stove. The strange 
thing was that at first sight he looked most interesting. Everybody agreed 
about that. You would drift into the café one evening and there you would 
see, sitting in a corner, with a glass of coffee in front of him, a thin dark 
boy, wearing a blue jersey with a little grey flannel jacket buttoned over it. 
And somehow that blue jersey and the grey jacket with the sleeves that 
were too short gave him the air of a boy that has made up his mind to run 
away to sea. Who has run away, in fact, and will get up in a moment and 
sling a knotted handkerchief containing his nightshirt and his mother’s 
picture on the end of a stick, and walk out into the night and be drowned. . . 
. Stumble over the wharf edge on his way to the ship, even. . . . He had 
black close-cropped hair, grey eyes with long lashes, white cheeks and a 
mouth pouting as though he were determined not to cry. ... How could one 
resist him? Oh, one’s heart was wrung at sight. And, as if that were not 
enough, there was his trick of blushing. ... Whenever the waiter came near 
him he turned crimson—he might have been just out of prison and the waiter 
in the know. ... 

“Who is he, my dear? Do you know?” 

“Yes. His name is Ian French. Painter. Awfully clever, they say. Someone 
started by giving him a mother’s tender care. She asked him how often he 
heard from home, whether he had enough blankets on his bed, how much 
milk he drank a day. But when she went round to his studio to give an eye 
to his socks, she rang and rang, and though she could have sworn she heard 
someone breathing inside, the door was not answered. . . . Hopeless!” 

Someone else decided that he ought to fall in love. She summoned him to 
her side, called him “boy,” leaned over him so that he might smell the 
enchanting perfume of her hair, took his arm, told him how marvellous life 
could be if one only had the courage, and went round to his studio one 
evening and rang and rang. . . . Hopeless. 


“What the poor boy really wants is thoroughly rousing,” said a third. So 
off they went to café’s and cabarets, little dances, places where you drank 
something that tasted like tinned apricot juice, but cost twenty-seven 
shillings a bottle and was called champagne, other places, too thrilling for 
words, where you sat in the most awful gloom, and where someone had 
always been shot the night before. But he did not turn a hair. Only once he 
got very drunk, but instead of blossoming forth, there he sat, stony, with 
two spots of red on his cheeks, like, my dear, yes, the dead image of that 
rag-time thing they were playing, like a “Broken Doll.” But when she took 
him back to his studio he had quite recovered, and said “good night” to her 
in the street below, as though they had walked home from church together. . 
. . Hopeless. 

After heaven knows how many more attempts—for the spirit of kindness 
dies very hard in women-they gave him up. Of course, they were still 
perfectly charming, and asked him to their shows, and spoke to him in the 
café but that was all. When one is an artist one has no time simply for 
people who won’t respond. Has one? 

“And besides I really think there must be something rather fishy 
somewhere... don’t you? It can’t all be as innocent as it looks! Why come 
to Paris if you want to be a daisy in the field? No, I’m not suspicious. But 

He lived at the top of a tall mournful building overlooking the river. One 
of those buildings that look so romantic on rainy nights and moonlight 
nights, when the shutters are shut, and the heavy door, and the sign 
advertising “a little apartment to let immediately” gleams forlorn beyond 
words. One of those buildings that smell so unromantic all the year round, 
and where the concierge lives in a glass cage on the ground floor, wrapped 
up in a filthy shawl, stirring something in a saucepan and ladling out tit-bits 
to the swollen old dog lolling on a bead cushion. . . . Perched up in the air 
the studio had a wonderful view. The two big windows faced the water; he 
could see the boats and the barges swinging up and down, and the fringe of 
an island planted with trees, like a round bouquet. The side window looked 
across to another house, shabbier still and smaller, and down below there 
was a flower market. You could see the tops of huge umbrellas, with frills 
of bright flowers escaping from them, booths covered with striped awning 
where they sold plants in boxes and clumps of wet gleaming palms in terra- 
cotta jars. Among the flowers the old women scuttled from side to side, like 


crabs. Really there was no need for him to go out. If he sat at the window 
until his white beard fell over the sill he still would have found something 
to draw. ... 

How surprised those tender women would have been if they had managed 
to force the door. For he kept his studio as neat as a pin. Everything was 
arranged to form a pattern, a little “still life’ as it were-the saucepans with 
their lids on the wall behind the gas stove, the bowl of eggs, milk jug and 
teapot on the shelf, the books and the lamp _ with the crinkly paper shade on 
the table. An Indian curtain that had a fringe of red leopards marching 
round it covered his bed by day, and on the wall beside the bed on a level 
with your eyes when you were lying down there was a small neatly printed 
notice: GET UP AT ONCE. 

Every day was much the same. While the light was good he slaved at his 
painting, then cooked his meals and tidied up the place. And in the evenings 
he went off to the café, or sat at home reading or making out the most 
complicated list of expenses headed: “What I ought to be able to do it on,” 
and ending with a sworn statement. . . “I swear not to exceed this amount 
for next month. Signed, Ian French.” 

Nothing very fishy about this; but those far-seeing women were quite 
right. It wasn’t all. 

One evening he was sitting at the side window eating some prunes and 
throwing the stones on to the tops of the huge umbrellas in the deserted 
flower market. It had been raining — the first real spring rain of the year had 
fallen—a bright spangle hung on everything, and the air smelled of buds and 
moist earth. Many voices sounding languid and content rang out in the 
dusky air, and the people who had come to close their windows and fasten 
the shutters leaned out instead. Down below in the market the trees were 
peppered with new green. What kind of trees were they? he wondered. And 
now came the lamplighter. He — stared at the house across the way, the 
small, shabby house, and suddenly, as if in answer to his gaze, two wings of 
windows opened and a girl came out on to the tiny balcony carrying a pot of 
daffodils. She was a strangely thin girl in a dark pinafore, with a pink 
handkerchief tied over her hair. Her sleeves were rolled up almost to her 
shoulders and her slender arms shone against the dark stuff. 

“Yes, it is quite warm enough. It will do them good,” she said, puffing 
down the pot and turning to someone in the room inside. As she turned she 
put her hands up to the handkerchief and tucked away some wisps of hair. 


She looked down at the deserted market and up at the sky, but where he sat 
there might have been a hollow in the air. She simply did not see the house 
opposite. And then she disappeared. 

His heart fell out of the side window of his studio, and down to the 
balcony of the house opposite—buried itself in the pot of daffodils under the 
half-opened buds and spears of green.. . . That room with the balcony was 
the sitting-room, and the one next door to it was the kitchen. He heard the 
clatter of the dishes as she washed up after supper, and then she came to the 
window, knocked a little mop against the ledge, and hung it on a nail to dry. 
She never sang or unbraided her hair, or held out her arms to the moon as 
young girls are supposed to do. And she always wore the same dark 
pinafore and the pink handkerchief over her hair. . .. Whom did she live 
with? Nobody else came to those two windows, and yet she was always 
talking to someone in the room. Her mother, he decided, was an invalid. 
They took in sewing. The father was dead. . . . He had been a journalist— 
very pale, with long moustaches, and a piece of black hair falling over his 
forehead. 

By working all day they just made enough money to live on, but they 
never went out and they had no friends. Now when he sat down at his table 
he had to make an entirely new set of sworn statements. . . . Not to go to the 
side window before a certain hour: signed, Ian French. Not to think about 
her until he had put away his painting things for the day: signed, Ian 
French. 

It was quite simple. She was the only person he really wanted to know, 
because she was, he decided, the only other person alive who was just his 
age. He couldn’t stand giggling girls, and he had no use for grown-up 
women. . . . She was his age, she was—well, just like him. He sat in his 
dusky studio, tired, with one arm hanging over the back of his chair, staring 
in at her window and seeing himself in there with her. She had a violent 
temper; they quarrelled terribly at times, he and she. She had a way of 
stamping her foot and twisting her hands in her pinafore . . . furious. And 
she very rarely laughed. Only when she told him about an absurd little 
kitten she once had who used to roar and pretend to be a lion when it was 
given meat to eat. Things like that made her laugh. . . . But as a rule they sat 
together very quietly; he, just as he was sitting now, and she with her hands 
folded in her lap and her feet tucked under, talking in low tones, or silent 
and tired after the day’s work. Of course, she never asked him about his 


pictures, and of course he made the most wonderful drawings of her which 
she hated, because he made her so thin and so dark. . . . But how could he 
get to know her? This might go on for years... . 

Then he discovered that once a week, in the evenings, she went out 
shopping. On two successive Thursdays she came to the window wearing 
an old-fashioned cape over the pinafore, and carrying a basket. From where 
he sat he could not see the door of her house, but on the next Thursday 
evening at the same time he snatched up his cap and ran down the stairs. 
There was a lovely pink light over everything. He saw it glowing in the 
river, and the people walking towards him had pink faces and pink hands. 

He leaned against the side of his house waiting for her and he had no idea 
of what he was going to do or say. “Here she comes,” said a voice in his 
head. She walked very quickly, with small, light steps; with one hand she 
carried the basket, with the other she kept the cape together. ... What could 
he do? He could only follow. ... First she went into the grocer’s and spent 
a long time in there, and then she went into the butcher’s where she had to 
wait her turn. Then she was an age at the draper’s matching something, and 
then she went to the fruit shop and bought a lemon. As he watched her he 
knew more surely than ever he must get to know her, now. Her composure, 
her seriousness and her loneliness, the very way she walked as though she 
was eager to be done with this world of grown-ups all was so natural to him 
and so inevitable. 

“Yes, she is always like that,” he thought proudly. “We have nothing to 
do with—these people.” 

But now she was on her way home and he was as far off as ever... . She 
suddenly turned into the dairy and he saw her through the window buying 
an egg. She picked it out of the basket with such care—a brown one, a 
beautifully shaped one, the one he would have chosen. And when she came 
out of the dairy he went in after her. In a moment he was out again, and 
following her past his house across the flower market, dodging among the 
huge umbrellas and treading on the fallen flowers and the round marks 
where the pots had stood. . . . Through her door he crept, and up the stairs 
after, taking care to tread in time with her so that she should not notice. 
Finally, she stopped on the landing, and took the key out of her purse. As 
she put it into the door he ran up and faced her. 

Blushing more crimson than ever, but looking at her severely he said, 
almost angrily: “Excuse me, Mademoiselle, you dropped this.” 


And he handed her an egg. 


A DILL PICKLE 


AND then, after six years, she saw him again. He was seated at one of those 
little bamboo tables decorated with a Japanese vase of paper daffodils. 
There was a tall plate of fruit in front of him, and very carefully, in a way 
she recognized immediately as his “special” way, he was peeling an orange. 

He must have felt that shock of recognition in her for he looked up and 
met her eyes. Incredible! He didn’t know her! She smiled; he frowned. She 
came towards him. He closed his eyes an instant, but opening them his face 
lit up as though he had struck a match in a dark room. He laid down the 
orange and pushed back his chair, and she took her little warm hand out of 
her muff and gave it to him. 

“Vera!” he exclaimed. “How strange. Really, for a moment I didn’t know 
you. Won’t you sit down? You’ve had lunch? Won’t you have some 
coffee?” 

She hesitated, but of course she meant to. 

“Yes, I’d like some coffee.” And she sat down opposite him. 

“You’ve changed. You’ve changed very much,” he said, staring at her 
with that eager, lighted look. “You look so well. I’ve never seen you look 
so well before.” 

“Really?” She raised her veil and unbuttoned her high fur collar. “I don’t 
feel very well. I can’t bear this weather, you know.” 

“Ah, no. You hate the cold... .” 

“Loathe it.” She shuddered. “And the worst of it is that the older one 
grows...” 

He interrupted her. “Excuse me,” and tapped on the table for the waitress. 
“Please bring some coffee and cream.” To her: “You are sure you won’t eat 
anything? Some fruit, perhaps. The fruit here is very good.” 

“No, thanks. Nothing.” 

“Then that’s settled.” And smiling just a hint too broadly he took up the 
orange again. “You were saying—the older one grows—” 

“The colder,’ she laughed. But she was thinking how well she 
remembered that trick of his—the trick of interrupting her—and of how it 
used to exasperate her six years ago. She used to feel then as though he, 
quite suddenly, in the middle of what she was saying, put his hand over her 


lips, turned from her, attended to something different, and then took his 
hand away, and with just the same slightly too broad smile, gave her his 
attention again. .. . Now we are ready. That is settled. 

“The colder!” He echoed her words, laughing too. “Ah, ah. You still say 
the same things. And there is another thing about you that is not changed 

at all-your beautiful voice—your beautiful way of speaking.” Now he was 
very grave; he leaned towards her, and she smelled the warm, stinging scent 
of the orange peel. “You have only to say one word and I would know your 
voice among all other voices. I don’t know what it is—I’ve often wondered— 
that makes your voice such a—haunting memory. . . . Do you remember that 
first afternoon we spent together at Kew Gardens? You were so surprised 
because I did not know the names of any flowers. I am still just as ignorant 
for all your telling me. But whenever it is very fine and warm, and I see 
some bright colours—it’s awfully strange-I hear your voice saying: 
‘Geranium, marigold, and verbena.’ And I feel those three words are all I 
recall of some forgotten, heavenly language. . . . You remember that 
afternoon?” 

“Oh, yes, very well.” She drew a long, soft breath, as though the paper 
daffodils between them were almost too sweet to bear. Yet, what had 
remained in her mind of that particular afternoon was an absurd scene over 
the tea table. A great many people taking tea in a Chinese pagoda, and he 
behaving like a maniac about the wasps—waving them away, flapping at 
them with his straw hat, serious and infuriated out of all proportion to the 
occasion. How delighted the sniggering tea drinkers had been. And how she 
had suffered. 

But now, as he spoke, that memory faded. His was the truer. Yes, it had 
been a wonderful afternoon, full of geranium and marigold and verbena, 
and—warm sunshine. Her thoughts lingered over the last two words as 
though she sang them. 

In the warmth, as it were, another memory unfolded. She saw herself 
sitting on a lawn. He lay beside her, and suddenly, after a long silence, he 
rolled over and put his head in her lap. 

“T wish,” he said, in a low, troubled voice, “I wish that I had taken poison 
and were about to die—here now!” 

At that moment a little girl in a white dress, holding a long, dripping 
water lily, dodged from behind a bush, stared at them, and dodged back 
again. But he did not see. She leaned over him. 


“Ah, why do you say that? I could not say that.” 

But he gave a kind of soft moan, and taking her hand he held it to his 
cheek. 

“Because I know I am going to love you too much—far too much. And I 
shall suffer so terribly, Vera, because you never, never will love me.” 

He was certainly far better looking now than he had been then. He had 
lost all that dreamy vagueness and indecision. Now he had the air of a man 
who has found his place in life, and fills it with a confidence and an 
assurance which was, to say the least, impressive. He must have made 
money, too. His clothes were admirable, and at that moment he pulled a 
Russian cigarette case out of his pocket. 

“Won’t you smoke?” 

“Yes, I will.” She hovered over them. “They look very good.” 

“T think they are. I get them made for me by a little man in St. James’s 
Street. I don’t smoke very much. I’m not like you—but when I do, they must 
be delicious, very fresh cigarettes. Smoking isn’t a habit with me; it’s a 
luxury—like perfume. Are you still so fond of perfumes? Ah, when I was in 
Russia...” 

She broke in: “You’ve really been to Russia?” 

“Oh, yes. I was there for over a year. Have you forgotten how we used to 
talk of going there?” 

“No, I’ve not forgotten.” 

He gave a strange half laugh and leaned back in his chair. “Isn’t it 
curious. I have really carried out all those journeys that we planned. Yes, I 
have been to all those places that we talked of, and stayed in them long 
enough to—as you used to say, ‘air oneself” in them. In fact, I have spent the 
last three years of my life travelling all the time. Spain, Corsica, Siberia, 
Russia, Egypt. The only country left is China, and I mean to go there, too, 
when the war is over.” 

As he spoke, so lightly, tapping the end of his cigarette against the ash- 
tray, she felt the strange beast that had slumbered so long within her bosom 
stir, stretch itself, yawn, prick up its ears, and suddenly bound to its feet, 
and fix its longing, hungry stare upon those far away places. But all she. 
said was, smiling gently: “How I envy you.” 

He accepted that. “It has been,” he said, “very wonderful—especially 
Russia. Russia was all that we had imagined, and far, far more. I even spent 


some days on a river boat on the Volga. Do you remember that boatman’s 
song that you used to play?” 

“Yes.” It began to play in her mind as she spoke. 

“Do you ever play it now?” 

“No, I’ve no piano.” 

He was amazed at that. “But what has become of your beautiful piano?” 

She made a little grimace. “Sold. Ages ago.” 

“But you were so fond of music,” he wondered. 

“T’ve no time for it now,” said she. 

He let it go at that. “That river life,’ he went on, “is something quite 
special. After a day or two you cannot realize that you have ever known 
another. And it is not necessary to know the language-the life of the boat 
creates a bond between you and the people that’s more than sufficient. You 
eat with them, pass the day with them, and in the evening there is that 
endless singing.” 

She shivered, hearing the boatman’s song break out again loud and tragic, 
and seeing the boat floating on the darkening river with melancholy trees on 
either side. .. . “Yes, I should like that,” said she, stroking her muff. 

“You'd like almost everything about Russian life,” he said warmly. “It’s 
so informal, so impulsive, so free without question. And then the peasants 
are so splendid. They are such human beings—yes, that is it. Even the man 
who drives your carriage has—has some real part in what is happening. I 
remember the evening a party of us, two friends of mine and the wife of one 
of them, went for a picnic by the Black Sea. We took supper and 
champagne and ate and drank on the grass. And while we were eating the 
coachman came up. ‘Have a dill pickle,’ he said. He wanted to share with 
us. That seemed to me so right, so-you know what I mean?” 

And she seemed at that moment to be sitting on the grass beside the 
mysteriously Black Sea, black as velvet, and rippling against the banks in 
silent, velvet waves. She saw the carriage drawn up to one side of the road, 
and the little group on the grass, their faces and hands white in the 
moonlight. She saw the pale dress of the woman outspread and her folded 
parasol, lying on the grass like a huge pearl crochet hook. Apart from them, 
with his supper in a cloth on his knees, sat the coachman. “Have a dill 
pickle,” said he, and although she was not certain what a dill pickle was, 
she saw the greenish glass jar with a red chili like a parrot’s beak 


glimmering through. She sucked in her cheeks; the dill pickle was terribly 
sour... 

“Yes, I know perfectly what you mean,” she said. 

In the pause that followed they looked at each other. In the past when 
they had looked at each other like that they had felt such a boundless 
understanding between them that their souls had, as it were, put their arms 
round each other and dropped into the same sea, content to be drowned, like 
mournful lovers. But now, the surprising thing was that it was he who held 
back. He who said: 

“What a marvellous listener you are. When you look at me with those 
wild eyes I feel that I could tell you things that I would never breathe to 
another human being.” 

Was there just a hint of mockery in his voice or was it her fancy? She 
could not be sure. 

“Before I met you,” he said, “I had never spoken of myself to anybody. 
How well I remember one night, the night that I brought you the little 
Christmas tree, telling you all about my childhood. And of how I was so 
miserable that I ran away and lived under a cart in our yard for two days 
without being discovered. And you listened, and your eyes shone, and I felt 
that you had even made the little Christmas tree listen too, as in a fairy 
story.” 

But of that evening she had remembered a little pot of caviare. It had cost 
seven and sixpence. He could not get over it. Think of it—a tiny jar like that 
costing seven and sixpence. While she ate it he watched her, delighted and 
shocked. 

“No, really, that is eating money. You could not get seven shillings into 
a little pot that size. Only think of the profit they must make. .. . “ And he 
had begun some immensely complicated calculations. .. . But now good- 
bye to the caviare. The Christmas tree was on the table, and the little boy 
lay under the cart with his head pillowed on the yard dog. 

“The dog was called Bosun,” she cried delightedly. 

But he did not follow. “Which dog? Had you a dog? I don’t remember a 
dog at all.” 

“No, no. I meant the yard dog when you were a little boy.” He laughed 
and snapped the cigarette case to. 

“Was he? Do you know I had forgotten that. It seems such ages ago. I 
cannot believe that it is only six years. After I had recognized you today—I 


had to take such a leap—I had to take a leap over my whole life to get back 
to that time. I was such a kid then.” He drummed on the table. “I’ve often 
thought how I must have bored you. And now I understand so perfectly 
why you wrote to me as you did—although at the time that letter nearly 
finished my life. I found it again the other day, and I couldn’t help laughing 
as I read it. It was so clever—such a true picture of me.” He glanced up. 
“You’re not going?” 

She had buttoned her collar again and drawn down her veil. 

“Yes, | am afraid I must,” she said, and managed a smile. Now she knew 
that he had been mocking. 

“Ah, no, please,” he pleaded. “Don’t go just for a moment,” and he 
caught up one of her gloves from the table and clutched at it as if that would 
hold her. “I see so few people to talk to nowadays, that I have turned into a 
sort of barbarian,” he said. “Have I said something to hurt you?” 

“Not a bit,” she lied. But as she watched him draw her glove through his 
fingers, gently, gently, her anger really did die down, and besides, at the 
moment he looked more like himself of six years ago... . 

“What I really wanted then,” he said softly, “was to be a sort of carpet—to 
make myself into a sort of carpet for you to walk on so that you need not be 
hurt by the sharp stones and mud that you hated so. It was nothing more 
positive than that-nothing more selfish. Only I did desire, eventually, to 
turn into a magic carpet and carry you away to all those lands you longed to 
see.” 

As he spoke she lifted her head as though she drank something; the 
strange beast in her bosom began to purr. . . 

“T felt that you were more lonely than anybody else in the world,” he 
went on, “and yet, perhaps, that you were the only person in the world who 
was really, truly alive. Born out of your time,” he murmured, stroking the 
glove, “fated.” 

Ah, God! What had she done! How had she _ dared to throw away her 
happiness like this. This was the only man who had ever understood her. 
Was it too late? Could it be too late? She was that glove that he held in his 
fingers. ... 

“And then the fact that you had no friends and never had made friends 
with people. How I understood that, for neither had I. Is it just the same 
now?” 

“Yes,” she breathed. “Just the same. I am as alone as ever.” 


“So am I,” he laughed gently, “just the same.” Suddenly with a quick 
gesture he handed her back the glove and scraped his chair on the floor. 
“But what seemed to me so mysterious then is perfectly plain to me now. 
And to you, too, of course. . . . It simply was that we were such egoists, so 
self-engrossed, so wrapped up in ourselves that we hadn’t a corner in our 
hearts for anybody else. Do you know,” he cried, naive and hearty, and 
dreadfully like another side of that old self again, “I began studying a Mind 
System when I was in Russia, and I found that we were not peculiar at all. 
It’s quite a well-known form of .. .” 

She had gone. He sat there, thunder-struck, astounded beyond words. . . . 
And then he asked the waitress for his bill. 

“But the cream has not been touched,” he said. “Please do not charge me 
for it.” 


THE LITTLE GOVERNESS 


OH, dear, how she wished that it wasn’t night-time. She’d have much rather 
travelled by day, much much rather. But the lady at the Governess Bureau 
said: “You had better take an evening boat and then if you get into a 
compartment for ‘Ladies Only’ in the train you will be far safer than 
sleeping in a foreign hotel. Don’t go out of the carriage; don’t walk about 
the corridors and be sure to lock the lavatory door if you go there. The train 
arrives at Munich at eight o’clock, and Frau Arnholdt says that the Hotel 
Grunewald is only one minute away. A porter can take you there. She will 
arrive at six the same evening, so you will have a nice quiet day to rest after 
the journey and rub up your German. And when you want anything to eat I 
would advise you to pop into the nearest baker’s and get a bun and some 
coffee. You haven’t been abroad before, have you?” “No.” “Well, I always 
tell my girls that it’s better to mistrust people at first rather than trust them, 
and it’s safer to suspect people of evil intentions rather than good ones.... 
It sounds rather hard but we’ve got to be women of the world, haven’t we?” 

It had been nice in the Ladies’ Cabin. The stewardess was so kind and 
changed her money for her and tucked up her feet. She lay on one of the 
hard pink-sprigged couches and watched the other passengers, friendly and 
natural, pinning their hats to the bolsters, taking off their boots and skirts, 
opening dressing-cases and arranging mysterious rustling little packages, 
tying their heads up in veils before lying down. Thud, thud, thud, went the 
steady screw of the steamer. The stewardess pulled a green shade over the 
light and sat down by the stove, her skirt turned back over her knees, a long 
piece of knitting on her lap. On a shelf above her head there was a water- 
bottle with a tight bunch of flowers stuck in it. “I like travelling very 
much,” thought the little governess. She smiled and yielded to the warm 
rocking. 

But when the boat stopped and she went up on deck, her dress-basket in 
one hand, her rug and umbrella in the other, a cold, strange wind flew under 
her hat. She looked up at the masts and spars of the ship, black against a 
green glittering sky, and down to the dark landing-stage where strange 
muffled figures lounged, waiting; she moved forward with the sleepy flock, 
all knowing where to go to and what to do except her, and she felt afraid. 


Just a little-just enough to wish—oh, to wish that it was daytime and that one 
of those women who had smiled at her in the glass, when they both did 
their hair in the Ladies’ Cabin, was somewhere near now. “Tickets, please. 
Show your tickets. Have your tickets ready.” She went down the gangway 
balancing herself carefully on her heels. Then a man in a black leather cap 
came forward and touched her on the arm. “Where for, Miss?” He spoke 
English—he must be a guard or a stationmaster with a cap like that. She had 
scarcely answered when he pounced on her dress-basket. “This way,” he 
shouted, in a rude, determined voice, and elbowing his way he strode past 
the people. “But I don’t want a porter.” What a horrible man! “I don’t want 
a porter. I want to carry it myself.” She had to run to keep up with him, and 
her anger, far stronger than she, ran before her and snatched the bag out of 
the wretch’s hand. He paid no attention at all, but swung on down the long 
dark platform, and across a railway line. “He is a robber.” She was sure he 
was a robber as she stepped between the silvery rails and felt the cinders 
crunch under her shoes. On the other side—oh, thank goodness!—there was a 
train with Munich written on it. The man stopped by the huge lighted 
carriages. “Second class?” asked the insolent voice. “Yes, a Ladies’ 
compartment.” She was quite out of breath. She opened her little purse to 
find something small enough to give this horrible man while he tossed her 
dress-basket into the rack of an empty carriage that had a ticket, Dames 
Seules, gummed on the window. She got into the train and handed him 
twenty centimes. “What’s this?” shouted the man, glaring at the money and 
then at her, holding it up to his nose, sniffing at 1t as though he had never in 
his life seen, much less held, such a sum. “It’s a franc. You know that, don’t 
you? It’s a franc. That’s my fare!” A franc! Did he imagine that she was 
going to give him a franc for playing a trick like that just because she was a 
girl and travelling alone at night? Never, never! She squeezed her purse in 
her hand and simply did not see him—she looked at a view of St. Malo on 
the wall opposite and simply did not hear him. “Ah, no. Ah, no. Four sous. 
You make a mistake. Here, take it. It’s a franc I want.” He leapt on to the 
step of the train and threw the money on to her lap. Trembling with terror 
she screwed herself tight, tight, and put out an icy hand and took the 
money—stowed it away in her hand. “That’s all you’re going to get,” she 
said. For a minute or two she felt his sharp eyes pricking her all over, while 
he nodded slowly, pulling down his mouth: “Ve-ry well. 7rrrées bien.” He 
shrugged his shoulders and disappeared into the dark. Oh, the relief! How 


simply terrible that had been! As she stood up to feel if the dress-basket was 
firm she caught sight of herself in the mirror, quite white, with big round 
eyes. She untied her “motor veil” and unbuttoned her green cape. “But it’s 
all over now,” she said to the mirror face, feeling in some way that it was 
more frightened than she. 

People began to assemble on the platform. They stood together in little 
groups talking; a strange light from the station lamps painted their faces 
almost green. A little boy in red clattered up with a huge tea-wagon and 
leaned against it, whistling and flicking his boots with a serviette. A woman 
in a black alpaca apron pushed a barrow with pillows for hire. Dreamy and 
vacant she looked—like a woman wheeling a perambulator—up and down, up 
and down—with a sleeping baby inside it. Wreaths of white smoke floated 
up from somewhere and hung below the roof like misty vines. “How 
strange it all is,” thought the little governess, “and the middle of the night, 
too.” She looked out from her safe corner, frightened no longer but proud 
that she had not given that franc. “I can look after myself—of course I can. 
The great thing is not to—” Suddenly from the corridor there came a 
stamping of feet and men’s voices, high and broken with snatches of loud 
laughter. They were coming her way. The little governess shrank into her 
corner as four young men in bowler hats passed, staring through the door 
and window. One of them, bursting with the joke, pointed to the notice 
Dames Seules and the four bent down the better to see the one little girl in 
the corner. Oh dear, they were in the carriage next door. She heard them 
tramping about, and then a sudden hush followed by a tall thin fellow with a 
tiny black moustache who flung her door open. “If mademoiselle cares to 
come in with us,” he said, in French. She saw the others crowding behind 
him, peeping under his arm and over his shoulder, and she sat very straight 
and still. “If mademoiselle will do us the honour,” mocked the tall man. 
One of them could be quiet no longer; his laughter went off in a loud crack. 
“Mademoiselle is serious,” persisted the young man, bowing and 
grimacing. He took off his hat with a flourish, and she was alone again. 

“En voiture. En voi-ture! “ Someone ran up and down beside the train. “T 
wish it wasn’t night-time. I wish there was another woman in the carriage. 
I’m frightened of the men next door.” The little governess looked out to see 
her porter coming back again—-the same man making for her carriage with 
his arms full of luggage. But—but what was he doing? He put his thumb nail 
under the label Dames Seules and tore it right off, and then stood aside 


squinting at her while an old man wrapped in a plaid cape climbed up the 
high step. “But this is a ladies’ compartment.” “Oh no, Mademoiselle, you 
make a mistake. No, no I assure you. Merci, Monsieur.” “En voi-turre! “ A 
shrill whistle. The porter stepped off triumphant and the train started. For a 
moment or two big tears brimmed her eyes and through them she saw the 
old man unwinding a scarf from his neck and untying the flaps of his Jaeger 
cap. He looked very old. Ninety at least. He had a white moustache and big 
gold-rimmed spectacles with little blue eyes behind them and pink wrinkled 
cheeks. A nice face—and charming the way he bent forward and said in 
halting French: “Do I disturb you, Mademoiselle? Would you rather I took 
all these things out of the rack and found another carriage?” What! that old 
man have to move all those heavy things just because she . . . “No, it’s quite 
all right. You don’t disturb me at all.” “Ah, a thousand thanks.” He sat 
down opposite her and unbuttoned the cape of his enormous coat and flung 
it off his shoulders. 

The train seemed glad to have left the station. With a long leap it sprang 
into the dark. She rubbed a place in the window with her glove but she 
could see nothing—just a tree outspread like a black fan or a scatter of lights, 
or the line of a hill, solemn and huge. In the carriage next door the young 
men started singing “Un, deux, trois.” They sang the same song over and 
over at the tops of their voices. 

“T never could have dared to go to sleep if I had been alone,” she decided. 
“T couldn t have put my feet up or even taken off my hat.” The singing gave 
her a queer little tremble in her stomach and, hugging herself to stop it, with 
her arms crossed under her cape, she felt really glad to have the old man in 
the carriage with her. Careful to see that he was not looking she peeped at 
him through her long lashes. He sat extremely upright, the chest thrown out, 
the chin well in, knees pressed together, reading a German paper. That was 
why he spoke French so funnily. He was a German. Something in the army, 
she supposed—a Colonel or a General—once, of course, not now; he was too 
old for that now. How spick and span he looked for an old man. He wore a 
pearl pin stuck in his black tie and a ring with a dark red stone on his little 
finger; the tip of a white silk handkerchief showed in the pocket of his 
double-breasted jacket. Somehow, altogether, he was really nice to look at. 
Most old men were so horrid. She couldn’t bear them doddery—or they had 
a disgusting cough or something. But not having a beard—that made all the 
difference—and then his cheeks were so pink and his moustache so very 


white. Down went the German paper and the old man leaned forward with 
the same delightful courtesy: “Do you speak German, Mademoiselle?” “Ja, 
ein wenig, mehr als Franzosisch,” said the little governess, blushing a deep 
pink colour that spread slowly over her cheeks and made her blue eyes look 
almost black. “Ach, so!” The old man bowed graciously. “Then perhaps 
you would care to look at some illustrated papers.” He slipped a rubber 
band from a little roll of them and handed them across. “Thank you very 
much.” She was very fond of looking at pictures, but first she would take 
off her hat and gloves. So she stood up, unpinned the brown straw and put it 
neatly in the rack beside the dress-basket, stripped off her brown kid gloves, 
paired them in a tight roll and put them in the crown of the hat for safety, 
and then sat down again, more comfortably this time, her feet crossed, the 
papers on her lap. How kindly the old man in the corner watched her bare 
little hand turning over the big white pages, watched her lips moving as she 
pronounced the long words to herself, rested upon her hair that fairly blazed 
under the light. Alas! how tragic for a little governess to possess hair that 
made one think of tangerines and marigolds, of apricots and tortoiseshell 
cats and champagne! Perhaps that was what the old man was thinking as he 
gazed and gazed, and that not even the dark ugly clothes could disguise her 
soft beauty. Perhaps the flush that licked his cheeks and lips was a flush of 
rage that anyone so young and tender should have to travel alone and 
unprotected through the night. Who knows he was not murmuring in his 
sentimental German fashion: “Ja, es ist eine Tragoedie! Would to God I 
were the child’s grandpapa!” 

“Thank you very much. They were very interesting.” She smiled prettily 
handing back the papers. “But you speak German extremely well,” said the 
old man. “You have been in Germany before, of course?” “Oh no, this is the 
first time’—a little pause, then—’this is the first time that I have ever been 
abroad at all.” “Really! I am surprised. You gave me the impression, if I 
may say so, that you were accustomed to travelling.” “Oh, well—I have been 
about a good deal in England, and to Scotland, once.” “So. I myself have 
been in England once, but I could not learn English.” He raised one hand 


and shook his head, laughing. “No, it was too difficult for me. . . . “Ow-do- 
you-do. Please vich is ze vay to Leicestaire Squaare.’” She laughed too. 
“Foreigners always say .. . “ They had quite a little talk about it. “But you 


will like Munich,” said the old man. “Munich is a wonderful city. 
Museums, pictures, galleries, fine buildings and shops, concerts, theatres, 


restaurants—all are in Munich. I have travelled all over Europe many, many 
times in my life, but it is always to Munich that I return. You will enjoy 
yourself there.” “I am not going to stay in Munich,” said the little 
governess, and she added shyly, “I am going to a post as governess to a 
doctor’s family in Augsburg.” “Ah, that was it.” Augsburg he knew. 
Augsburg—well—was not beautiful. A solid manufacturing town. But if 
Germany was new to her he hoped she would find something interesting 
there too. “I am sure I shall.” “But what a pity not to see Munich before you 
go. You ought to take a little holiday on your way’—he smiled—’and store up 
some pleasant memories.” “I am afraid I could not do that,” said the little 
governess, shaking her head, suddenly important and serious. “And also, if 
one is alone . . . “ He quite understood. He bowed, serious too. They were 
silent after that. The train shattered on, baring its dark, flaming breast to the 
hills and to the valleys. It was warm in the carriage. She seemed to lean 
against the dark rushing and to be carried away and away. Little sounds 
made themselves heard; steps in the corridor, doors opening and shutting—a 


murmur of voices—whistling. .. . Then the window was pricked with long 
needles of rain... . But it did not matter .. . it was outside . . . and she had 
her umbrella . . . she pouted, sighed, opened and shut her hands once and 


fell fast asleep. 


“Pardon! Pardon!” The sliding back of the carriage door woke her with a 
start. What had happened? Someone had come in and gone out again. The 
old man sat in his corner, more upright than ever, his hands in the pockets 
of his coat, frowning heavily. “Ha! ha! ha!” came from the carriage next 
door. Still half asleep, she put her hands to her hair to make sure it wasn’t a 
dream. “Disgraceful!” muttered the old man more to himself than to her. 
“Common, vulgar fellows! I am afraid they disturbed you, gracious 
Fraulein, blundering in here like that.” No, not really. She was just going 
to wake up, and she took out her silver watch to look at the time. Half-past 
four. A cold blue light filled the window panes. Now when she rubbed a 
place she could see bright patches of fields, a clump of white houses like 
mushrooms, a road “like a picture” with poplar trees on either side, a thread 
of river. How pretty it was! How pretty and how different! Even those pink 
clouds in the sky looked foreign. It was cold, but she pretended that it was 
far colder and rubbed her hands together and shivered, pulling at the collar 
of her coat because she was so happy. 


The train began to slow down. The engine gave a long shrill whistle. 
They were coming to a town. Taller houses, pink and yellow, glided by, fast 
asleep behind their green eyelids, and guarded by the poplar trees that 
quivered in the blue air as if on tiptoes, listening. In one house a woman 
opened the shutters, flung a red and white mattress across the window 
frame and stood staring at the train. A pale woman with black hair and a 
white woollen shawl over her shoulders. More women appeared at the 
doors and at the windows of the sleeping houses. There came a flock of 
sheep. The shepherd wore a blue blouse and pointed wooden shoes. Look! 
look what flowers—and by the railway station too! Standard roses like 
bridesmaids’ bouquets, white geraniums, waxy pink ones that you would 
never see out of a greenhouse at home. Slower and slower. A man with a 

watering—can was spraying the platform. “A-a-a-ah!”» Somebody came 
running and waving his arms. A huge fat woman waddled through the glass 
doors of the station with a tray of strawberries. Oh, she was thirsty! She was 
very thirsty! “A-a-a-ah!” The same somebody ran back again. The train 
stopped. 

The old man pulled his coat round him and got up, smiling at her. He 
murmured something she didn’t quite catch, but she smiled back at him as 
he left the carriage. While he was away the little governess looked at herself 
again in the glass, shook and patted herself with the precise practical care of 
a girl who is old enough to travel by herself and has nobody else to assure 
her that she is “quite all right behind.” Thirsty and thirsty! The air tasted of 
water. She let down the window and the fat woman with the strawberries 
passed as if on purpose, holding up the tray to her. “Nein, danke,” said the 
little governess, looking at the big berries on their gleaming leaves. “Wei 
viel? “ she asked as the fat woman moved away. “Two marks fifty, 
Fraulein.” “Good gracious!” She came in from the window and sat down in 
the corner, very sobered for a minute. Half a crown! “H-0-0-0-0-e-e-e!” 
shrieked the train, gathering itself together to be off again. She hoped the 
old man wouldn’t be left behind. Oh, it was daylight—everything was lovely 
if only she hadn’t been so thirsty. Where was the old man—oh, here he 
was-she dimpled at him as though he were an old accepted friend as he 
closed the door and, turning, took from under his cape a basket of the 
strawberries. “If Fraulein would honour me by accepting these . . . “ “What, 
for me?” But she drew back and raised her hands as though he were about 
to put a wild little kitten on her lap. 


“Certainly, for you,” said the old man. “For myself it is twenty years 
since I was brave enough to eat strawberries.” “Oh, thank you so very 
much. Danke bestens,” she stammered, “sie sind so sehr schon! “ “Eat them 
and see,” said the old man, looking pleased and friendly. “You won’t have 
even one?” “No, no, no.” Timidly and charmingly her hand hovered. They 
were so big and juicy she had to take two bites to them-—the juice ran all 
down her fingers—and it was while she munched the berries that she first 
thought of the old man as her grandfather. What a perfect grandfather he 
would make! Just like one out of a book! 

The sun came out, the pink clouds in the sky, the strawberry clouds were 
eaten by the blue. “Are they good?” asked the old man. “As good as they 
look?” 

When she had eaten them she felt she had known him for years. She told 
him about Frau Arnholdt and how she had got the place. Did he know the 
Hotel Grunewald? Frau Arnholdt would not arrive until the evening. He 
listened, listened until he knew as much about the affair as she did, until he 

said—-not looking at her—but smoothing the palms of his brown suéde 
gloves together: “I wonder if you would let me show you a little of Munich 
to-day. Nothing much—but just perhaps a picture gallery and the Englischer 
Garten. It seems such a pity that you should have to spend the day at the 
hotel, and also a little uncomfortable . . . in a strange place. Nicht wahr? 
You would be back there by the early afternoon or whenever you wish, of 
course, and you would give an old man a great deal of pleasure.” 

It was not until long after she had said “Yes’—because the moment she 
had said it and he had thanked her he began telling her about his travels in 
Turkey and attar of roses—that she wondered whether she had done wrong. 
After all, she really did not know him. But he was so old and he had been so 
very kind—not to mention the strawberries. . . . And she couldn’t have 
explained the reason why she said “No,” and it was her Jast day in a way, 
her last day to really enjoy herself in. “Was I wrong? Was I?” A drop of 
sunlight fell into her hands and lay there, warm and quivering. “If I might 
accompany you as far as the hotel,” he suggested, “and call for you again at 
about ten o’clock.” He took out his pocket-book and handed her a card. 
“Herr Regierungsrat. ... “ He had a title! Well, it was bound to be all right! 
So after that the little governess gave herself up to the excitement of being 
really abroad, to looking out and reading the foreign advertisement signs, 
to being told about the places they came to—having her attention and 


enjoyment looked after by the charming old grandfather—until they reached 
Munich and the Hauptbahnhof. “Porter! Porter!” He found her a porter, 
disposed of his own luggage in a few words, guided her through the 
bewildering crowd out of the station down the clean white steps into the 
white road to the hotel. He explained who she was to the manager as though 
all this had been bound to happen, and then for one moment her little hand 
lost itself in the big brown suede ones. “I will call for you at ten o’clock.” 
He was gone. 

“This way, Fraulein,” said the waiter, who had been dodging behind the 
manager’s back, all eyes and ears for the strange couple. She followed him 
up two flights of stairs into a dark bedroom. He dashed down her dress- 
basket and pulled up a clattering, dusty blind. Ugh! what an ugly, cold 
room—what enormous furniture! Fancy spending the day in here! “Is this the 
room Frau Arnholdt ordered?” asked the little governess. The waiter had a 
curious way of staring as if there was something funny about her. He pursed 
up his lips about to whistle, and then changed his mind. “Gewiss,” he said. 
Well, why didn’t he go? Why did he stare so? “Gehen Sie,” said the little 
governess, with frigid English simplicity. His little eyes, like currants, 
nearly popped out of his doughy cheeks. “Gehen Sie sofort,’ she repeated 
icily. At the door he turned. “And the gentleman,” said he, “shall I show 
the gentleman upstairs when he comes?” 


Over the white streets big white clouds fringed with silver—and sunshine 
everywhere. Fat, fat coachmen driving fat cabs; funny women with little 
round hats cleaning the tramway lines; people laughing and pushing against 
one another; trees on both sides of the streets and everywhere you looked 
almost, immense fountains; a noise of laughing from the footpaths or the 
middle of the streets or the open windows. And beside her, more beautifully 
brushed than ever, with a rolled umbrella in one hand and yellow gloves 
instead of brown ones, her grandfather who had asked her to spend the day. 
She wanted to run, she wanted to hang on his arm, she wanted to cry every 
minute, “Oh, I am so frightfully happy!” He guided her across the roads, 
stood still while she “looked,” and his kind eyes beamed on her and he said 
“just whatever you wish.” She ate two white sausages and two little rolls of 
fresh bread at eleven o’clock in the morning and she drank some beer, 
which he told her wasn’t intoxicating, wasn’t at all like English beer, out of 
a glass like a flower vase. And then they took a cab and really she must 


have seen thousands and thousands of wonderful classical pictures in about 
a quarter of an hour! “I shall have to think them over when I am alone.” . . 
. But when they came out of the picture gallery it was raining. The 
grandfather unfurled his umbrella and held it over the little governess. They 
started to walk to the restaurant for lunch. She, very close beside him so 
that he should have some of the umbrella too. “It goes easier,” he remarked 
in a detached way, “if you take my arm, Fraulein. And besides it is the 
custom in Germany.” So she took his arm and walked beside him while he 
pointed out the famous statues, so interested that he quite forgot to put 
down the umbrella even when the rain was long over. 

After lunch they went to a café to hear a gypsy band, but she did not like 
that at all. Ugh! such horrible men were there with heads like eggs and cuts 
on their faces, so she turned her chair and cupped her burning cheeks in her 
hands and watched her old friend instead .. .. Then they went to the 
Englischer Garten. 

“I wonder what the time is,” asked the little governess. “My watch has 
stopped. I forgot to wind it in the train last night. We’ve seen such a lot of 
things that I feel it must be quite late.” “Late!’’ He stopped in front of her 
laughing and shaking his head in a way she had begun to know. “Then you 
have not really enjoyed yourself. Late! Why, we have not had any ice-cream 
yet!” “Oh, but I have enjoyed myself,” she cried, distressed, “more than I 
can possibly say. It has been wonderful! Only Frau Arnholdt is to be at the 
hotel at six and I ought to be there by five.” “So you shall. After the ice- 
cream I shall put you into a cab and you can go there comfortably.” She was 
happy again. The chocolate ice-cream melted—melted in little sips a long 
way down. The shadows of the trees danced on the tablecloths, and she sat 
with her back safely turned to the ornamental clock that pointed to twenty- 
five minutes to seven. “Really and truly,” said the little governess earnestly, 
“this has been the happiest day of my life. ’ve never even imagined such a 
day.” In spite of the ice-cream her grateful baby heart glowed with love for 
the fairy grandfather. 

So they walked out of the garden down a long alley. The day was nearly 
over. “You see those big buildings opposite,” said the old man. “The third 
storey—that is where I live. I and the old housekeeper who looks after me.” 
She was very interested. “Now just before I find a cab for you, will you 
come and see my little ‘home’ and let me give you a bottle of the attar of 


roses I told you about in the train? For remembrance?” She would love to. 
“I’ve never seen a bachelor’s flat in my life,” laughed the little governess. 

The passage was quite dark. “Ah, I suppose my old woman has gone out 
to buy me a chicken. One moment.” He opened a door and stood aside for 
her to pass, a little shy but curious, into a strange room. She did not know 
quite what to say. It wasn’t pretty. In a way it was very ugly—but neat, and, 
she supposed, comfortable for such an old man. “Well, what do you think of 
it?” He knelt down and took from a cupboard a round tray with two pink 
glasses and a tall pink bottle. “Two little bedrooms beyond,” he said gaily, 
“and a kitchen. It’s enough, eh?” “Oh, quite enough.” “And if ever you 
should be in Munich and care to spend a day or two—why, there is always a 
little nest—a wing of a chicken, and a salad, and an old man delighted to be 
your host once more and many many times, dear little Fraulein!” He took 
the stopper out of the bottle and poured some wine into the two pink 
glasses. His hand shook and the wine spilled over the tray. It was very quiet 
in the room. She said: “I think I ought to go now.” “But you will have a tiny 
glass of wine with me-just one before you go?” said the old man. “No, 
really no. I never drink wine. I-I have promised never to touch wine or 
anything like that.” And though he pleaded and though she felt dreadfully 
rude, especially when he seemed to take it to heart so, she was quite 
determined. “No, really, please.” “Well, will you just sit down on the sofa 
for five minutes and let me drink your health?” The little governess sat 
down on the edge of the red velvet couch and he sat down beside her and 
drank her health at a gulp. “Have you really been happy to-day?” asked the 
old man, turning round, so_ close beside her that she felt his knee twitching 
against hers. Before she could answer he held her hands. “And are you 
going to give me one little kiss before you go?” he asked, drawing her 
closer still. 

It was a dream! It wasn’t true! It wasn’t the same old man at all. Ah, how 
horrible! The little governess stared at him in terror. “No, no, no!” she 
stammered, struggling out of his hands. “One little kiss. A kiss. What is it? 
Just a kiss, dear little Fraulein. A kiss.” He pushed his face forward, his lips 
smiling broadly; and how his little blue eyes gleamed behind the spectacles! 
“Never-never. How can you!” She sprang up, but he was too quick and he 
held her against the wall, pressed against her his hard old body and his 
twitching knee, and though she shook her head from side to side, distracted, 


kissed her on the mouth. On the mouth! Where not a soul who wasn’t a near 
relation had ever kissed her before. . . . 

She ran, ran down the street until she found a broad road with tram lines 
and a policeman standing in the middle like a clockwork doll. “I want to get 
a tram to the Hauptbahnhof,” sobbed the little governess. “Fraulein?” She 
wrung her hands at him. “The Hauptbahnhof. There-there’s one now,” and 
while he watched very much surprised, the little girl with her hat on one 
side, crying without a handkerchief, sprang on to the tram— not seeing the 
conductor’s eyebrows, nor hearing the hochwohlgebildete Dame talking her 
over with a scandalised friend. She rocked herself and cried out loud and 
said “Ah, ah!” pressing her hands to her mouth. “She has been to the 
dentist,” shrilled a fat old woman, too stupid to be uncharitable. “Na, sagen 
Sie ‘mal, what toothache! The child hasn’t one left in her mouth.” While the 
tram swung and jangled through a world full of old men with twitching 
knees. 


When the little governess reached the hall of the Hotel Grunewald the 
same waiter who had come into her room in the morning was standing by a 
table, polishing a tray of glasses. The sight of the little governess seemed to 
fill him out with some inexplicable important content. He was ready for her 
question; his answer came pat and suave. “Yes, Fraulein, the lady has been 
here. I told her that you had arrived and gone out again immediately with a 
gentleman. She asked me when you were coming back again—but of course 
I could not say. And then she went to the manager.” He took up a glass from 
the table, held it up to the light, looked at it with one eye closed, and started 
polishing it with a corner of his apron. “...?” “Pardon, Fraulein? Ach, no, 
Fraulein. The manager could tell her nothing—nothing.” He shook his head 
and smiled at the brilliant glass. “Where is the lady now?” asked the little 
governess, shuddering so violently that she had to hold her handkerchief up 
to her mouth. “How should I know?” cried the waiter, and as he swooped 
past her to pounce upon a new arrival his heart beat so hard against his ribs 
that he nearly chuckled aloud. “That’s it! that’s it!” he thought. “That will 
show her.” And as he swung the new arrival’s box on to his shoulders—hoop 
!—_as though he were a giant and the box a feather, he minced over again the 
little governess’s words, “Gehen Sie. Gehen Sie sofort. Shall I! Shall I! he 
shouted to himself. 


REVELATIONS 


FROM eight o’clock in the morning until about half past eleven Monica 
Tyrell suffered from her nerves, and suffered so terribly that these hours 
were—agonizing, simply. It was not as though she could control them. 
“Perhaps if I were ten years younger .. .” she would say. For now that she 
was thirty-three she had a queer little way of referring to her age on all 
occasions, of looking at her friends with grave, childish eyes and saying: 
“Yes, I remember how twenty years ago .. . “ or of drawing Ralph’s 
attention to the girls—real girls—with lovely youthful arms and throats and 
swift hesitating movements who sat near them in restaurants. “Perhaps if I 
were ten years younger...” 

“Why don’t you get Marie to sit outside your door and absolutely forbid 
anybody to come near your room until you ring your bell?” 

“Oh, if it were as simple as that!” She threw her little gloves down and 
pressed her eyelids with her fingers in the way he knew so well. “But in the 
first place I’'d be so conscious of Marie sitting there, Marie shaking her 
finger at Rudd and Mrs. Moon, Marie as a kind of cross between a 
wardress and a nurse for mental cases! And then, there’s the post. One can’t 
get over the fact that the post comes, and once it has come, who—who-could 
wait until eleven for the letters?” 

His eyes grew bright; he quickly, lightly clasped her. “My letters, 
darling?” 

“Perhaps,” she drawled, softly, and she drew her hand over his reddish 
hair, smiling too, but thinking: “Heavens ! What a stupid thing to say!” 

But this morning she had been awakened by one great slam of the front 
door. Bang. The flat shook. What was it? She jerked up in bed, clutching at 
the eiderdown; her heart beat. What could it be? Then, she heard voices in 
the passage. Marie knocked, and, as the door opened, with a sharp tearing 
rip out flew the blind and the curtains, stiffening, flapping, jerking. The 
tassel of the blind knocked—knocked against the window. “Eh-h, voila! “ 
cried Marie, setting down the tray and running. “C’est le vent, Madame. 
C’est un vent insupportable.” 

Up rolled the blind; the window went up with a jerk; a whitey-greyish 
light filled the room. Monica caught a glimpse of a huge pale sky and a 


cloud like a torn shirt dragging across before she hid her eyes with her 
sleeve. 

“Marie! the curtains! Quick, the curtains!” Monica fell back into the bed 
and then “Ring-ting = -a-ping-ping, ring-ting-a-ping-ping.” It was the 
telephone. The limit of her suffering was reached; she grew quite calm. “Go 
and see, Marie.” 

“It is Monsieur. To know if Madame will lunch at Princes’ at one-thirty 
to-day.” Yes, it was Monsieur himself. Yes, he had asked that the message 
be given to Madame immediately. Instead of replying, Monica put her cup 
down and asked Marie in a small wondering voice what time it was. It was 
half past nine. She lay still and half closed her eyes. “Tell Monsieur I cannot 
come,” she said gently. But as the door shut, anger—anger suddenly gripped 
her close, close, violent, half strangling her. How dared he. How dared 
Ralph do such a thing when he knew how agonizing her nerves were in the 
morning! Hadn’t she explained and described and even—though lightly, of 
course; she couldn’t say such a thing directly—given him to understand that 
this was the one unforgivable thing. 

And then to choose this frightful windy morning. Did he think it was just 
a fad of hers, a little feminine folly to be laughed at and tossed aside? Why, 
only last night she had said: “Ah, but you must take me seriously, too.” And 
he had replied: “My darling, you’ll not believe me, but I know you 
infinitely better than you know yourself. Every delicate thought and feeling 
I bow to, I treasure. Yes, laugh! I love the way your lip lifts’—and he had 
leaned across the table—’I don’t care who sees that I adore all of you. I'd 
be with you on mountain-top and have all the searchlights of the world play 
upon us.” 

“Heavens!” Monica almost clutched her head. Was it possible he had 
really said that? How incredible men were! And she had loved him—how 
could she have loved a man who talked like that. What had she been doing 
ever since that dinner party months ago, when he had seen her home and 
asked if he might come and “see again that slow Arabian smile”? Oh, what 
nonsense—what utter nonsense—and yet she remembered at the time a 
strange deep thrill unlike anything she had ever felt before. 

“Coal! Coal! Coal! Old iron! Old iron! Old iron!” sounded from below. It 
was all over. Understand her? He had understood nothing. That ringing her 
up on a windy morning was immensely significant. Would he understand 
that? She could almost have laughed. “You rang me up when the person 


who understood me simply couldn’t have.” It was the end. And when Marie 
said: “Monsieur replied he would be in the vestibule in case Madame 
changed her mind,” Monica said: “No, not verbena, Marie. Carnations. Two 
handfuls.” 

A wild white morning, a tearing, rocking wind. Monica sat down before 
the mirror. She was pale. The maid combed back her dark hair-combed it 
all back—and her face was like a mask, with pointed eyelids and dark red 
lips. As she stared at herself in the blueish shadowy glass she suddenly felt— 
oh, the strangest, most tremendous excitement filling her slowly, slowly, 
until she wanted to fling out her arms, to laugh, to scatter everything, to 
shock Marie, to cry: “I’m free. I’m free. I’m free as the wind.” And now all 
this vibrating, trembling, exciting, flying world was hers. It was her 
kingdom. No, no, she belonged to nobody but Life. 

“That will do, Marie,” she stammered. “My hat, my coat, my bag. And 
now get me a taxi.” Where was she going? Oh, anywhere. She could not 
stand this silent, flat, noiseless Marie, this ghostly quiet feminine interior. 
She must be out; she must be driving quickly—anywhere, anywhere. 

“The taxi is there, Madame.” As she pressed open the big outer doors of 
the flats the wild wind caught her and floated her across the pavement. 
Where to? She got in, and smiling radiantly at the cross, cold-looking 
driver, she told him to take her to her hairdresser’s. What would she have 
done without her hairdresser? Whenever Monica had nowhere else to go or 
nothing on earth to do she drove there. She might just have her hair waved, 
and by that time she’d have thought out a plan. The cross, cold driver drove 
at a tremendous pace, and she let herself be hurled from side to side. She 
wished he would go faster and faster. Oh, to be free of Princes’ at one- 
thirty, of being the tiny kitten in the swansdown basket, of being the 
Arabian, and the grave, delighted child and the little wild creature... . 
“Never again,” she cried aloud, clenching her small fist. But the cab had 
stopped, and the driver was standing holding the door open for her. 

The hairdresser’s shop was warm and glittering. It smelled of soap and 
burnt paper and wallflower brilliantine. There was Madame behind the 
counter, round, fat, white, her head like a powder-puff rolling on a black 
satin pin-cushion. Monica always had the feeling that they loved her in this 
shop and understood her—the real her—far better than many of her friends 
did. She was her real self here, and she and Madame had often talked—quite 


strangely—together. Then there was George who did her hair, young, dark, 
slender George. She was really fond of him. 

But to-day—how curious! Madame hardly greeted her. Her face was 
whiter than ever, but rims of bright red showed round her blue bead eyes, 
and even the rings on her pudgy fingers did not flash. They were cold, dead, 
like chips of glass. When she called through the wall-telephone to George 
there was a note in her voice that had never been there before. But Monica 
would not believe this. No, she refused to. It was just her imagination. She 
sniffed greedily the warm, scented air, and passed behind the velvet curtain 
into the small cubicle. 

Her hat and jacket were off and hanging from the peg, and still George 
did not come. This was the first time he had ever not been there to hold the 
chair for her, to take her hat and hang up her bag, dangling it in his fingers 
as though it were something he’d never seen before—something fairy. And 
how quiet the shop was! There was not a sound even from Madame. Only 
the wind blew, shaking the old house; the wind hooted, and the portraits of 
Ladies of the Pompadour Period looked down and smiled, cunning and sly. 
Monica wished she hadn’t come. Oh, what a mistake to have come! Fatal. 
Fatal. Where was George? If he didn’t appear the next moment she would 
go away. She took off the white kimono. She didn’t want to look at herself 
any more. When she opened a big pot of cream on the glass shelf her 
fingers trembled. There was a tugging feeling at her heart as though her 
happiness—her marvellous happiness—were trying to get free. 

“Pll go. PIl not stay.” She took down her hat. But just at that moment 
steps sounded, and, looking in the mirror, she saw George bowing in the 
doorway. How queerly he smiled! It was the mirror of course. She turned 
round quickly. His lips curled back in a sort of grin, and—wasn’t he 
unshaved?—he looked almost green in the face. 

“Very sorry to have kept you waiting,” he mumbled, sliding, gliding 
forward. 

Oh, no, she wasn’t going to stay. “I’m afraid,” she began. But he had 
lighted the gas and laid the tongs across, and was holding out the kimono. 

“It’s a wind,” he said. Monica submitted. She smelled his fresh young 
fingers pinning the jacket under her chin. “Yes, there is a wind,” said she, 
sinking back into the chair. And silence fell. George took out the pins in his 
expert way. Her hair tumbled back, but he didn’t hold it as he usually did, as 
though to feel how fine and soft and heavy it was. He didn’t say it “was in a 


lovely condition.” He let it fall, and, taking a brush out of a drawer, he 
coughed faintly, cleared his throat, and said dully: “Yes, it’s a pretty strong 
one, I should say it was.” 

She had no reply to make. The brush fell on her hair. Oh, oh, how 
mournful, how mournful! It fell quick and light, it fell like leaves; and then 
it fell heavy, tugging like the tugging at her heart. “That’s enough,” she 
cried, shaking herself free. 

“Did I do it too much?” asked George. He crouched over the tongs. “I’m 
sorry.” There came the smell of burnt paper—the smell she loved—and he 
swung the hot tongs round in his hand, staring before him. “I shouldn’t be 
surprised if it rained.” He took up a piece of her hair, when—she couldn’t 
bear it any longer—she stopped him. She looked at him; she saw herself 
looking at him in the white kimono like a nun. “Is there something the 
matter here? Has something happened?” But George gave a half shrug and a 
grimace. “Oh, no, Madame. Just a little occurrence.” And he took up the 
piece of hair again. But, oh, she wasn’t deceived. That was it. Something 
awful had happened. The silence-treally, the silence seemed to come drifting 
down like flakes of snow. She shivered. It was cold in the little cubicle, all 
cold and glittering. The nickel taps and jets and sprays looked somehow 
almost malignant. The wind rattled the window-frame; a piece of iron 
banged, and the young man went on changing the tongs, crouching over her. 
Oh, how terrifying Life was, thought Monica. How dreadful. It is the 
loneliness which is so appalling. We whirl along like leaves, and nobody 
knows-—nobody cares where we fall, in what black river we float away. The 
tugging feeling seemed to rise into her throat. It ached, ached; she longed to 
cry. “That will do,” she whispered. “Give me the pins.” As he stood beside 
her, so submissive, so silent, she nearly dropped her arms and sobbed. She 
couldn’t bear any more. Like a wooden man the gay young George still slid, 
glided, handed her her hat and veil, took the note, and brought back the 
change. She stuffed it into her bag. Where was she going now? George took 
a brush. “There is a little powder on your coat,” he murmured. He brushed 
it away. And then suddenly he raised himself and, looking at Monica, gave 
a strange wave with the brush and said: “The truth is, Madame, since you 
are an old customer—my little daughter died this morning. A first child’”— 
and then his white face crumpled like paper, and he turned his back on her 
and began brushing the cotton kimono. “Oh, oh,” Monica began to cry. She 
ran out of the shop into the taxi. The driver, looking furious, swung off the 


seat and slammed the door again. “Where to?” “Princes’,” she sobbed. And 
all the way there she saw nothing but a tiny wax doll with a feather of gold 
hair, lying meek, its tiny hands and feet crossed. And then just before she 
came to Princes’ she saw a flower shop full of white flowers. Oh, what a 
perfect thought. Lilies-of-the-valley, and white pansies, double white violets 
and white velvet ribbon. . . . From an unknown friend. . . . From one who 
understands. .. . For a Little Girl. . . . She tapped against the window, but 
the driver did not hear; and, anyway, they were at Princes’ already. 


THE ESCAPE 


IT was his fault, wholly and solely his fault, that they had missed the train. 
What if the idiotic hotel people had refused to produce the bill? Wasn’t that 
simply because he hadn’t impressed upon the waiter at lunch that they must 
have it by two o’clock? Any other man would have sat there and refused to 
move until they handed it over. But no! His exquisite belief in human nature 
had allowed him to get up and expect one of those idiots to bring it to their 
room... . And then, when the voiture did arrive, while they were still (Oh, 
Heavens!) waiting for change, why hadn’t he seen to the arrangement of the 
boxes so that they could, at least, have started the moment the money had 
come? Had he expected her to go outside, to stand under the awning in the 
heat, and point with her parasol? Very amusing picture of English domestic 
life. Even when the driver had been told how fast he had to drive he had 
paid no attention whatsoever—just smiled. “Oh,” she groaned, “if she’d been 
a driver she couldn’t have stopped smiling herself at the absurd, ridiculous 
way he was urged to hurry.” And she sat back and imitated his voice: 
“Allez, vite, vite “—and begged the driver’s pardon for troubling him... . 

And then the station—unforgettable—with the sight of the jaunty little train 
shuffling away and those hideous children waving from the windows. “Oh, 
why am I made to bear these things? Why am I exposed to them? .. .” The 
glare, the flies, while they waited, and he and the stationmaster put their 
heads together over the time-table, trying to find this other train, which, of 
course, they wouldn’t catch. The people who’d gathered round, and the 
woman who’d held up that baby with that awful, awful head. . . . “Oh, to 
care as I care-to feel as I feel, and never to be saved anything—never to 
know for one moment what it was to...to...” 

Her voice had changed. It was shaking now-—crying now. She fumbled 
with her bag, and produced from its little maw a scented handkerchief. She 
put up her veil and, as though she were doing it for somebody else, pitifully, 
as though she were saying to somebody else: “I know, my darling,” she 
pressed the handkerchief to her eyes. 

The little bag, with its shiny, silvery jaws open, lay on her lap. He could 
see her powder-puff, her rouge stick, a bundle of letters, a phial of tiny 
black pills like seeds, a broken cigarette, a mirror, white ivory tablets with 


lists on them that had been heavily scored through. He thought: “In Egypt 
she would be buried with those things.” 

They had left the last of the houses, those small straggling houses with 
bits of broken pot flung among the flower-beds and half-naked hens 
scratching round the doorsteps. Now they were mounting a long steep road 
that wound round the hill and over into the next bay. The horses stumbled, 
pulling hard. Every five minutes, every two minutes the driver trailed the 
whip across them. His stout back was solid as wood; there were boils on his 
reddish neck, and he wore a new, a shining new straw hat... . 

There was a little wind, just enough wind to blow to satin the new leaves 
on the fruit trees, to stroke the fine grass, to turn to silver the smoky olives— 
just enough wind to start in front of the carriage a whirling, twirling snatch 
of dust that settled on their clothes like the finest ash. When she took out 
her powder-puff the powder came flying over them both. 

“Oh, the dust,” she breathed, “the disgusting, revolting dust.” And she 
put down her veil and lay back as if overcome. 

“Why don’t you put up your parasol?” he suggested. It was on the front 
seat, and he leaned forward to hand it to her. At that she suddenly sat 
upright and blazed again. 

“Please leave my parasol alone! I don’t want my parasol! And anyone 
who was not utterly insensitive would know that I’m far, far too exhausted 
to hold up a parasol. And with a wind like this tugging at it... . Put it 
down at once,” she flashed, and then snatched the parasol from him, tossed 
it into the crumpled hood behind, and subsided, panting. 

Another bend of the road, and down the hill there came a troop of little 
children, shrieking and giggling, little girls with sun-bleached hair, little 
boys in faded soldiers’ caps. In their hands they carried flowers—any kind of 
flowers—grabbed by the head, and these they offered, running beside the 
carriage. Lilac, faded lilac, greeny-white snowballs, one arum lily, a handful 
of hyacinths. They thrust the flowers and their impish faces into the 
carriage; one even threw into her lap a bunch of marigolds. Poor little mice! 
He had his hand in his trouser pocket before her. “For Heaven’s sake don’t 
give them anything. Oh, how typical of you! Horrid little monkeys! Now 
they’ Il follow us all the way. Don’t encourage them; you would encourage 
beggars”; and she hurled the bunch out of the carriage with “Well, do it 
when I’m not there, please.” 


He saw the queer shock on the children’s faces. They stopped running, 
lagged behind, and then they began to shout something, and went on 
shouting until the carriage had rounded yet another bend. 

“Oh, how many more are there before the top of the hill 1s reached? The 
horses haven’t trotted once. Surely it isn’t necessary for them to walk the 
whole way.” 

“We shall be there in a minute now,” he said, and took out his cigarette- 
case. At that she turned round towards him. She clasped her hands and held 
them against her breast; her dark eyes looked immense, imploring, behind 
her veil; her nostrils quivered, she bit her lip, and her head shook with a 
little nervous spasm. But when she spoke, her voice was quite weak and 
very, very calm. 

“T want to ask you something. I want to beg something of you,” she said. 
“I’ve asked you hundreds and hundreds of times before, but you’ve 
forgotten. It’s such a little thing, but if you knew what it meant to me... . “ 
She pressed her hands together. “But you can’t know. No human creature 
could know and be so cruel.” And then, slowly, deliberately, gazing at him 
with those huge, sombre eyes: “I beg and implore you for the last time that 
when we are driving together you won’t smoke. If you could imagine,” she 
said, “the anguish I suffer when that smoke comes floating across my face. . 

“Very well,” he said. “I won’t. I forgot.” And he put the case back. 

“Oh, no,” said she, and almost began to laugh, and put the back of her 
hand across her eyes. “You couldn’t have forgotten. Not that.” 

The wind came, blowing stronger. They were at the top of the hill. “Hoy- 
yip-yip-yip,” cried the driver. They swung down the road that fell into a 
small valley, skirted the sea coast at the bottom of it, and then coiled over 
a gentle ridge on the other side. Now there were houses again, blue- 
shuttered against the heat, with bright burning gardens, with geranium 
carpets flung over the pinkish walls. The coastline was dark; on the edge of 
the sea a white silky fringe just stirred. The carriage swung down the hill, 
bumped, shook. “Yi-1p,” shouted the driver. She clutched the sides of the 
seat, she closed her eyes, and he knew she felt this was happening on 
purpose; this swinging and bumping, this was all done—and he was 
responsible for it, somehow-to spite her because she had asked if they 
couldn’t go a little faster. But just as they reached the bottom of the valley 
there was one tremendous lurch. The carriage nearly overturned, and he saw 


her eyes blaze at him, and she positively hissed, “ I suppose you are 
enjoying this?” 

They went on. They reached the bottom of the valley. Suddenly she stood 
up. “Cocher! Cocher! Arrétez-vous! “ She turned round and looked into the 
crumpled hood behind. “I knew it,” she exclaimed. “I knew it. I heard it 
fall, and so did you, at that last bump.” 


“What? Where?” 
“My parasol. It’s gone. The parasol that belonged to my mother. The 
parasol that I prize more than—more than . . . “ She was simply. beside 


herself. The driver turned round, his gay, broad face smiling. 

“T, too, heard something,” said he, simply and gaily. “But I thought as 
Monsieur and Madame said nothing .. .” 

“There. You hear that. Then you must have heard it too. So that accounts 
for the extraordinary smile on your face... .” 

“Look here,” he said, “it can’t be gone. If it fell out it will be there still. 
Stay where you are. I’ Il fetch it.” 

But she saw through that. Oh, how she saw through it! “No, thank you.” 
And she bent her spiteful, smiling eyes upon him, regardless of the driver. 
“Tl go myself. Pll walk back and find it, and trust you not to follow. For’— 
knowing the driver did not understand, she spoke softly, gently—’if I don’t 
escape from you for a minute I shall go mad.” 

She stepped out of the carriage. “My bag.” He handed it to her. 

“Madame prefers...” 

But the driver had already swung down from his seat, and was seated on 
the parapet reading a small newspaper. The horses stood with hanging 
heads. It was still. The man in the carriage stretched himself out, folded his 
arms. He felt the sun beat on his knees. His head was sunk on his breast. 
“Hish, hish,” sounded from the sea. The wind sighed in the valley and was 
quiet. He felt himself, lying there, a hollow man, a parched, withered man, 
as it were, of ashes. And the sea sounded, “Hish, hish.” 

It was then that he saw the tree, that he was conscious of its presence just 
inside a garden gate. It was an immense tree with a round, thick silver stem 
and a great arc of copper leaves that gave back the light and yet were 
sombre. There was something beyond the tree—a whiteness, a softness, an 
opaque mass, half-hidden—with delicate pillars. As he looked at the tree he 
felt his breathing die away and he became part of the silence. It seemed to 
grow, it seemed to expand in the quivering heat until the great carved leaves 


hid the sky, and yet it was motionless. Then from within its depths or from 
beyond there came the sound of a woman’s voice. A woman was singing. 
The warm untroubled voice floated upon the air, and it was all part of the 
silence as he was part of it. Suddenly, as the voice rose, soft, dreaming, 
gentle, he knew that it would come floating to him from the hidden leaves 
and his peace was shattered. What was happening to him? Something 
stirred in his breast. Something dark, something unbearable and dreadful 
pushed in his bosom, and like a great weed it floated, rocked . . . it was 
warm, stifling. He tried to struggle to tear at it, and at the same moment-—all 
was over. Deep, deep, he sank into the silence, staring at the tree and 
waiting for the voice that came floating, falling, until he felt himself 
enfolded. 


In the shaking corridor of the train. It was night. The train rushed and 
roared through the dark. He held on with both hands to the brass rail. The 
door of their carriage was open. 

“Do not disturb yourself, Monsieur. He will come in and sit down when 


he wants to. He likes—he likes—it is his habit... . Oui, Madame, je suis un 
peu souffrante. . . . Mes nerfs. Oh, but my husband is never so happy as 
when he is travelling. He likes roughing it... . My husband. .. . My 
husband. .. .” 


The voices murmured, murmured. They were never still. But so great was 
his heavenly happiness as he stood there he wished he might live for ever. 


THE GARDEN PARTY AND OTHER STORIES 


In 1922 Mansfield published her third collection, The Garden Party and 
Other Stories, which also received critical acclaim. Initially published in the 
Saturday Westminster Gazette on 4 February 1922, the title story of the 
collection is written in a modernist style and concerns the Sheridan family, 
who is preparing to host a garden party. Laura is supposed to be in charge, 
but has trouble with the workers that appear to know better, and her mother 
has ordered lilies to be delivered for the party without her daughter’s 
approval. However, with the news of the death of a working class 
neighbour, tension arises between the Sheridan family members. 

The collection also contains the celebrated story Miss Brill, a bittersweet 
tale of a fragile woman living an ephemeral life of observation and simple 
pleasures in Paris. 


Mansfield, close to the time of publication 
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AT THE BAY. 


I. 


Very early morning. The sun was not yet risen, and the whole of Crescent 
Bay was hidden under a white sea-mist. The big bush-covered hills at the 
back were smothered. You could not see where they ended and the 
paddocks and bungalows began. The sandy road was gone and the 
paddocks and bungalows the other side of it; there were no white dunes 
covered with reddish grass beyond them; there was nothing to mark which 
was beach and where was the sea. A heavy dew had fallen. The grass was 
blue. Big drops hung on the bushes and just did not fall; the silvery, fluffy 
toi-toi was limp on its long stalks, and all the marigolds and the pinks in the 
bungalow gardens were bowed to the earth with wetness. Drenched were 
the cold fuchsias, round pearls of dew lay on the flat nasturtium leaves. It 
looked as though the sea had beaten up softly in the darkness, as though one 
immense wave had come rippling, rippling — how far? Perhaps if you had 
waked up in the middle of the night you might have seen a big fish flicking 
in at the window and gone again.... 

Ah-Aah! sounded the sleepy sea. And from the bush there came the 
sound of little streams flowing, quickly, lightly, slipping between the 
smooth stones, gushing into ferny basins and out again; and there was the 
splashing of big drops on large leaves, and something else — what was it? 
— a faint stirring and shaking, the snapping of a twig and then such silence 
that it seemed some one was listening. 

Round the corner of Crescent Bay, between the piled-up masses of 
broken rock, a flock of sheep came pattering. They were huddled together, a 
small, tossing, woolly mass, and their thin, stick-like legs trotted along 
quickly as if the cold and the quiet had frightened them. Behind them an old 
sheep-dog, his soaking paws covered with sand, ran along with his nose to 
the ground, but carelessly, as if thinking of something else. And then in the 
rocky gateway the shepherd himself appeared. He was a lean, upright old 
man, in a frieze coat that was covered with a web of tiny drops, velvet 
trousers tied under the knee, and a wide-awake with a folded blue 


handkerchief round the brim. One hand was crammed into his belt, the 
other grasped a beautifully smooth yellow stick. And as he walked, taking 
his time, he kept up a very soft light whistling, an airy, far-away fluting that 
sounded mournful and tender. The old dog cut an ancient caper or two and 
then drew up sharp, ashamed of his levity, and walked a few dignified paces 
by his master’s side. The sheep ran forward in little pattering rushes; they 
began to bleat, and ghostly flocks and herds answered them from under the 
sea. “Baa! Baaa!” For a time they seemed to be always on the same piece of 
ground. There ahead was stretched the sandy road with shallow puddles; the 
same soaking bushes showed on either side and the same shadowy palings. 
Then something immense came into view; an enormous shock-haired giant 
with his arms stretched out. It was the big gum-tree outside Mrs. Stubbs’ 
shop, and as they passed by there was a strong whiff of eucalyptus. And 
now big spots of light gleamed in the mist. The shepherd stopped whistling; 
he rubbed his red nose and wet beard on his wet sleeve and, screwing up his 
eyes, glanced in the direction of the sea. The sun was rising. It was 
marvellous how quickly the mist thinned, sped away, dissolved from the 
shallow plain, rolled up from the bush and was gone as if in a hurry to 
escape; big twists and curls jostled and shouldered each other as the silvery 
beams broadened. The far-away sky — a bright, pure blue — was reflected 
in the puddles, and the drops, swimming along the telegraph poles, flashed 
into points of light. Now the leaping, glittering sea was so bright it made 
one’s eyes ache to look at it. The shepherd drew a pipe, the bowl as small as 
an acorn, out of his breast pocket, fumbled for a chunk of speckled tobacco, 
pared off a few shavings and stuffed the bowl. He was a grave, fine-looking 
old man. As he lit up and the blue smoke wreathed his head, the dog, 
watching, looked proud of him. 

“Baa! Baaa!” The sheep spread out into a fan. They were just clear of the 
summer colony before the first sleeper turned over and lifted a drowsy 
head; their cry sounded in the dreams of little children... who lifted their 
arms to drag down, to cuddle the darling little woolly lambs of sleep. Then 
the first inhabitant appeared; it was the Burnells’ cat Florrie, sitting on the 
gatepost, far too early as usual, looking for their milk-girl. When she saw 
the old sheep-dog she sprang up quickly, arched her back, drew in her tabby 
head, and seemed to give a little fastidious shiver. “Ugh! What a coarse, 
revolting creature!” said Florrie. But the old sheep-dog, not looking up, 


waggled past, flinging out his legs from side to side. Only one of his ears 
twitched to prove that he saw, and thought her a silly young female. 

The breeze of morning lifted in the bush and the smell of leaves and wet 
black earth mingled with the sharp smell of the sea. Myriads of birds were 
singing. A goldfinch flew over the shepherd’s head and, perching on the 
tiptop of a spray, it turned to the sun, ruffling its small breast feathers. And 
now they had passed the fisherman’s hut, passed the charred-looking little 
whare where Leila the milk-girl lived with her old Gran. The sheep strayed 
over a yellow swamp and Wag, the sheep-dog, padded after, rounded them 
up and headed them for the steeper, narrower rocky pass that led out of 
Crescent Bay and towards Daylight Cove. “Baa! Baa!” Faint the cry came 
as they rocked along the fast-drying road. The shepherd put away his pipe, 
dropping it into his breast-pocket so that the little bowl hung over. And 
straightway the soft airy whistling began again. Wag ran out along a ledge 
of rock after something that smelled, and ran back again disgusted. Then 
pushing, nudging, hurrying, the sheep rounded the bend and the shepherd 
followed after out of sight. 


Il. 


A few moments later the back door of one of the bungalows opened, and a 
figure in a broad-striped bathing suit flung down the paddock, cleared the 
stile, rushed through the tussock grass into the hollow, staggered up the 
sandy hillock, and raced for dear life over the big porous stones, over the 
cold, wet pebbles, on to the hard sand that gleamed like oil. Splish-Splosh! 
Splish-Splosh! The water bubbled round his legs as Stanley Burnell waded 
out exulting. First man in as usual! He’d beaten them all again. And he 
swooped down to souse his head and neck. 

“Hail, brother! All hail, Thou Mighty One!” A velvety bass voice came 
booming over the water. 

Great Scott! Damnation take it! Stanley lifted up to see a dark head 
bobbing far out and an arm lifted. It was Jonathan Trout — there before 
him! “Glorious morning!” sang the voice. 

“Yes, very fine!” said Stanley briefly. Why the dickens didn’t the fellow 
stick to his part of the sea? Why should he come barging over to this exact 
spot? Stanley gave a kick, a lunge and struck out, swimming overarm. But 


Jonathan was a match for him. Up he came, his black hair sleek on his 
forehead, his short beard sleek. 

“T had an extraordinary dream last night!” he shouted. 

What was the matter with the man? This mania for conversation irritated 
Stanley beyond words. And it was always the same — always some piffle 
about a dream he’d had, or some cranky idea he’d got hold of, or some rot 
he’d been reading. Stanley turned over on his back and kicked with his legs 
till he was a living waterspout. But even then... “I dreamed I was hanging 
over a terrifically high cliff, shouting to some one below.” You would be! 
thought Stanley. He could stick no more of it. He stopped splashing. “Look 
here, Trout,” he said, “I’m in rather a hurry this morning.” 

“You’re WHAT?” Jonathan was so surprised — or pretended to be — 
that he sank under the water, then reappeared again blowing. 

“All I mean is,” said Stanley, “I’ve no time to — to — to fool about. I 
want to get this over. I’m in a hurry. I’ve work to do this morning — see?” 

Jonathan was gone before Stanley had finished. “Pass, friend!” said the 
bass voice gently, and he slid away through the water with scarcely a 
ripple... But curse the fellow! He’d ruined Stanley’s bathe. What an 
unpractical idiot the man was! Stanley struck out to sea again, and then as 
quickly swam in again, and away he rushed up the beach. He felt cheated. 

Jonathan stayed a little longer in the water. He floated, gently moving his 
hands like fins, and letting the sea rock his long, skinny body. It was 
curious, but in spite of everything he was fond of Stanley Burnell. True, he 
had a fiendish desire to tease him sometimes, to poke fun at him, but at 
bottom he was sorry for the fellow. There was something pathetic in his 
determination to make a job of everything. You couldn’t help feeling he’d 
be caught out one day, and then what an almighty cropper he’d come! At 
that moment an immense wave lifted Jonathan, rode past him, and broke 
along the beach with a joyful sound. What a beauty! And now there came 
another. That was the way to live — carelessly, recklessly, spending 
oneself. He got on to his feet and began to wade towards the shore, pressing 
his toes into the firm, wrinkled sand. To take things easy, not to fight 
against the ebb and flow of life, but to give way to it — that was what was 
needed. It was this tension that was all wrong. To live — to live! And the 
perfect morning, so fresh and fair, basking in the light, as though laughing 
at its own beauty, seemed to whisper, “Why not?” 


But now he was out of the water Jonathan turned blue with cold. He 
ached all over; it was as though some one was wringing the blood out of 
him. And stalking up the beach, shivering, all his muscles tight, he too felt 
his bathe was spoilt. He’d stayed in too long. 


Il. 


Beryl was alone in the living-room when Stanley appeared, wearing a blue 
serge suit, a stiff collar and a spotted tie. He looked almost uncannily clean 
and brushed; he was going to town for the day. Dropping into his chair, he 
pulled out his watch and put it beside his plate. 

“T’ve just got twenty-five minutes,” he said. “You might go and see if the 
porridge is ready, Beryl?” 

“Mother’s just gone for it,” said Beryl. She sat down at the table and 
poured out his tea. 

“Thanks!” Stanley took a sip. “Hallo!” he said in an astonished voice, 
“you've forgotten the sugar.” 

“Oh, sorry!” But even then Beryl didn’t help him; she pushed the basin 
across. What did this mean? As Stanley helped himself his blue eyes 
widened; they seemed to quiver. He shot a quick glance at his sister-in-law 
and leaned back. 

“Nothing wrong, is there?” he asked carelessly, fingering his collar. 

Beryl’s head was bent; she turned her plate in her fingers. 

“Nothing,” said her light voice. Then she too looked up, and smiled at 
Stanley. “Why should there be?” 

“O-oh! No reason at all as far as I know. I thought you seemed rather—” 

At that moment the door opened and the three little girls appeared, each 
carrying a porridge plate. They were dressed alike in blue jerseys and 
knickers; their brown legs were bare, and each had her hair plaited and 
pinned up in what was called a horse’s tail. Behind them came Mrs. 
Fairfield with the tray. 

“Carefully, children,” she warned. But they were taking the very greatest 
care. They loved being allowed to carry things. “Have you said good 
morning to your father?” 

“Yes, grandma.” They settled themselves on the bench opposite Stanley 
and Beryl. 

“Good morning, Stanley!” Old Mrs. Fairfield gave him his plate. 


“Morning, mother! How’s the boy?” 

“Splendid! He only woke up once last night. What a perfect morning!” 
The old woman paused, her hand on the loaf of bread, to gaze out of the 
open door into the garden. The sea sounded. Through the wide-open 
window streamed the sun on to the yellow varnished walls and bare floor. 
Everything on the table flashed and glittered. In the middle there was an old 
salad bowl filled with yellow and red nasturtiums. She smiled, and a look of 
deep content shone in her eyes. 

“You might cut me a slice of that bread, mother,” said Stanley. “I’ve only 
twelve and a half minutes before the coach passes. Has anyone given my 
shoes to the servant girl?” 

“Yes, they’re ready for you.” Mrs. Fairfield was quite unruffled. 

“Oh, Kezia! Why are you such a messy child!” cried Beryl despairingly. 

“Me, Aunt Beryl?” Kezia stared at her. What had she done now? She had 
only dug a river down the middle of her porridge, filled it, and was eating 
the banks away. But she did that every single morning, and no one had said 
a word up till now. 

“Why can’t you eat your food properly like Isabel and Lottie?” How 
unfair grown-ups are! 

“But Lottie always makes a floating island, don’t you, Lottie?” 

“T don’t,” said Isabel smartly. “I just sprinkle mine with sugar and put on 
the milk and finish it. Only babies play with their food.” 

Stanley pushed back his chair and got up. 

“Would you get me those shoes, mother? And, Beryl, if you’ve finished, I 
wish you’d cut down to the gate and stop the coach. Run in to your mother, 
Isabel, and ask her where my bowler hat’s been put. Wait a minute — have 
you children been playing with my stick?” 

“No, father!” 

“But I put it here.” Stanley began to bluster. “I remember distinctly 
putting it in this corner. Now, who’s had it? There’s no time to lose. Look 
sharp! The stick’s got to be found.” 

Even Alice, the servant-girl, was drawn into the chase. “You haven’t been 
using it to poke the kitchen fire with by any chance?” 

Stanley dashed into the bedroom where Linda was lying. “Most 
extraordinary thing. I can’t keep a single possession to myself. They’ve 
made away with my stick, now!” 


“Stick, dear? What stick?” Linda’s vagueness on these occasions could 
not be real, Stanley decided. Would nobody sympathize with him? 

“Coach! Coach, Stanley!” Beryl’s voice cried from the gate. 

Stanley waved his arm to Linda. “No time to say good-bye 
And he meant that as a punishment to her. 

He snatched his bowler hat, dashed out of the house, and swung down the 
garden path. Yes, the coach was there waiting, and Beryl, leaning over the 
open gate, was laughing up at somebody or other just as if nothing had 
happened. The heartlessness of women! The way they took it for granted it 
was your job to slave away for them while they didn’t even take the trouble 
to see that your walking-stick wasn’t lost. Kelly trailed his whip across the 
horses. 

“Good-bye, Stanley,” called Beryl, sweetly and gaily. It was easy enough 
to say good-bye! And there she stood, idle, shading her eyes with her hand. 
The worst of it was Stanley had to shout good-bye too, for the sake of 
appearances. Then he saw her turn, give a little skip and run back to the 
house. She was glad to be rid of him! 

Yes, she was thankful. Into the living-room she ran and called “He’s 
gone!” Linda cried from her room: “Beryl! Has Stanley gone?” Old Mrs. 
Fairfield appeared, carrying the boy in his little flannel coatee. 

“Gone?” 

“Gone!” 

Oh, the relief, the difference it made to have the man out of the house. 
Their very voices were changed as they called to one another; they sounded 
warm and loving and as if they shared a secret. Beryl went over to the table. 
“Have another cup of tea, mother. It’s still hot.” She wanted, somehow, to 
celebrate the fact that they could do what they liked now. There was no man 
to disturb them; the whole perfect day was theirs. 

“No, thank you, child,” said old Mrs. Fairfield, but the way at that 
moment she tossed the boy up and said “‘a-goos-a-goos-a-ga!” to him meant 
that she felt the same. The little girls ran into the paddock like chickens let 
out of a coop. 

Even Alice, the servant-girl, washing up the dishes in the kitchen, caught 
the infection and used the precious tank water in a perfectly reckless 
fashion. 

“Oh, these men!” said she, and she plunged the teapot into the bowl and 
held it under the water even after it had stopped bubbling, as if it too was a 
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he cried. 


man and drowning was too good for them. 


IV. 


“Wait for me, Isa-bel! Kezia, wait for me!” 

There was poor little Lottie, left behind again, because she found it so 
fearfully hard to get over the stile by herself. When she stood on the first 
step her knees began to wobble; she grasped the post. Then you had to put 
one leg over. But which leg? She never could decide. And when she did 
finally put one leg over with a sort of stamp of despair — then the feeling 
was awful. She was half in the paddock still and half in the tussock grass. 
She clutched the post desperately and lifted up her voice. “Wait for me!” 

“No, don’t you wait for her, Kezia!” said Isabel. “She’s such a little silly. 
She’s always making a fuss. Come on!” And she tugged Kezia’s jersey. 
“You can use my bucket if you come with me,” she said kindly. “It’s bigger 
than yours.” But Kezia couldn’t leave Lottie all by herself. She ran back to 
her. By this time Lottie was very red in the face and breathing heavily. 

“Here, put your other foot over,” said Kezia. 

“Where?” 

Lottie looked down at Kezia as if from a mountain height. 

“Here where my hand is.” Kezia patted the place. 

“Oh, there do you mean!” Lottie gave a deep sigh and put the second foot 
over. 

“Now — sort of turn round and sit down and slide,” said Kezia. 

“But there’s nothing to sit down on, Kezia,” said Lottie. 

She managed it at last, and once it was over she shook herself and began 
to beam. 

“T’m getting better at climbing over stiles, aren’t I, Kezia?” 

Lottie’s was a very hopeful nature. 

The pink and the blue sunbonnet followed Isabel’s bright red sunbonnet 
up that sliding, slipping hill. At the top they paused to decide where to go 
and to have a good stare at who was there already. Seen from behind, 
standing against the skyline, gesticulating largely with their spades, they 
looked like minute puzzled explorers. 

The whole family of Samuel Josephs was there already with their lady- 
help, who sat on a camp-stool and kept order with a whistle that she wore 
tied round her neck, and a small cane with which she directed operations. 


The Samuel Josephs never played by themselves or managed their own 
game. If they did, it ended in the boys pouring water down the girls’ necks 
or the girls trying to put little black crabs into the boys’ pockets. So Mrs. S. 
J. and the poor lady-help drew up what she called a “brogramme” every 
morning to keep them “abused and out of bischief.” It was all competitions 
or races or round games. Everything began with a piercing blast of the lady- 
help’s whistle and ended with another. There were even prizes — large, 
rather dirty paper parcels which the lady-help with a sour little smile drew 
out of a bulging string kit. The Samuel Josephs fought fearfully for the 
prizes and cheated and pinched one another’s arms — they were all expert 
pinchers. The only time the Burnell children ever played with them Kezia 
had got a prize, and when she undid three bits of paper she found a very 
small rusty button-hook. She couldn’t understand why they made such a 
fuss.... 

But they never played with the Samuel Josephs now or even went to their 
parties. The Samuel Josephs were always giving children’s parties at the 
Bay and there was always the same food. A big washhand basin of very 
brown fruit-salad, buns cut into four and a washhand jug full of something 
the lady-help called “Limonadear.” And you went away in the evening with 
half the frill torn off your frock or something spilled all down the front of 
your open-work pinafore, leaving the Samuel Josephs leaping like savages 
on their lawn. No! They were too awful. 

On the other side of the beach, close down to the water, two little boys, 
their knickers rolled up, twinkled like spiders. One was digging, the other 
pattered in and out of the water, filling a small bucket. They were the Trout 
boys, Pip and Rags. But Pip was so busy digging and Rags was so busy 
helping that they didn’t see their little cousins until they were quite close. 

“Look!” said Pip. “Look what I’ve discovered.” And he showed them an 
old wet, squashed-looking boot. The three little girls stared. 

“Whatever are you going to do with it?” asked Kezia. 

“Keep it, of course!” Pip was very scornful. “It’s a find — see?” 

Yes, Kezia saw that. All the same.... 

“There’s lots of things buried in the sand,” explained Pip. “They get 
chucked up from wrecks. Treasure. Why — you might find—” 

“But why does Rags have to keep on pouring water in?” asked Lottie. 

“Oh, that’s to moisten it,” said Pip, “to make the work a bit easier. Keep it 
up, Rags.” 


And good little Rags ran up and down, pouring in the water that turned 
brown like cocoa. 

“Here, shall I show you what I found yesterday?” said Pip mysteriously, 
and he stuck his spade into the sand. “Promise not to tell.” 

They promised. 

“Say, cross my heart straight dinkum.” 

The little girls said it. 

Pip took something out of his pocket, rubbed it a long time on the front of 
his jersey, then breathed on it and rubbed it again. 

“Now turn round!” he ordered. 

They turned round. 

“All look the same way! Keep still! Now!” 

And his hand opened; he held up to the light something that flashed, that 
winked, that was a most lovely green. 

“It’s a nemeral,” said Pip solemnly. 

“Ts it really, Pip?” Even Isabel was impressed. 

The lovely green thing seemed to dance in Pip’s fingers. Aunt Beryl had 
a nemeral in a ring, but it was a very small one. This one was as big as a 
star and far more beautiful. 


V. 


As the morning lengthened whole parties appeared over the sand-hills and 
came down on the beach to bathe. It was understood that at eleven o’clock 
the women and children of the summer colony had the sea to themselves. 
First the women undressed, pulled on their bathing dresses and covered 
their heads in hideous caps like sponge bags; then the children were 
unbuttoned. The beach was strewn with little heaps of clothes and shoes; 
the big summer hats, with stones on them to keep them from blowing away, 
looked like immense shells. It was strange that even the sea seemed to 
sound differently when all those leaping, laughing figures ran into the 
waves. Old Mrs. Fairfield, in a lilac cotton dress and a black hat tied under 
the chin, gathered her little brood and got them ready. The little Trout boys 
whipped their shirts over their heads, and away the five sped, while their 
grandma sat with one hand in her knitting-bag ready to draw out the ball of 
wool when she was satisfied they were safely in. 


The firm compact little girls were not half so brave as the tender, 
delicate-looking little boys. Pip and Rags, shivering, crouching down, 
slapping the water, never hesitated. But Isabel, who could swim twelve 
strokes, and Kezia, who could nearly swim eight, only followed on the strict 
understanding they were not to be splashed. As for Lottie, she didn’t follow 
at all. She liked to be left to go in her own way, please. And that way was to 
sit down at the edge of the water, her legs straight, her knees pressed 
together, and to make vague motions with her arms as if she expected to be 
wafted out to sea. But when a bigger wave than usual, an old whiskery one, 
came lolloping along in her direction, she scrambled to her feet with a face 
of horror and flew up the beach again. 

“Here, mother, keep those for me, will you?” 

Two rings and a thin gold chain were dropped into Mrs Fairfield’s lap. 

“Yes, dear. But aren’t you going to bathe here?” 

“No-o,” Beryl drawled. She sounded vague. “I’m undressing farther 
along. I’m going to bathe with Mrs. Harry Kember.” 

“Very well.” But Mrs. Fairfield’s lips set. She disapproved of Mrs Harry 
Kember. Beryl knew it. 

Poor old mother, she smiled, as she skimmed over the stones. Poor old 
mother! Old! Oh, what joy, what bliss it was to be young... 

“You look very pleased,” said Mrs. Harry Kember. She sat hunched up on 
the stones, her arms round her knees, smoking. 

“It’s such a lovely day,” said Beryl, smiling down at her. 

“Oh my dear!” Mrs. Harry Kember’s voice sounded as though she knew 
better than that. But then her voice always sounded as though she knew 
something better about you than you did yourself. She was a long, strange- 
looking woman with narrow hands and feet. Her face, too, was long and 
narrow and exhausted-looking; even her fair curled fringe looked burnt out 
and withered. She was the only woman at the Bay who smoked, and she 
smoked incessantly, keeping the cigarette between her lips while she talked, 
and only taking it out when the ash was so long you could not understand 
why it did not fall. When she was not playing bridge — she played bridge 
every day of her life — she spent her time lying in the full glare of the sun. 
She could stand any amount of it; she never had enough. All the same, it did 
not seem to warm her. Parched, withered, cold, she lay stretched on the 
stones like a piece of tossed-up driftwood. The women at the Bay thought 
she was very, very fast. Her lack of vanity, her slang, the way she treated 


men as though she was one of them, and the fact that she didn’t care 
twopence about her house and called the servant Gladys “Glad-eyes,” was 
disgraceful. Standing on the veranda steps Mrs. Kember would call in her 
indifferent, tired voice, “I say, Glad-eyes, you might heave me a 
handkerchief if ve got one, will you?” And Glad-eyes, a red bow in her 
hair instead of a cap, and white shoes, came running with an impudent 
smile. It was an absolute scandal! True, she had no children, and her 
husband... Here the voices were always raised; they became fervent. How 
can he have married her? How can he, how can he? It must have been 
money, of course, but even then! 

Mrs. Kember’s husband was at least ten years younger than she was, and 
so incredibly handsome that he looked like a mask or a most perfect 
illustration in an American novel rather than a man. Black hair, dark blue 
eyes, red lips, a slow sleepy smile, a fine tennis player, a perfect dancer, and 
with it all a mystery. Harry Kember was like a man walking in his sleep. 
Men couldn’t stand him, they couldn’t get a word out of the chap; he 
ignored his wife just as she ignored him. How did he live? Of course there 
were stories, but such stories! They simply couldn’t be told. The women 
he’d been seen with, the places he’d been seen in... but nothing was ever 
certain, nothing definite. Some of the women at the Bay privately thought 
he’d commit a murder one day. Yes, even while they talked to Mrs. Kember 
and took in the awful concoction she was wearing, they saw her, stretched 
as she lay on the beach; but cold, bloody, and still with a cigarette stuck in 
the corner of her mouth. 

Mrs. Kember rose, yawned, unsnapped her belt buckle, and tugged at the 
tape of her blouse. And Beryl stepped out of her skirt and shed her jersey, 
and stood up in her short white petticoat, and her camisole with ribbon 
bows on the shoulders. 

“Mercy on us,” said Mrs. Harry Kember, “what a little beauty you are!” 

“Don’t!” said Beryl softly; but, drawing off one stocking and then the 
other, she felt a little beauty. 

“My dear — why not?” said Mrs. Harry Kember, stamping on her own 
petticoat. Really — her underclothes! A pair of blue cotton knickers and a 
linen bodice that reminded one somehow of a pillow-case... “And you don’t 
wear stays, do you?” She touched Beryl’s waist, and Beryl sprang away 
with a small affected cry. Then “Never!” she said firmly. 

“Lucky little creature,” sighed Mrs. Kember, unfastening her own. 


Beryl turned her back and began the complicated movements of some 
one who is trying to take off her clothes and to pull on her bathing-dress all 
at one and the same time. 

“Oh, my dear — don’t mind me,” said Mrs. Harry Kember. “Why be 
shy? I shan’t eat you. I shan’t be shocked like those other ninnies.” And she 
gave her strange neighing laugh and grimaced at the other women. 

But Beryl was shy. She never undressed in front of anybody. Was that 
silly? Mrs. Harry Kember made her feel it was silly, even something to be 
ashamed of. Why be shy indeed! She glanced quickly at her friend standing 
so boldly in her torn chemise and lighting a fresh cigarette; and a quick, 
bold, evil feeling started up in her breast. Laughing recklessly, she drew on 
the limp, sandy-feeling bathing-dress that was not quite dry and fastened 
the twisted buttons. 

“That’s better,’ said Mrs. Harry Kember. They began to go down the 
beach together. “Really, it’s a sin for you to wear clothes, my dear. 
Somebody’s got to tell you some day.” 

The water was quite warm. It was that marvellous transparent blue, 
flecked with silver, but the sand at the bottom looked gold; when you 
kicked with your toes there rose a little puff of gold-dust. Now the waves 
just reached her breast. Beryl stood, her arms outstretched, gazing out, and 
as each wave came she gave the slightest little jump, so that it seemed it 
was the wave which lifted her so gently. 

“T believe in pretty girls having a good time,” said Mrs. Harry Kember. 
“Why not? Don’t you make a mistake, my dear. Enjoy yourself.” And 
suddenly she turned turtle, disappeared, and swam away quickly, quickly, 
like a rat. Then she flicked round and began swimming back. She was going 
to say something else. Beryl felt that she was being poisoned by this cold 
woman, but she longed to hear. But oh, how strange, how horrible! As Mrs. 
Harry Kember came up close she looked, in her black waterproof bathing- 
cap, with her sleepy face lifted above the water, just her chin touching, like 
a horrible caricature of her husband. 


VI. 


In a steamer chair, under a manuka tree that grew in the middle of the front 
grass patch, Linda Burnell dreamed the morning away. She did nothing. She 
looked up at the dark, close, dry leaves of the manuka, at the chinks of blue 


between, and now and again a tiny yellowish flower dropped on her. Pretty 
— yes, if you held one of those flowers on the palm of your hand and 
looked at it closely, it was an exquisite small thing. Each pale yellow petal 
shone as if each was the careful work of a loving hand. The tiny tongue in 
the centre gave it the shape of a bell. And when you turned it over the 
outside was a deep bronze colour. But as soon as they flowered, they fell 
and were scattered. You brushed them off your frock as you talked; the 
horrid little things got caught in one’s hair. Why, then, flower at all? Who 
takes the trouble — or the joy — to make all these things that are wasted, 
wasted... It was uncanny. 

On the grass beside her, lying between two pillows, was the boy. Sound 
asleep he lay, his head turned away from his mother. His fine dark hair 
looked more like a shadow than like real hair, but his ear was a bright, deep 
coral. Linda clasped her hands above her head and crossed her feet. It was 
very pleasant to know that all these bungalows were empty, that everybody 
was down on the beach, out of sight, out of hearing. She had the garden to 
herself; she was alone. 

Dazzling white the picotees shone; the golden-eyed marigold glittered; 
the nasturtiums wreathed the veranda poles in green and gold flame. If only 
one had time to look at these flowers long enough, time to get over the 
sense of novelty and strangeness, time to know them! But as soon as one 
paused to part the petals, to discover the under-side of the leaf, along came 
Life and one was swept away. And, lying in her cane chair, Linda felt so 
light; she felt like a leaf. Along came Life like a wind and she was seized 
and shaken; she had to go. Oh dear, would it always be so? Was there no 
escape? 

... Now she sat on the veranda of their Tasmanian home, leaning against 
her father’s knee. And he promised, “As soon as you and I are old enough, 
Linny, we’ll cut off somewhere, we’ll escape. Two boys together. I have a 
fancy I’d like to sail up a river in China.” Linda saw that river, very wide, 
covered with little rafts and boats. She saw the yellow hats of the boatmen 
and she heard their high, thin voices as they called... 

“Yes, papa.” 

But just then a very broad young man with bright ginger hair walked 
slowly past their house, and slowly, solemnly even, uncovered. Linda’s 
father pulled her ear teasingly, in the way he had. 

“Linny’s beau,” he whispered. 


1°? 


“Oh, papa, fancy being married to Stanley Burnell 

Well, she was married to him. And what was more she loved him. Not the 
Stanley whom every one saw, not the everyday one; but a timid, sensitive, 
innocent Stanley who knelt down every night to say his prayers, and who 
longed to be good. Stanley was simple. If he believed in people — as he 
believed in her, for instance — it was with his whole heart. He could not be 
disloyal; he could not tell a lie. And how terribly he suffered if he thought 
any one — she — was not being dead straight, dead sincere with him! “This 
is too subtle for me!” He flung out the words, but his open, quivering, 
distraught look was like the look of a trapped beast. 

But the trouble was — here Linda felt almost inclined to laugh, though 
Heaven knows it was no laughing matter — she saw her Stanley so seldom. 
There were glimpses, moments, breathing spaces of calm, but all the rest of 
the time it was like living in a house that couldn’t be cured of the habit of 
catching on fire, on a ship that got wrecked every day. And it was always 
Stanley who was in the thick of the danger. Her whole time was spent in 
rescuing him, and restoring him, and calming him down, and listening to his 
story. And what was left of her time was spent in the dread of having 
children. 

Linda frowned; she sat up quickly in her steamer chair and clasped her 
ankles. Yes, that was her real grudge against life; that was what she could 
not understand. That was the question she asked and asked, and listened in 
vain for the answer. It was all very well to say it was the common lot of 
women to bear children. It wasn’t true. She, for one, could prove that 
wrong. She was broken, made weak, her courage was gone, through child- 
bearing. And what made it doubly hard to bear was, she did not love her 
children. It was useless pretending. Even if she had had the strength she 
never would have nursed and played with the little girls. No, it was as 
though a cold breath had chilled her through and through on each of those 
awful journeys; she had no warmth left to give them. As to the boy — well, 
thank Heaven, mother had taken him; he was mother’s, or Beryl’s, or 
anybody’s who wanted him. She had hardly held him in her arms. She was 
so indifferent about him that as he lay there... Linda glanced down. 

The boy had turned over. He lay facing her, and he was no longer asleep. 
His dark-blue, baby eyes were open; he looked as though he was peeping at 
his mother. And suddenly his face dimpled; it broke into a wide, toothless 
smile, a perfect beam, no less. 


“I’m here!” that happy smile seemed to say. “Why don’t you like me?” 

There was something so quaint, so unexpected about that smile that 
Linda smiled herself. But she checked herself and said to the boy coldly, “I 
don’t like babies.” 

“Don’t like babies?” The boy couldn’t believe her. “Don’t like me?” He 
waved his arms foolishly at his mother. 

Linda dropped off her chair on to the grass. 

“Why do you keep on smiling?” she said severely. “If you knew what I 
was thinking about, you wouldn’t.” 

But he only squeezed up his eyes, slyly, and rolled his head on the pillow. 
He didn’t believe a word she said. 

“We know all about that!” smiled the boy. 

Linda was so astonished at the confidence of this little creature... Ah no, 
be sincere. That was not what she felt; it was something far different, 1t was 
something so new, so... The tears danced in her eyes; she breathed in a 
small whisper to the boy, “Hallo, my funny!” 

But by now the boy had forgotten his mother. He was serious again. 
Something pink, something soft waved in front of him. He made a grab at it 
and it immediately disappeared. But when he lay back, another, like the 
first, appeared. This time he determined to catch it. He made a tremendous 
effort and rolled right over. 


VIL. 


The tide was out; the beach was deserted; lazily flopped the warm sea. The 
sun beat down, beat down hot and fiery on the fine sand, baking the grey 
and blue and black and white-veined pebbles. It sucked up the little drop of 
water that lay in the hollow of the curved shells; it bleached the pink 
convolvulus that threaded through and through the sand-hills. Nothing 
seemed to move but the small sand-hoppers. Pit-pit-pit! They were never 
still. 

Over there on the weed-hung rocks that looked at low tide like shaggy 
beasts come down to the water to drink, the sunlight seemed to spin like a 
silver coin dropped into each of the small rock pools. They danced, they 
quivered, and minute ripples laved the porous shores. Looking down, 
bending over, each pool was like a lake with pink and blue houses clustered 
on the shores; and oh! the vast mountainous country behind those houses — 


the ravines, the passes, the dangerous creeks and fearful tracks that led to 
the water’s edge. Underneath waved the sea-forest — pink thread-like trees, 
velvet anemones, and orange berry-spotted weeds. Now a stone on the 
bottom moved, rocked, and there was a glimpse of a black feeler; now a 
thread-like creature wavered by and was lost. Something was happening to 
the pink, waving trees; they were changing to a cold moonlight blue. And 
now there sounded the faintest “plop.” Who made that sound? What was 
going on down there? And how strong, how damp the seaweed smelt in the 
hot sun... 

The green blinds were drawn in the bungalows of the summer colony. 
Over the verandas, prone on the paddock, flung over the fences, there were 
exhausted-looking bathing-dresses and rough striped towels. Each back 
window seemed to have a pair of sand-shoes on the sill and some lumps of 
rock or a bucket or a collection of pawa shells. The bush quivered in a haze 
of heat; the sandy road was empty except for the Trouts’ dog Snooker, who 
lay stretched in the very middle of it. His blue eye was turned up, his legs 
stuck out stiffly, and he gave an occasional desperate-sounding puff, as 
much as to say he had decided to make an end of it and was only waiting 
for some kind cart to come along. 

“What are you looking at, my grandma? Why do you keep stopping and 
sort of staring at the wall?” 

Kezia and her grandmother were taking their siesta together. The little 
girl, wearing only her short drawers and her under-bodice, her arms and 
legs bare, lay on one of the puffed-up pillows of her grandma’s bed, and the 
old woman, in a white ruffled dressing-gown, sat in a rocker at the window, 
with a long piece of pink knitting in her lap. This room that they shared, 
like the other rooms of the bungalow, was of light varnished wood and the 
floor was bare. The furniture was of the shabbiest, the simplest. The 
dressing-table, for instance, was a packing-case in a sprigged muslin 
petticoat, and the mirror above was very strange; it was as though a little 
piece of forked lightning was imprisoned in it. On the table there stood a jar 
of sea-pinks, pressed so tightly together they looked more like a velvet 
pincushion, and a special shell which Kezia had given her grandma for a 
pin-tray, and another even more special which she had thought would make 
a very nice place for a watch to curl up in. 

“Tell me, grandma,” said Kezia. 


The old woman sighed, whipped the wool twice round her thumb, and 
drew the bone needle through. She was casting on. 

“T was thinking of your Uncle William, darling,” she said quietly. 

“My Australian Uncle William?” said Kezia. She had another. 

“Yes, of course.” 

“The one I never saw?” 

“That was the one.” 

“Well, what happened to him?” Kezia knew perfectly well, but she 
wanted to be told again. 

“He went to the mines, and he got a sunstroke there and died,” said old 
Mrs. Fairfield. 

Kezia blinked and considered the picture again... a little man fallen over 
like a tin soldier by the side of a big black hole. 

“Does it make you sad to think about him, grandma?” She hated her 
grandma to be sad. 

It was the old woman’s turn to consider. Did it make her sad? To look 
back, back. To stare down the years, as Kezia had seen her doing. To look 
after them as a woman does, long after they were out of sight. Did it make 
her sad? No, life was like that. 

“No, Kezia.” 

“But why?” asked Kezia. She lifted one bare arm and began to draw 
things in the air. “Why did Uncle William have to die? He wasn’t old.” 

Mrs. Fairfield began counting the stitches in threes. “It just happened,” 
she said in an absorbed voice. 

“Does everybody have to die?” asked Kezia. 

“Everybody!” 

“Me?” Kezia sounded fearfully incredulous. 

“Some day, my darling.” 

“But, grandma.” Kezia waved her left leg and waggled the toes. They felt 
sandy. “What if I just won’t?” 

The old woman sighed again and drew a long thread from the ball. 

“We’re not asked, Kezia,” she said sadly. “It happens to all of us sooner 
or later.” 

Kezia lay still thinking this over. She didn’t want to die. It meant she 
would have to leave here, leave everywhere, for ever, leave — leave her 
grandma. She rolled over quickly. 

“Grandma,” she said in a startled voice. 


“What, my pet!” 

“You’re not to die.” Kezia was very decided. 

“Ah, Kezia” — her grandma looked up and smiled and shook her head— 
“don’t let’s talk about it.” 

“But you’re not to. You couldn’t leave me. You couldn’t not be there.” 
This was awful. “Promise me you won’t ever do it, grandma,” pleaded 
Kezia. 

The old woman went on knitting. 

“Promise me! Say never!” 

But still her grandma was silent. 

Kezia rolled off her bed; she couldn’t bear it any longer, and lightly she 
leapt on to her grandma’s knees, clasped her hands round the old woman’s 
throat and began kissing her, under the chin, behind the ear, and blowing 
down her neck. 

“Say never... say never... say never—” She gasped between the kisses. 
And then she began, very softly and lightly, to tickle her grandma. 

“Kezia!” The old woman dropped her knitting. She swung back in the 
rocker. She began to tickle Kezia. “Say never, say never, say never,” 
gurgled Kezia, while they lay there laughing in each other’s arms. “Come, 
that’s enough, my squirrel! That’s enough, my wild pony!” said old Mrs. 
Fairfield, setting her cap straight. “Pick up my knitting.” 

Both of them had forgotten what the “never” was about. 


VUL 


The sun was still full on the garden when the back door of the Burnells’ 
shut with a bang, and a very gay figure walked down the path to the gate. It 
was Alice, the servant-girl, dressed for her afternoon out. She wore a white 
cotton dress with such large red spots on it and so many that they made you 
shudder, white shoes and a leghorn turned up under the brim with poppies. 
Of course she wore gloves, white ones, stained at the fastenings with iron- 
mould, and in one hand she carried a very dashed-looking sunshade which 
she referred to as her “perishall.” 

Beryl, sitting in the window, fanning her freshly-washed hair, thought she 
had never seen such a guy. If Alice had only blacked her face with a piece 
of cork before she started out, the picture would have been complete. And 
where did a girl like that go to in a place like this? The heart-shaped Fijian 


fan beat scornfully at that lovely bright mane. She supposed Alice had 
picked up some horrible common larrikin and they’d go off into the bush 
together. Pity to have made herself so conspicuous; they’d have hard work 
to hide with Alice in that rig-out. 

But no, Beryl was unfair. Alice was going to tea with Mrs Stubbs, who’d 
sent her an “invite” by the little boy who called for orders. She had taken 
ever such a liking to Mrs. Stubbs ever since the first time she went to the 
shop to get something for her mosquitoes. 

“Dear heart!” Mrs. Stubbs had clapped her hand to her side. “I never seen 
anyone so eaten. You might have been attacked by canningbals.” 

Alice did wish there’d been a bit of life on the road though. Made her feel 
so queer, having nobody behind her. Made her feel all weak in the spine. 
She couldn’t believe that some one wasn’t watching her. And yet it was 
silly to turn round; it gave you away. She pulled up her gloves, hummed to 
herself and said to the distant gum-tree, “Shan’t be long now.” But that was 
hardly company. 

Mrs. Stubbs’s shop was perched on a little hillock just off the road. It had 
two big windows for eyes, a broad veranda for a hat, and the sign on the 
roof, scrawled MRS. STUBBS’S, was like a little card stuck rakishly in the 
hat crown. 

On the veranda there hung a long string of bathing-dresses, clinging 
together as though they’d just been rescued from the sea rather than waiting 
to go in, and beside them there hung a cluster of sandshoes so 
extraordinarily mixed that to get at one pair you had to tear apart and 
forcibly separate at least fifty. Even then it was the rarest thing to find the 
left that belonged to the right. So many people had lost patience and gone 
off with one shoe that fitted and one that was a little too big... Mrs. Stubbs 
prided herself on keeping something of everything. The two windows, 
arranged in the form of precarious pyramids, were crammed so tight, piled 
so high, that it seemed only a conjurer could prevent them from toppling 
over. In the left-hand corner of one window, glued to the pane by four 
gelatine lozenges, there was — and there had been from time immemorial 
— a notice. 

LOST! HANSOME GOLE BROOCH SOLID GOLD ON OR NEAR 
BEACH REWARD OFFERED 

Alice pressed open the door. The bell jangled, the red serge curtains 
parted, and Mrs. Stubbs appeared. With her broad smile and the long bacon 


knife in her hand, she looked like a friendly brigand. Alice was welcomed 
so warmly that she found it quite difficult to keep up her “manners.” They 
consisted of persistent little coughs and hems, pulls at her gloves, tweaks at 
her skirt, and a curious difficulty in seeing what was set before her or 
understanding what was said. 

Tea was laid on the parlour table — ham, sardines, a whole pound of 
butter, and such a large johnny cake that it looked like an advertisement for 
somebody’s baking-powder. But the Primus stove roared so loudly that it 
was useless to try to talk above it. Alice sat down on the edge of a basket- 
chair while Mrs. Stubbs pumped the stove still higher. Suddenly Mrs. 
Stubbs whipped the cushion off a chair and disclosed a large brown-paper 
parcel. 

“I’ve just had some new photers taken, my dear,” she shouted cheerfully 
to Alice. “Tell me what you think of them.” 

In a very dainty, refined way Alice wet her finger and put the tissue back 
from the first one. Life! How many there were! There were three dozzing at 
least. And she held it up to the light. 

Mrs. Stubbs sat in an arm-chair, leaning very much to one side. There 
was a look of mild astonishment on her large face, and well there might be. 
For though the arm-chair stood on a carpet, to the left of it, miraculously 
skirting the carpet-border, there was a dashing water-fall. On her right stood 
a Grecian pillar with a giant fern-tree on either side of it, and in the 
background towered a gaunt mountain, pale with snow. 

“It is a nice style, isn’t it?” shouted Mrs. Stubbs; and Alice had just 
screamed “Sweetly” when the roaring of the Primus stove died down, 
fizzled out, ceased, and she said “Pretty” in a silence that was frightening. 

“Draw up your chair, my dear,” said Mrs. Stubbs, beginning to pour out. 
“Yes,” she said thoughtfully, as she handed the tea, “but I don’t care about 
the size. I’m having an enlargemint. All very well for Christmas cards, but I 
never was the one for small photers myself. You get no comfort out of 
them. To say the truth, I find them dis’ eartening.” 

Alice quite saw what she meant. 

“Size,” said Mrs. Stubbs. “Give me size. That was what my poor dear 
husband was always saying. He couldn’t stand anything small. Gave him 
the creeps. And, strange as it may seem, my dear” — here Mrs. Stubbs 
creaked and seemed to expand herself at the memory— “it was dropsy that 


carried him off at the larst. Many’s the time they drawn one and a half pints 
from ‘im at the ‘ospital... It seemed like a judgmint.” 

Alice burned to know exactly what it was that was drawn from him. She 
ventured, “I suppose it was water.” 

But Mrs. Stubbs fixed Alice with her eyes and replied meaningly, “It was 
liquid, my dear.” 

Liquid! Alice jumped away from the word like a cat and came back to it, 
nosing and wary. 

“That’s ‘im!’ said Mrs. Stubbs, and she pointed dramatically to the life- 
size head and shoulders of a burly man with a dead white rose in the 
buttonhole of his coat that made you think of a curl of cold mutting fat. Just 
below, in silver letters on a red cardboard ground, were the words, “Be not 
afraid, it is I.” 

“Tt’s ever such a fine face,” said Alice faintly. 

The pale-blue bow on the top of Mrs. Stubbs’s fair frizzy hair quivered. 
She arched her plump neck. What a neck she had! It was bright pink where 
it began and then it changed to warm apricot, and that faded to the colour of 
a brown egg and then to a deep creamy. 

“All the same, my dear,” she said surprisingly, “freedom’s best!” Her 
soft, fat chuckle sounded like a purr. “Freedom’s best,” said Mrs. Stubbs 
again. 

Freedom! Alice gave a loud, silly little titter. She felt awkward. Her mind 
flew back to her own kitching. Ever so queer! She wanted to be back in it 
again. 


IX. 


A strange company assembled in the Burnells’ washhouse after tea. Round 
the table there sat a bull, a rooster, a donkey that kept forgetting it was a 
donkey, a sheep and a bee. The washhouse was the perfect place for such a 
meeting because they could make as much noise as they liked, and nobody 
ever interrupted. It was a small tin shed standing apart from the bungalow. 
Against the wall there was a deep trough and in the corner a copper with a 
basket of clothes-pegs on top of it. The little window, spun over with 
cobwebs, had a piece of candle and a mouse-trap on the dusty sill. There 
were clotheslines criss-crossed overhead and, hanging from a peg on the 


wall, a very big, a huge, rusty horseshoe. The table was in the middle with a 
form at either side. 

“You can’t be a bee, Kezia. A bee’s not an animal. It’s a ninseck.” 

“Oh, but I do want to be a bee frightfully,” wailed Kezia... A tiny bee, all 
yellow-furry, with striped legs. She drew her legs up under her and leaned 
over the table. She felt she was a bee. 

“A ninseck must be an animal,” she said stoutly. “It makes a noise. It’s 
not like a fish.” 

“T’m a bull, ’'m a bull!” cried Pip. And he gave such a tremendous 
bellow — how did he make that noise? — that Lottie looked quite alarmed. 

“T’ll be a sheep,” said little Rags. “A whole lot of sheep went past this 
morning.” 

“How do you know?” 

“Dad heard them. Baa!” He sounded like the little lamb that trots behind 
and seems to wait to be carried. 

“Cock-a-doodle-do!” shrilled Isabel. With her red cheeks and bright eyes 
she looked like a rooster. 

“What’ll I be?” Lottie asked everybody, and she sat there smiling, 
waiting for them to decide for her. It had to be an easy one. 

“Be a donkey, Lottie.” It was Kezia’s suggestion. “Hee-haw! You can’t 
forget that.” 

“Hee-haw!” said Lottie solemnly. “When do I have to say it?” 

“Til explain, I'll explain,” said the bull. It was he who had the cards. He 
waved them round his head. “All be quiet! All listen!” And he waited for 
them. “Look here, Lottie.” He turned up a card. “It’s got two spots on it — 
see? Now, if you put that card in the middle and somebody else has one 
with two spots as well, you say “‘Hee-haw,’ and the card’s yours.” 

“Mine?” Lottie was round-eyed. “To keep?” 

“No, silly. Just for the game, see? Just while we’re playing.” The bull was 
very cross with her. 

“Oh, Lottie, you are a little silly,” said the proud rooster. 

Lottie looked at both of them. Then she hung her head; her lip quivered. 
“T don’t want to play,” she whispered. The others glanced at one another 
like conspirators. All of them knew what that meant. She would go away 
and be discovered somewhere standing with her pinny thrown over her 
head, in a corner, or against a wall, or even behind a chair. 

“Yes, you do, Lottie. It’s quite easy,” said Kezia. 


And Isabel, repentant, said exactly like a grown-up, “Watch me, Lottie, 
and you'll soon learn.” 

“Cheer up, Lot,” said Pip. “There, I know what Ill do. Pll give you the 
first one. It’s mine, really, but I'll give it to you. Here you are.” And he 
slammed the card down in front of Lottie. 

Lottie revived at that. But now she was in another difficulty. “I haven’t 
got a hanky,” she said; “I want one badly, too.” 

“Here, Lottie, you can use mine.” Rags dipped into his sailor blouse and 
brought up a very wet-looking one, knotted together. “Be very careful,” he 
warned her. “Only use that corner. Don’t undo it. I’ve got a little starfish 
inside I’m going to try and tame.” 

“Oh, come on, you girls,” said the bull. “And mind — you’re not to look 
at your cards. You’ve got to keep your hands under the table till I say ‘Go.’” 

Smack went the cards round the table. They tried with all their might to 
see, but Pip was too quick for them. It was very exciting, sitting there in the 
washhouse; it was all they could do not to burst into a little chorus of 
animals before Pip had finished dealing. 

“Now, Lottie, you begin.” 

Timidly Lottie stretched out a hand, took the top card off her pack, had a 
good look at it — it was plain she was counting the spots — and put it 
down. 

“No, Lottie, you can’t do that. You mustn’t look first. You must turn it the 
other way over.” 

“But then everybody will see it the same time as me,” said Lottie. 

The game proceeded. Mooe-ooo-er! The bull was terrible. He charged 
over the table and seemed to eat the cards up. 

Bss-ss! said the bee. 

Cock-a-doodle-do! Isabel stood up in her excitement and moved her 
elbows like wings. 

Baa! Little Rags put down the King of Diamonds and Lottie put down the 
one they called the King of Spain. She had hardly any cards left. 

“Why don’t you call out, Lottie?” 

“T’ve forgotten what I am,” said the donkey woefully. 

“Well, change! Be a dog instead! Bow-wow!” 

“Oh yes. That’s much easier.” Lottie smiled again. But when she and 
Kezia both had a one Kezia waited on purpose. The others made signs to 


Lottie and pointed. Lottie turned very red; she looked bewildered, and at 
last she said, ““Hee-haw! Ke-zia.” 

“Ss! Wait a minute!” They were in the very thick of it when the bull 
stopped them, holding up his hand. “What’s that? What’s that noise?” 

“What noise? What do you mean?” asked the rooster. 

“Ss! Shut up! Listen!” They were mouse-still. “I thought I heard a — a 
sort of knocking,” said the bull. 

“What was it like?” asked the sheep faintly. 

No answer. 

The bee gave a shudder. “Whatever did we shut the door for?” she said 
softly. Oh, why, why had they shut the door? 

While they were playing, the day had faded; the gorgeous sunset had 
blazed and died. And now the quick dark came racing over the sea, over the 
sand-hills, up the paddock. You were frightened to look in the corners of the 
washhouse, and yet you had to look with all your might. And somewhere, 
far away, grandma was lighting a lamp. The blinds were being pulled down; 
the kitchen fire leapt in the tins on the mantelpiece. 

“It would be awful now,” said the bull, “if a spider was to fall from the 
ceiling on to the table, wouldn’t it?” 

“Spiders don’t fall from ceilings.” 

“Yes, they do. Our Min told us she’d seen a spider as big as a saucer, with 
long hairs on it like a gooseberry.” 

Quickly all the little heads were jerked up; all the little bodies drew 
together, pressed together. 

“Why doesn’t somebody come and call us?” cried the rooster. 

Oh, those grown-ups, laughing and snug, sitting in the lamp-light, 
drinking out of cups! They’d forgotten about them. No, not really forgotten. 
That was what their smile meant. They had decided to leave them there all 
by themselves. 

Suddenly Lottie gave such a piercing scream that all of them jumped off 
the forms, all of them screamed too. “A face — a face looking!” shrieked 
Lottie. 

It was true, it was real. Pressed against the window was a pale face, black 
eyes, a black beard. 

“Grandma! Mother! Somebody!” 

But they had not got to the door, tumbling over one another, before it 
opened for Uncle Jonathan. He had come to take the little boys home. 


X. 


He had meant to be there before, but in the front garden he had come upon 
Linda walking up and down the grass, stopping to pick off a dead pink or 
give a top-heavy carnation something to lean against, or to take a deep 
breath of something, and then walking on again, with her little air of 
remoteness. Over her white frock she wore a yellow, pink-fringed shawl 
from the Chinaman’s shop. 

“Hallo, Jonathan!” called Linda. And Jonathan whipped off his shabby 
panama, pressed it against his breast, dropped on one knee, and kissed 
Linda’s hand. 

“Greeting, my Fair One! Greeting, my Celestial Peach Blossom 
boomed the bass voice gently. “Where are the other noble dames?” 

“Beryl’s out playing bridge and mother’s giving the boy his bath... Have 
you come to borrow something?” 

The Trouts were for ever running out of things and sending across to the 
Burnells’ at the last moment. 

But Jonathan only answered, “A little love, a little kindness;” and he 
walked by his sister-in-law’s side. 

Linda dropped into Beryl’s hammock under the manuka-tree, and 
Jonathan stretched himself on the grass beside her, pulled a long stalk and 
began chewing it. They knew each other well. The voices of children cried 
from the other gardens. A fisherman’s light cart shook along the sandy road, 
and from far away they heard a dog barking; it was muffled as though the 
dog had its head in a sack. If you listened you could just hear the soft swish 
of the sea at full tide sweeping the pebbles. The sun was sinking. 

“And so you go back to the office on Monday, do you, Jonathan?” asked 
Linda. 

“On Monday the cage door opens and clangs to upon the victim for 
another eleven months and a week,” answered Jonathan. 

Linda swung a little. “It must be awful,” she said slowly. 

“Would ye have me laugh, my fair sister? Would ye have me weep?” 

Linda was so accustomed to Jonathan’s way of talking that she paid no 
attention to it. 

“IT suppose,” she said vaguely, “one gets used to it. One gets used to 
anything.” 


'? 


“Does one? Hum!” The “Hum” was so deep it seemed to boom from 
underneath the ground. “I wonder how it’s done,” brooded Jonathan; “I’ve 
never managed it.” 

Looking at him as he lay there, Linda thought again how attractive he 
was. It was strange to think that he was only an ordinary clerk, that Stanley 
earned twice as much money as he. What was the matter with Jonathan? He 
had no ambition; she supposed that was it. And yet one felt he was gifted, 
exceptional. He was passionately fond of music; every spare penny he had 
went on books. He was always full of new ideas, schemes, plans. But 
nothing came of it all. The new fire blazed in Jonathan; you almost heard it 
roaring softly as he explained, described and dilated on the new thing; but a 
moment later it had fallen in and there was nothing but ashes, and Jonathan 
went about with a look like hunger in his black eyes. At these times he 
exaggerated his absurd manner of speaking, and he sang in church — he 
was the leader of the choir — with such fearful dramatic intensity that the 
meanest hymn put on an unholy splendour. 

“It seems to me just as imbecile, just as infernal, to have to go to the 
office on Monday,” said Jonathan, “as it always has done and always will 
do. To spend all the best years of one’s life sitting on a stool from nine to 
five, scratching in somebody’s ledger! It’s a queer use to make of one’s... 
one and only life, isn’t it? Or do I fondly dream?” He rolled over on the 
grass and looked up at Linda. “Tell me, what is the difference between my 
life and that of an ordinary prisoner. The only difference I can see is that I 
put myself in jail and nobody’s ever going to let me out. That’s a more 
intolerable situation than the other. For if I’?d been — pushed in, against my 
will — kicking, even — once the door was locked, or at any rate in five 
years or so, I might have accepted the fact and begun to take an interest in 
the flight of flies or counting the warder’s steps along the passage with 
particular attention to variations of tread and so on. But as it is, I’m like an 
insect that’s flown into a room of its own accord. I dash against the walls, 
dash against the windows, flop against the ceiling, do everything on God’s 
earth, in fact, except fly out again. And all the while I’m thinking, like that 
moth, or that butterfly, or whatever it is, ‘The shortness of life! The 
shortness of life!’ I’ve only one night or one day, and there’s this vast 
dangerous garden, waiting out there, undiscovered, unexplored.” 

“But, if you feel like that, why—” began Linda quickly. 


“Ah!” cried Jonathan. And that “ah!” was somehow almost exultant. 
“There you have me. Why? Why indeed? There’s the maddening, 
mysterious question. Why don’t I fly out again? There’s the window or the 
door or whatever it was I came in by. It’s not hopelessly shut — is it? Why 
don’t I find it and be off? Answer me that, little sister.’ But he gave her no 
time to answer. 

“T’m exactly like that insect again. For some reason” — Jonathan paused 
between the words— “it’s not allowed, it’s forbidden, it’s against the insect 
law, to stop banging and flopping and crawling up the pane even for an 
instant. Why don’t I leave the office? Why don’t I seriously consider, this 
moment, for instance, what it is that prevents me leaving? It’s not as though 
I’m tremendously tied. I’ve two boys to provide for, but, after all, they’re 
boys. I could cut off to sea, or get a job up-country, or—” Suddenly he 
smiled at Linda and said in a changed voice, as if he were confiding a 
secret, “Weak... weak. No stamina. No anchor. No guiding principle, let us 
call it.” But then the dark velvety voice rolled out: 

“Would ye hear the story 
How it unfolds itself...” 

and they were silent. 

The sun had set. In the western sky there were great masses of crushed- 
up rose-coloured clouds. Broad beams of light shone through the clouds and 
beyond them as if they would cover the whole sky. Overhead the blue 
faded; it turned a pale gold, and the bush outlined against it gleamed dark 
and brilliant like metal. Sometimes when those beams of light show in the 
sky they are very awful. They remind you that up there sits Jehovah, the 
jealous God, the Almighty, Whose eye is upon you, ever watchful, never 
weary. You remember that at His coming the whole earth will shake into 
one ruined graveyard; the cold, bright angels will drive you this way and 
that, and there will be no time to explain what could be explained so 
simply... But to-night it seemed to Linda there was something infinitely 
joyful and loving in those silver beams. And now no sound came from the 
sea. It breathed softly as if it would draw that tender, joyful beauty into its 
own bosom. 

“Tt’s all wrong, it’s all wrong,” came the shadowy voice of Jonathan. “It’s 
not the scene, it’s not the setting for... three stools, three desks, three inkpots 
and a wire blind.” 


Linda knew that he would never change, but she said, “Is it too late, even 
now?” 

“I’m old — I’m old,” intoned Jonathan. He bent towards her, he passed 
his hand over his head. “Look!” His black hair was speckled all over with 
silver, like the breast plumage of a black fowl. 

Linda was surprised. She had no idea that he was grey. And yet, as he 
stood up beside her and sighed and stretched, she saw him, for the first 
time, not resolute, not gallant, not careless, but touched already with age. 
He looked very tall on the darkening grass, and the thought crossed her 
mind, “He is like a weed.” 

Jonathan stooped again and kissed her fingers. 

“Heaven reward thy sweet patience, lady mine,” he murmured. “I must 
go seek those heirs to my fame and fortune... ““ He was gone. 


XI. 


Light shone in the windows of the bungalow. Two square patches of gold 
fell upon the pinks and the peaked marigolds. Florrie, the cat, came out on 
to the veranda, and sat on the top step, her white paws close together, her 
tail curled round. She looked content, as though she had been waiting for 
this moment all day. 

“Thank goodness, it’s getting late,” said Florrie. “Thank goodness, the 
long day is over.” Her greengage eyes opened. 

Presently there sounded the rumble of the coach, the crack of Kelly’s 
whip. It came near enough for one to hear the voices of the men from town, 
talking loudly together. It stopped at the Burnells’ gate. 

Stanley was half-way up the path before he saw Linda. “Is that you, 
darling?” 

“Yes, Stanley.” 

He leapt across the flower-bed and seized her in his arms. She was 
enfolded in that familiar, eager, strong embrace. 

“Forgive me, darling, forgive me,” stammered Stanley, and he put his 
hand under her chin and lifted her face to him. 

“Forgive you?” smiled Linda. “But whatever for?” 

“Good God! You can’t have forgotten,” cried Stanley Burnell. “I’ve 
thought of nothing else all day. I’ve had the hell of a day. I made up my 


mind to dash out and telegraph, and then I thought the wire mightn’t reach 
you before I did. I’ve been in tortures, Linda.” 

“But, Stanley,” said Linda, “what must I forgive you for?” 

“Linda!” — Stanley was very hurt— “didn’t you realize — you must 
have realized — I went away without saying good-bye to you this morning? 
I can’t imagine how I can have done such a thing. My confounded temper, 
of course. But — well” — and he sighed and took her in his arms again— 
“I’ve suffered for it enough to-day.” 

“What’s that you’ve got in your hand?” asked Linda. “New gloves? Let 
me see.” 

“Oh, just a cheap pair of wash-leather ones,” said Stanley humbly. “I 
noticed Bell was wearing some in the coach this morning, so, as I was 
passing the shop, I dashed in and got myself a pair. What are you smiling 
at? You don’t think it was wrong of me, do you?” 

“On the con-trary, darling,” said Linda, “I think it was most sensible.” 

She pulled one of the large, pale gloves on her own fingers and looked at 
her hand, turning it this way and that. She was still smiling. 

Stanley wanted to say, “I was thinking of you the whole time I bought 
them.” It was true, but for some reason he couldn’t say it. “Let’s go in,” said 
he. 
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Xl. 


Why does one feel so different at night? Why is it so exciting to be awake 
when everybody else is asleep? Late — it is very late! And yet every 
moment you feel more and more wakeful, as though you were slowly, 
almost with every breath, waking up into a new, wonderful, far more 
thrilling and exciting world than the daylight one. And what is this queer 
sensation that you’re a conspirator? Lightly, stealthily you move about your 
room. You take something off the dressing-table and put it down again 
without a sound. And everything, even the bed-post, knows you, responds, 
shares your secret... 

You’re not very fond of your room by day. You never think about it. 
You’re in and out, the door opens and slams, the cupboard creaks. You sit 
down on the side of your bed, change your shoes and dash out again. A dive 
down to the glass, two pins in your hair, powder your nose and off again. 


But now — it’s suddenly dear to you. It’s a darling little funny room. It’s 
yours. Oh, what a joy it is to own things! Mine — my own! 

“My very own for ever?” 

“Yes.” Their lips met. 

No, of course, that had nothing to do with it. That was all nonsense and 
rubbish. But, in spite of herself, Beryl saw so plainly two people standing in 
the middle of her room. Her arms were round his neck; he held her. And 
now he whispered, “My beauty, my little beauty!” She jumped off her bed, 
ran over to the window and kneeled on the window-seat, with her elbows 
on the sill. But the beautiful night, the garden, every bush, every leaf, even 
the white palings, even the stars, were conspirators too. So bright was the 
moon that the flowers were bright as by day; the shadow of the nasturtiums, 
exquisite lily-like leaves and wide-open flowers, lay across the silvery 
veranda. The manuka-tree, bent by the southerly winds, was like a bird on 
one leg stretching out a wing. 

But when Beryl! looked at the bush, it seemed to her the bush was sad. 

“We are dumb trees, reaching up in the night, imploring we know not 
what,” said the sorrowful bush. 

It is true when you are by yourself and you think about life, it is always 
sad. All that excitement and so on has a way of suddenly leaving you, and 
it’s as though, in the silence, somebody called your name, and you heard 
your name for the first time. “Beryl!” 

“Yes, ’m here. I’m Beryl. Who wants me?” 

“Beryl!” 

“Let me come.” 

It is lonely living by oneself. Of course, there are relations, friends, heaps 
of them; but that’s not what she means. She wants some one who will find 
the Beryl they none of them know, who will expect her to be that Beryl 
always. She wants a lover. 

“Take me away from all these other people, my love. Let us go far away. 
Let us live our life, all new, all ours, from the very beginning. Let us make 
our fire. Let us sit down to eat together. Let us have long talks at night.” 

And the thought was almost, “Save me, my love. Save me!” 

.. “Oh, go on! Don’t be a prude, my dear. You enjoy yourself while 
you’re young. That’s my advice.” And a high rush of silly laughter joined 
Mrs. Harry Kember’s loud, indifferent neigh. 


You see, it’s so frightfully difficult when you’ve nobody. You’re so at the 
mercy of things. You can’t just be rude. And you’ve always this horror of 
seeming inexperienced and stuffy like the other ninnies at the Bay. And — 
and it’s fascinating to know you’ve power over people. Yes, that is 
fascinating... 

Oh why, oh why doesn’t “he” come soon? 

If I go on living here, thought Beryl, anything may happen to me. 

“But how do you know he is coming at all?” mocked a small voice within 
her. 

But Beryl dismissed it. She couldn’t be left. Other people, perhaps, but 
not she. It wasn’t possible to think that Beryl Fairfield never married, that 
lovely fascinating girl. 

“Do you remember Beryl Fairfield?” 

“Remember her! As if I could forget her! It was one summer at the Bay 
that I saw her. She was standing on the beach in a blue” — no, pink 
“muslin frock, holding on a big cream’ — no, black— “straw hat. But it’s 
years ago now.” 

““She’s as lovely as ever, more so if anything.” 

Beryl smiled, bit her lip, and gazed over the garden. As she gazed, she 
saw somebody, a man, leave the road, step along the paddock beside their 
palings as if he was coming straight towards her. Her heart beat. Who was 
it? Who could it be? It couldn’t be a burglar, certainly not a burglar, for he 
was smoking and he strolled lightly. Beryl’s heart leapt; it seemed to turn 
right over, and then to stop. She recognized him. 

“Good evening, Miss Beryl,” said the voice softly. 

“Good evening.” 

“Won’t you come for a little walk?” it drawled. 

Come for a walk — at that time of night! “I couldn’t. Everybody’s in bed. 
Everybody’s asleep.” 

“Oh,” said the voice lightly, and a whiff of sweet smoke reached her. 
“What does everybody matter? Do come! It’s such a fine night. There’s not 
a soul about.” 

Beryl shook her head. But already something stirred in her, something 
reared its head. 

The voice said, “Frightened?” It mocked, “Poor little girl!” 

“Not in the least,” said she. As she spoke that weak thing within her 
seemed to uncoil, to grow suddenly tremendously strong; she longed to go! 


And just as if this was quite understood by the other, the voice said, 
gently and softly, but finally, “Come along!” 

Beryl stepped over her low window, crossed the veranda, ran down the 
grass to the gate. He was there before her. 

“That’s right,” breathed the voice, and it teased, “You’re not frightened, 
are you? You’re not frightened?” 

She was; now she was here she was terrified, and it seemed to her 
everything was different. The moonlight stared and glittered; the shadows 
were like bars of iron. Her hand was taken. 

“Not in the least,” she said lightly. “Why should I be?” 

Her hand was pulled gently, tugged. She held back. 

“No, I’m not coming any farther,” said Beryl. 

“Oh, rot!” Harry Kember didn’t believe her. “Come along! We’ll just go 
as far as that fuchsia bush. Come along!” 

The fuchsia bush was tall. It fell over the fence in a shower. There was a 
little pit of darkness beneath. 

“No, really, I don’t want to,” said Beryl. 

For a moment Harry Kember didn’t answer. Then he came close to her, 
turned to her, smiled and said quickly, “Don’t be silly! Don’t be silly!” 

His smile was something she’d never seen before. Was he drunk? That 
bright, blind, terrifying smile froze her with horror. What was she doing? 
How had she got here? the stern garden asked her as the gate pushed open, 
and quick as a cat Harry Kember came through and snatched her to him. 

“Cold little devil! Cold little devil!” said the hateful voice. 

But Beryl was strong. She slipped, ducked, wrenched free. 

“You are vile, vile,” said she. 

“Then why in God’s name did you come?” stammered Harry Kember. 

Nobody answered him. 


XM. 


A cloud, small, serene, floated across the moon. In that moment of darkness 
the sea sounded deep, troubled. Then the cloud sailed away, and the sound 
of the sea was a vague murmur, as though it waked out of a dark dream. All 
was still. 


THE GARDEN PARTY. 


And after all the weather was ideal. They could not have had a more perfect 
day for a garden-party if they had ordered it. Windless, warm, the sky 
without a cloud. Only the blue was veiled with a haze of light gold, as it is 
sometimes in early summer. The gardener had been up since dawn, mowing 
the lawns and sweeping them, until the grass and the dark flat rosettes 
where the daisy plants had been seemed to shine. As for the roses, you 
could not help feeling they understood that roses are the only flowers that 
impress people at garden-parties; the only flowers that everybody is certain 
of knowing. Hundreds, yes, literally hundreds, had come out in a single 
night; the green bushes bowed down as though they had been visited by 
archangels. 

Breakfast was not yet over before the men came to put up the marquee. 

“Where do you want the marquee put, mother?” 

“My dear child, it’s no use asking me. I’m determined to leave everything 
to you children this year. Forget I am your mother. Treat me as an honoured 
guest.” 

But Meg could not possibly go and supervise the men. She had washed 
her hair before breakfast, and she sat drinking her coffee in a green turban, 
with a dark wet curl stamped on each cheek. Jose, the butterfly, always 
came down in a silk petticoat and a kimono jacket. 

“You'll have to go, Laura; you’re the artistic one.” 

Away Laura flew, still holding her piece of bread-and-butter. It’s so 
delicious to have an excuse for eating out of doors, and besides, she loved 
having to arrange things; she always felt she could do it so much better than 
anybody else. 

Four men in their shirt-sleeves stood grouped together on the garden 
path. They carried staves covered with rolls of canvas, and they had big 
tool-bags slung on their backs. They looked impressive. Laura wished now 
that she had not got the bread-and-butter, but there was nowhere to put it, 
and she couldn’t possibly throw it away. She blushed and tried to look 
severe and even a little bit short-sighted as she came up to them. 

“Good morning,” she said, copying her mother’s voice. But that sounded 
so fearfully affected that she was ashamed, and stammered like a little girl, 


“Oh — er — have you come — is it about the marquee?” 

“That’s right, miss,” said the tallest of the men, a lanky, freckled fellow, 
and he shifted his tool-bag, knocked back his straw hat and smiled down at 
her. “That’s about it.” 

His smile was so easy, so friendly that Laura recovered. What nice eyes 
he had, small, but such a dark blue! And now she looked at the others, they 
were smiling too. “Cheer up, we won’t bite,” their smile seemed to say. 
How very nice workmen were! And what a beautiful morning! She mustn’t 
mention the morning; she must be business-like. The marquee. 

“Well, what about the lily-lawn? Would that do?” 

And she pointed to the lily-lawn with the hand that didn’t hold the bread- 
and-butter. They turned, they stared in the direction. A little fat chap thrust 
out his under-lip, and the tall fellow frowned. 

“TI don’t fancy it,” said he. “Not conspicuous enough. You see, with a 
thing like a marquee,” and he turned to Laura in his easy way, “you want to 
put it somewhere where itll give you a bang slap in the eye, if you follow 
me.” 

Laura’s upbringing made her wonder for a moment whether it was quite 
respectful of a workman to talk to her of bangs slap in the eye. But she did 
quite follow him. 

“A corner of the tennis-court,” she suggested. “But the band’s going to be 
in one corner.” 

“H’m, going to have a band, are you?” said another of the workmen. He 
was pale. He had a haggard look as his dark eyes scanned the tennis-court. 
What was he thinking? 

“Only a very small band,” said Laura gently. Perhaps he wouldn’t mind 
so much if the band was quite small. But the tall fellow interrupted. 

“Look here, miss, that’s the place. Against those trees. Over there. That’ Il 
do fine.” 

Against the karakas. Then the karaka-trees would be hidden. And they 
were so lovely, with their broad, gleaming leaves, and their clusters of 
yellow fruit. They were like trees you imagined growing on a desert island, 
proud, solitary, lifting their leaves and fruits to the sun in a kind of silent 
splendour. Must they be hidden by a marquee? 

They must. Already the men had shouldered their staves and were 
making for the place. Only the tall fellow was left. He bent down, pinched a 
sprig of lavender, put his thumb and forefinger to his nose and snuffed up 


the smell. When Laura saw that gesture she forgot all about the karakas in 
her wonder at him caring for things like that — caring for the smell of 
lavender. How many men that she knew would have done such a thing? Oh, 
how extraordinarily nice workmen were, she thought. Why couldn’t she 
have workmen for her friends rather than the silly boys she danced with and 
who came to Sunday night supper? She would get on much better with men 
like these. 

It’s all the fault, she decided, as the tall fellow drew something on the 
back of an envelope, something that was to be looped up or left to hang, of 
these absurd class distinctions. Well, for her part, she didn’t feel them. Not a 
bit, not an atom... And now there came the chock-chock of wooden 
hammers. Some one whistled, some one sang out, “Are you right there, 
matey?” “Matey!” The friendliness of it, the — the — Just to prove how 
happy she was, just to show the tall fellow how at home she felt, and how 
she despised stupid conventions, Laura took a big bite of her bread-and- 
butter as she stared at the little drawing. She felt just like a work-girl. 

“Laura, Laura, where are you? Telephone, Laura!” a voice cried from the 
house. 

“Coming!” Away she skimmed, over the lawn, up the path, up the steps, 
across the veranda, and into the porch. In the hall her father and Laurie 
were brushing their hats ready to go to the office. 

“T say, Laura,” said Laurie very fast, “you might just give a squiz at my 
coat before this afternoon. See if it wants pressing.” 

“T will,” said she. Suddenly she couldn’t stop herself. She ran at Laurie 
and gave him a small, quick squeeze. “Oh, I do love parties, don’t you?” 
gasped Laura. 

“Ra-ther,” said Laurie’s warm, boyish voice, and he squeezed his sister 
too, and gave her a gentle push. “Dash off to the telephone, old girl.” 

The telephone. “Yes, yes; oh yes. Kitty? Good morning, dear. Come to 
lunch? Do, dear. Delighted of course. It will only be a very scratch meal — 
just the sandwich crusts and broken meringue-shells and what’s left over. 
Yes, isn’t it a perfect morning? Your white? Oh, I certainly should. One 
moment — hold the line. Mother’s calling.” And Laura sat back. “What, 
mother? Can’t hear.” 

Mrs. Sheridan’s voice floated down the stairs. “Tell her to wear that 
sweet hat she had on last Sunday.” 


“Mother says you’re to wear that sweet hat you had on last Sunday. 
Good. One o’clock. Bye-bye.” 

Laura put back the receiver, flung her arms over her head, took a deep 
breath, stretched and let them fall. “Huh,” she sighed, and the moment after 
the sigh she sat up quickly. She was still, listening. All the doors in the 
house seemed to be open. The house was alive with soft, quick steps and 
running voices. The green baize door that led to the kitchen regions swung 
open and shut with a muffled thud. And now there came a long, chuckling 
absurd sound. It was the heavy piano being moved on its stiff castors. But 
the air! If you stopped to notice, was the air always like this? Little faint 
winds were playing chase, in at the tops of the windows, out at the doors. 
And there were two tiny spots of sun, one on the inkpot, one on a silver 
photograph frame, playing too. Darling little spots. Especially the one on 
the inkpot lid. It was quite warm. A warm little silver star. She could have 
kissed it. 

The front door bell pealed, and there sounded the rustle of Sadie’s print 
skirt on the stairs. A man’s voice murmured; Sadie answered, careless, “I’m 
sure I don’t know. Wait. Pll ask Mrs Sheridan.” 

“What is it, Sadie?” Laura came into the hall. 

“It’s the florist, Miss Laura.” 

It was, indeed. There, just inside the door, stood a wide, shallow tray full 
of pots of pink lilies. No other kind. Nothing but lilies — canna lilies, big 
pink flowers, wide open, radiant, almost frighteningly alive on bright 
crimson stems. 

“OQ-oh, Sadie!” said Laura, and the sound was like a little moan. She 
crouched down as if to warm herself at that blaze of lilies; she felt they 
were in her fingers, on her lips, growing in her breast. 

“It’s some mistake,” she said faintly. “Nobody ever ordered so many. 
Sadie, go and find mother.” 

But at that moment Mrs. Sheridan joined them. 

“It’s quite right,” she said calmly. “Yes, I ordered them. Aren’t they 
lovely?” She pressed Laura’s arm. “I was passing the shop yesterday, and I 
saw them in the window. And I suddenly thought for once in my life I shall 
have enough canna lilies. The garden-party will be a good excuse.” 

“But I thought you said you didn’t mean to interfere,” said Laura. Sadie 
had gone. The florist’s man was still outside at his van. She put her arm 
round her mother’s neck and gently, very gently, she bit her mother’s ear. 


“My darling child, you wouldn’t like a logical mother, would you? Don’t 
do that. Here’s the man.” 

He carried more lilies still, another whole tray. 

“Bank them up, just inside the door, on both sides of the porch, please,” 
said Mrs. Sheridan. “Don’t you agree, Laura?” 

“Oh, I do, mother.” 

In the drawing-room Meg, Jose and good little Hans had at last succeeded 
in moving the piano. 

“Now, if we put this chesterfield against the wall and move everything 
out of the room except the chairs, don’t you think?” 

“Quite.” 

“Hans, move these tables into the smoking-room, and bring a sweeper to 
take these marks off the carpet and — one moment, Hans—” Jose loved 
giving orders to the servants, and they loved obeying her. She always made 
them feel they were taking part in some drama. “Tell mother and Miss 
Laura to come here at once. 

“Very good, Miss Jose.” 

She turned to Meg. “I want to hear what the piano sounds like, just in 
case I’m asked to sing this afternoon. Let’s try over ‘This life is Weary.’” 

Pom! Ta-ta-ta Tee-ta! The piano burst out so passionately that Jose’s face 
changed. She clasped her hands. She looked mournfully and enigmatically 
at her mother and Laura as they came in. 

“This Life is Wee-ary, 

A Tear — a Sigh. 

A Love that Chan-ges, 
This Life is Wee-ary, 

A Tear — a Sigh. 

A Love that Chan-ges, 

And then... Good-bye!” 

But at the word “Good-bye,” and although the piano sounded more 
desperate than ever, her face broke into a brilliant, dreadfully unsympathetic 
smile. 

“Aren’t I in good voice, mummy?” she beamed. 

“This Life is Wee-ary, 
Hope comes to Die. 
A Dream — a Wa-kening.” 
But now Sadie interrupted them. “What is it, Sadie?” 


“If you please, m’m, cook says have you got the flags for the 
sandwiches?” 

“The flags for the sandwiches, Sadie?” echoed Mrs. Sheridan dreamily. 
And the children knew by her face that she hadn’t got them. “Let me see.” 
And she said to Sadie firmly, “Tell cook [ll let her have them in ten 
minutes.” 

Sadie went. 

“Now, Laura,” said her mother quickly, “come with me into the smoking- 
room. I’ve got the names somewhere on the back of an envelope. You'll 
have to write them out for me. Meg, go upstairs this minute and take that 
wet thing off your head. Jose, run and finish dressing this instant. Do you 
hear me, children, or shall I have to tell your father when he comes home 
to-night? And — and, Jose, pacify cook if you do go into the kitchen, will 
you? I’m terrified of her this morning.” 

The envelope was found at last behind the dining-room clock, though 
how it had got there Mrs. Sheridan could not imagine. 

“One of you children must have stolen it out of my bag, because I 
remember vividly — cream cheese and lemon-curd. Have you done that?” 

“Yes.” 

“Egg and—” Mrs. Sheridan held the envelope away from her. “It looks 
like mice. It can’t be mice, can it?” 

“Olive, pet,” said Laura, looking over her shoulder. 

“Yes, of course, olive. What a horrible combination it sounds. Egg and 
olive.” 

They were finished at last, and Laura took them off to the kitchen. She 
found Jose there pacifying the cook, who did not look at all terrifying. 

“I have never seen such exquisite sandwiches,” said Jose’s rapturous 
voice. “How many kinds did you say there were, cook? Fifteen?” 

“Fifteen, Miss Jose.” 

“Well, cook, I congratulate you.” 

Cook swept up crusts with the long sandwich knife, and smiled broadly. 

“Godber’s has come,” announced Sadie, issuing out of the pantry. She 
had seen the man pass the window. 

That meant the cream puffs had come. Godber’s were famous for their 
cream puffs. Nobody ever thought of making them at home. 

“Bring them in and put them on the table, my girl,” ordered cook. 


Sadie brought them in and went back to the door. Of course Laura and 
Jose were far too grown-up to really care about such things. All the same, 
they couldn’t help agreeing that the puffs looked very attractive. Very. Cook 
began arranging them, shaking off the extra icing sugar. 

“Don’t they carry one back to all one’s parties?” said Laura. 

“IT suppose they do,” said practical Jose, who never liked to be carried 
back. “They look beautifully light and feathery, I must say.” 

“Have one each, my dears,” said cook in her comfortable voice. “Yer ma 
won’t know.” 

Oh, impossible. Fancy cream puffs so soon after breakfast. The very idea 
made one shudder. All the same, two minutes later Jose and Laura were 
licking their fingers with that absorbed inward look that only comes from 
whipped cream. 

“Let’s go into the garden, out by the back way,” suggested Laura. “I want 
to see how the men are getting on with the marquee. They’re such awfully 
nice men.” 

But the back door was blocked by cook, Sadie, Godber’s man and Hans. 

Something had happened. 

“Tuk-tuk-tuk,” clucked cook like an agitated hen. Sadie had her hand 
clapped to her cheek as though she had toothache. Hans’s face was screwed 
up in the effort to understand. Only Godber’s man seemed to be enjoying 
himself; it was his story. 

“What’s the matter? What’s happened?” 

“There’s been a horrible accident,” said Cook. “A man killed.” 

“A man killed! Where? How? When?” 

But Godber’s man wasn’t going to have his story snatched from under his 
very nose. 

“Know those little cottages just below here, miss?” Know them? Of 
course, she knew them. “Well, there’s a young chap living there, name of 
Scott, a carter. His horse shied at a traction-engine, corner of Hawke Street 
this morning, and he was thrown out on the back of his head. Killed.” 

“Dead!” Laura stared at Godber’s man. 

“Dead when they picked him up,” said Godber’s man with relish. “They 
were taking the body home as I come up here.” And he said to the cook, 
“He’s left a wife and five little ones.” 

“Jose, come here.” Laura caught hold of her sister’s sleeve and dragged 
her through the kitchen to the other side of the green baize door. There she 


paused and leaned against it. “Jose!” she said, horrified, “however are we 
going to stop everything?” 

“Stop everything, Laura!” cried Jose in astonishment. “What do you 
mean?” 

“Stop the garden-party, of course.” Why did Jose pretend? 

But Jose was still more amazed. “Stop the garden-party? My dear Laura, 
don’t be so absurd. Of course we can’t do anything of the kind. Nobody 
expects us to. Don’t be so extravagant.” 

“But we can’t possibly have a garden-party with a man dead just outside 
the front gate.” 

That really was extravagant, for the little cottages were in a lane to 
themselves at the very bottom of a steep rise that led up to the house. A 
broad road ran between. True, they were far too near. They were the 
greatest possible eyesore, and they had no right to be in that neighbourhood 
at all. They were little mean dwellings painted a chocolate brown. In the 
garden patches there was nothing but cabbage stalks, sick hens and tomato 
cans. The very smoke coming out of their chimneys was poverty-stricken. 
Little rags and shreds of smoke, so unlike the great silvery plumes that 
uncurled from the Sheridans’ chimneys. Washerwomen lived in the lane 
and sweeps and a cobbler, and a man whose house-front was studded all 
over with minute bird-cages. Children swarmed. When the Sheridans were 
little they were forbidden to set foot there because of the revolting language 
and of what they might catch. But since they were grown up, Laura and 
Laurie on their prowls sometimes walked through. It was disgusting and 
sordid. They came out with a shudder. But still one must go everywhere; 
one must see everything. So through they went. 

“And just think of what the band would sound like to that poor woman,” 
said Laura. 

“Oh, Laura!” Jose began to be seriously annoyed. “If you’re going to stop 
a band playing every time some one has an accident, you’ll lead a very 
strenuous life. I’m every bit as sorry about it as you. I feel just as 
sympathetic.” Her eyes hardened. She looked at her sister just as she used to 
when they were little and fighting together. “You won’t bring a drunken 
workman back to life by being sentimental,” she said softly. 

“Drunk! Who said he was drunk?” Laura turned furiously on Jose. She 
said, just as they had used to say on those occasions, “I’m going straight up 
to tell mother.” 


“Do, dear,” cooed Jose. 

“Mother, can I come into your room?” Laura turned the big glass door- 
knob. 

“Of course, child. Why, what’s the matter? What’s given you such a 
colour?” And Mrs. Sheridan turned round from her dressing-table. She was 
trying on a new hat. 

“Mother, a man’s been killed,” began Laura. 

“Not in the garden?” interrupted her mother. 

“No, no!” 

“Oh, what a fright you gave me!” Mrs. Sheridan sighed with relief, and 
took off the big hat and held it on her knees. 

“But listen, mother,” said Laura. Breathless, half-choking, she told the 
dreadful story. “Of course, we can’t have our party, can we?” she pleaded. 
“The band and everybody arriving. They’d hear us, mother; they’re nearly 
neighbours!” 

To Laura’s astonishment her mother behaved just like Jose; it was harder 
to bear because she seemed amused. She refused to take Laura seriously. 

“But, my dear child, use your common sense. It’s only by accident we’ve 
heard of it. If some one had died there normally — and I can’t understand 
how they keep alive in those poky little holes — we should still be having 
our party, shouldn’t we?” 

Laura had to say “yes” to that, but she felt it was all wrong. She sat down 
on her mother’s sofa and pinched the cushion frill. 

“Mother, isn’t it terribly heartless of us?” she asked. 

“Darling!” Mrs. Sheridan got up and came over to her, carrying the hat. 
Before Laura could stop her she had popped it on. “My child!” said her 
mother, “the hat is yours. It’s made for you. It’s much too young for me. I 
have never seen you look such a picture. Look at yourself!” And she held 
up her hand-mirror. 

“But, mother,’ Laura began again. She couldn’t look at herself; she 
turned aside. 

This time Mrs. Sheridan lost patience just as Jose had done. 

“You are being very absurd, Laura,” she said coldly. “People like that 
don’t expect sacrifices from us. And it’s not very sympathetic to spoil 
everybody’s enjoyment as you’re doing now.” 

“T don’t understand,” said Laura, and she walked quickly out of the room 
into her own bedroom. There, quite by chance, the first thing she saw was 


this charming girl in the mirror, in her black hat trimmed with gold daisies, 
and a long black velvet ribbon. Never had she imagined she could look like 
that. Is mother right? she thought. And now she hoped her mother was 
right. Am I being extravagant? Perhaps it was extravagant. Just for a 
moment she had another glimpse of that poor woman and those little 
children, and the body being carried into the house. But it all seemed 
blurred, unreal, like a picture in the newspaper. I’1l remember it again after 
the party’s over, she decided. And somehow that seemed quite the best 
plan... 

Lunch was over by half-past one. By half-past two they were all ready for 
the fray. The green-coated band had arrived and was established in a corner 
of the tennis-court. 

“My dear!” trilled Kitty Maitland, “aren’t they too like frogs for words? 
You ought to have arranged them round the pond with the conductor in the 
middle on a leaf.” 

Laurie arrived and hailed them on his way to dress. At the sight of him 
Laura remembered the accident again. She wanted to tell him. If Laurie 
agreed with the others, then it was bound to be all right. And she followed 
him into the hall. 

“Laurie!” 

“Hallo!” He was half-way upstairs, but when he turned round and saw 
Laura he suddenly puffed out his cheeks and goggled his eyes at her. “My 
word, Laura! You do look stunning,” said Laurie. “What an absolutely 
topping hat!” 

Laura said faintly “Is it?” and smiled up at Laurie, and didn’t tell him 
after all. 

Soon after that people began coming in streams. The band struck up; the 
hired waiters ran from the house to the marquee. Wherever you looked 
there were couples strolling, bending to the flowers, greeting, moving on 
over the lawn. They were like bright birds that had alighted in the 
Sheridans’ garden for this one afternoon, on their way to — where? Ah, 
what happiness it is to be with people who all are happy, to press hands, 
press cheeks, smile into eyes. 

“Darling Laura, how well you look!” 

“What a becoming hat, child!” 

“Laura, you look quite Spanish. I’ve never seen you look so striking.” 


And Laura, glowing, answered softly, “Have you had tea? Won’t you 
have an ice? The passion-fruit ices really are rather special.” She ran to her 
father and begged him. “Daddy darling, can’t the band have something to 
drink?” 

And the perfect afternoon slowly ripened, slowly faded, slowly its petals 
closed. 

“Never a more delightful garden-party... “ “The greatest success... 
“Quite the most...” 

Laura helped her mother with the good-byes. They stood side by side in 
the porch till 1t was all over. 

“All over, all over, thank heaven,” said Mrs. Sheridan. “Round up the 
others, Laura. Let’s go and have some fresh coffee. I’m exhausted. Yes, it’s 
been very successful. But oh, these parties, these parties! Why will you 
children insist on giving parties!” And they all of them sat down in the 
deserted marquee. 

“Have a sandwich, daddy dear. I wrote the flag.” 

“Thanks.” Mr. Sheridan took a bite and the sandwich was gone. He took 
another. “I suppose you didn’t hear of a beastly accident that happened to- 
day?” he said. 

“My dear,” said Mrs. Sheridan, holding up her hand, “we did. It nearly 
ruined the party. Laura insisted we should put it off.” 

“Oh, mother!” Laura didn’t want to be teased about it. 

“It was a horrible affair all the same,” said Mr. Sheridan. “The chap was 
married too. Lived just below in the lane, and leaves a wife and half a dozen 
kiddies, so they say.” 

An awkward little silence fell. Mrs. Sheridan fidgeted with her cup. 
Really, it was very tactless of father... 

Suddenly she looked up. There on the table were all those sandwiches, 
cakes, puffs, all uneaten, all going to be wasted. She had one of her brilliant 
ideas. 

“IT know,” she said. “Let’s make up a basket. Let’s send that poor creature 
some of this perfectly good food. At any rate, it will be the greatest treat for 
the children. Don’t you agree? And she’s sure to have neighbours calling in 
and so on. What a point to have it all ready prepared. Laura!” She jumped 
up. “Get me the big basket out of the stairs cupboard.” 

“But, mother, do you really think it’s a good idea?” said Laura. 
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Again, how curious, she seemed to be different from them all. To take 
scraps from their party. Would the poor woman really like that? 

“Of course! What’s the matter with you to-day? An hour or two ago you 
were insisting on us being sympathetic, and now—” 

Oh well! Laura ran for the basket. It was filled, it was heaped by her 
mother. 

“Take it yourself, darling,” said she. “Run down just as you are. No, wait, 
take the arum lilies too. People of that class are so impressed by arum 
lilies.” 

“The stems will ruin her lace frock,” said practical Jose. 

So they would. Just in time. “Only the basket, then. And, Laura!” — her 
mother followed her out of the marquee— “don’t on any account—” 

“What mother?” 

No, better not put such ideas into the child’s head! “Nothing! Run along.” 

It was just growing dusky as Laura shut their garden gates. A big dog ran 
by like a shadow. The road gleamed white, and down below in the hollow 
the little cottages were in deep shade. How quiet it seemed after the 
afternoon. Here she was going down the hill to somewhere where a man lay 
dead, and she couldn’t realize it. Why couldn’t she? She stopped a minute. 
And it seemed to her that kisses, voices, tinkling spoons, laughter, the smell 
of crushed grass were somehow inside her. She had no room for anything 
else. How strange! She looked up at the pale sky, and all she thought was, 
“Yes, it was the most successful party.” 

Now the broad road was crossed. The lane began, smoky and dark. 
Women in shawls and men’s tweed caps hurried by. Men hung over the 
palings; the children played in the doorways. A low hum came from the 
mean little cottages. In some of them there was a flicker of light, and a 
shadow, crab-like, moved across the window. Laura bent her head and 
hurried on. She wished now she had put on a coat. How her frock shone! 
And the big hat with the velvet streamer — if only it was another hat! Were 
the people looking at her? They must be. It was a mistake to have come; she 
knew all along it was a mistake. Should she go back even now? 

No, too late. This was the house. It must be. A dark knot of people stood 
outside. Beside the gate an old, old woman with a crutch sat in a chair, 
watching. She had her feet on a newspaper. The voices stopped as Laura 
drew near. The group parted. It was as though she was expected, as though 
they had known she was coming here. 


Laura was terribly nervous. Tossing the velvet ribbon over her shoulder, 
she said to a woman standing by, “Is this Mrs. Scott’s house?” and the 
woman, smiling queerly, said, “It is, my lass.” 

Oh, to be away from this! She actually said, “Help me, God,” as she 
walked up the tiny path and knocked. To be away from those staring eyes, 
or to be covered up in anything, one of those women’s shawls even. I'll just 
leave the basket and go, she decided. I shan’t even wait for it to be emptied. 

Then the door opened. A little woman in black showed in the gloom. 

Laura said, “Are you Mrs. Scott?” But to her horror the woman 
answered, “Walk in please, miss,” and she was shut in the passage. 

“No,” said Laura, “I don’t want to come in. I only want to leave this 
basket. Mother sent—” 

The little woman in the gloomy passage seemed not to have heard her. 
“Step this way, please, miss,” she said in an oily voice, and Laura followed 
her. 

She found herself in a wretched little low kitchen, lighted by a smoky 
lamp. There was a woman sitting before the fire. 

“Em,” said the little creature who had let her in. “Em! It’s a young lady.” 
She turned to Laura. She said meaningly, “I’m ‘er sister, miss. You’ll 
excuse ‘er, won’t you?” 

“Oh, but of course!” said Laura. “Please, please don’t disturb her. I — I 
only want to leave—” 

But at that moment the woman at the fire turned round. Her face, puffed 
up, red, with swollen eyes and swollen lips, looked terrible. She seemed as 
though she couldn’t understand why Laura was there. What did it mean? 
Why was this stranger standing in the kitchen with a basket? What was it all 
about? And the poor face puckered up again. 

“All right, my dear,” said the other. “I'll thenk the young lady.” 

And again she began, “You’ll excuse her, miss, I’m sure,” and her face, 
swollen too, tried an oily smile. 

Laura only wanted to get out, to get away. She was back in the passage. 
The door opened. She walked straight through into the bedroom, where the 
dead man was lying. 

“You’d like a look at ‘im, wouldn’t you?” said Em’s sister, and she 
brushed past Laura over to the bed. “Don’t be afraid, my lass,”” — and now 
her voice sounded fond and sly, and fondly she drew down the sheet—’’e 
looks a picture. There’s nothing to show. Come along, my dear.” 


Laura came. 

There lay a young man, fast asleep — sleeping so soundly, so deeply, that 
he was far, far away from them both. Oh, so remote, so peaceful. He was 
dreaming. Never wake him up again. His head was sunk in the pillow, his 
eyes were closed; they were blind under the closed eyelids. He was given 
up to his dream. What did garden-parties and baskets and lace frocks matter 
to him? He was far from all those things. He was wonderful, beautiful. 
While they were laughing and while the band was playing, this marvel had 
come to the lane. Happy... happy... All is well, said that sleeping face. This 
is just as it should be. I am content. 

But all the same you had to cry, and she couldn’t go out of the room 
without saying something to him. Laura gave a loud childish sob. 

“Forgive my hat,” she said. 

And this time she didn’t wait for Em’s sister. She found her way out of 
the door, down the path, past all those dark people. At the corner of the lane 
she met Laurie. 

He stepped out of the shadow. “Is that you, Laura?” 

"Yes. 

“Mother was getting anxious. Was it all right?” 

“Yes, quite. Oh, Laurie!” She took his arm, she pressed up against him. 

“T say, you’re not crying, are you?” asked her brother. 

Laura shook her head. She was. 

Laurie put his arm round her shoulder. “Don’t cry,” he said in his warm, 
loving voice. “Was it awful?” 

“No,” sobbed Laura. “It was simply marvellous. But Laurie—” She 
stopped, she looked at her brother. “Isn’t life,” she stammered, “isn’t life—” 
But what life was she couldn’t explain. No matter. He quite understood. 

“Isn’t it, darling?” said Laurie. 


THE DAUGHTERS OF THE LATE COLONEL. 


I. 


The week after was one of the busiest weeks of their lives. Even when they 
went to bed it was only their bodies that lay down and rested; their minds 
went on, thinking things out, talking things over, wondering, deciding, 
trying to remember where... 

Constantia lay like a statue, her hands by her sides, her feet just 
overlapping each other, the sheet up to her chin. She stared at the ceiling. 

“Do you think father would mind if we gave his top-hat to the porter?” 

“The porter?” snapped Josephine. “Why ever the porter? What a very 
extraordinary idea!” 

“Because,” said Constantia slowly, “he must often have to go to funerals. 
And I noticed at — at the cemetery that he only had a bowler.” She paused. 
“T thought then how very much he’d appreciate a top-hat. We ought to give 
him a present, too. He was always very nice to father.” 

“But,” cried Josephine, flouncing on her pillow and staring across the 
dark at Constantia, “father’s head!” And suddenly, for one awful moment, 
she nearly giggled. Not, of course, that she felt in the least like giggling. It 
must have been habit. Years ago, when they had stayed awake at night 
talking, their beds had simply heaved. And now the porter’s head, 
disappearing, popped out, like a candle, under father’s hat... The giggle 
mounted, mounted; she clenched her hands; she fought it down; she 
frowned fiercely at the dark and said “Remember” terribly sternly. 

“We can decide to-morrow,” she said. 

Constantia had noticed nothing; she sighed. 

“Do you think we ought to have our dressing-gowns dyed as well?” 

“Black?” almost shrieked Josephine. 

“Well, what else?” said Constantia. “I was thinking — it doesn’t seem 
quite sincere, in a way, to wear black out of doors and when we’re fully 
dressed, and then when we’re at home—” 

“But nobody sees us,” said Josephine. She gave the bedclothes such a 
twitch that both her feet became uncovered, and she had to creep up the 


pillows to get them well under again. 

“Kate does,” said Constantia. “And the postman very well might.” 

Josephine thought of her dark-red slippers, which matched her dressing- 
gown, and of Constantia’s favourite indefinite green ones which went with 
hers. Black! Two black dressing-gowns and two pairs of black woolly 
slippers, creeping off to the bathroom like black cats. 

“T don’t think it’s absolutely necessary,” said she. 

Silence. Then Constantia said, ““We shall have to post the papers with the 
notice in them to-morrow to catch the Ceylon mail... How many letters have 
we had up till now?” 

“Twenty-three.” 

Josephine had replied to them all, and twenty-three times when she came 
to “We miss our dear father so much” she had broken down and had to use 
her handkerchief, and on some of them even to soak up a very light-blue 
tear with an edge of blotting-paper. Strange! She couldn’t have put it on — 
but twenty-three times. Even now, though, when she said over to herself 
sadly “We miss our dear father so much,” she could have cried if she’d 
wanted to. 

“Have you got enough stamps?” came from Constantia. 

“Oh, how can I tell?” said Josephine crossly. “What’s the good of asking 
me that now?” 

“T was just wondering,” said Constantia mildly. 

Silence again. There came a little rustle, a scurry, a hop. 

“A mouse,” said Constantia. 

“It can’t be a mouse because there aren’t any crumbs,” said Josephine. 

“But it doesn’t know there aren’t,” said Constantia. 

A spasm of pity squeezed her heart. Poor little thing! She wished she’d 
left a tiny piece of biscuit on the dressing-table. It was awful to think of it 
not finding anything. What would it do? 

“T can’t think how they manage to live at all,” she said slowly. 

“Who?” demanded Josephine. 

And Constantia said more loudly than she meant to, “Mice.” 

Josephine was furious. “Oh, what nonsense, Con!” she said. “What have 
mice got to do with it? You’re asleep.” 

“T don’t think I am,” said Constantia. She shut her eyes to make sure. She 
was. 


Josephine arched her spine, pulled up her knees, folded her arms so that 
her fists came under her ears, and pressed her cheek hard against the pillow. 


Il. 


Another thing which complicated matters was they had Nurse Andrews 
staying on with them that week. It was their own fault; they had asked her. 
It was Josephine’s idea. On the morning — well, on the last morning, when 
the doctor had gone, Josephine had said to Constantia, “Don’t you think it 
would be rather nice if we asked Nurse Andrews to stay on for a week as 
our guest?” 

“Very nice,” said Constantia. 

“T thought,” went on Josephine quickly, “I should just say this afternoon, 
after I’ve paid her, ‘My sister and I would be very pleased, after all you’ve 
done for us, Nurse Andrews, if you would stay on for a week as our guest.’ 
I’d have to put that in about being our guest in case—” 

“Oh, but she could hardly expect to be paid!” cried Constantia. 

“One never knows,” said Josephine sagely. 

Nurse Andrews had, of course, jumped at the idea. But it was a bother. It 
meant they had to have regular sit-down meals at the proper times, whereas 
if they’d been alone they could just have asked Kate if she wouldn’t have 
minded bringing them a tray wherever they were. And meal-times now that 
the strain was over were rather a trial. 

Nurse Andrews was simply fearful about butter. Really they couldn’t help 
feeling that about butter, at least, she took advantage of their kindness. And 
she had that maddening habit of asking for just an inch more of bread to 
finish what she had on her plate, and then, at the last mouthful, absent- 
mindedly — of course it wasn’t absent-mindedly — taking another helping. 
Josephine got very red when this happened, and she fastened her small, 
bead-like eyes on the tablecloth as if she saw a minute strange insect 
creeping through the web of it. But Constantia’s long, pale face lengthened 
and set, and she gazed away — away — far over the desert, to where that 
line of camels unwound like a thread of wool... 

“When I was with Lady Tukes,” said Nurse Andrews, “she had such a 
dainty little contrayvance for the buttah. It was a silvah Cupid balanced on 
the — on the bordah of a glass dish, holding a tayny fork. And when you 


wanted some buttah you simply pressed his foot and he bent down and 
speared you a piece. It was quite a gayme.” 

Josephine could hardly bear that. But “I think those things are very 
extravagant” was all she said. 

“But whey?” asked Nurse Andrews, beaming through her eyeglasses. 
“No one, surely, would take more buttah than one wanted — would one?” 

“Ring, Con,” cried Josephine. She couldn’t trust herself to reply. 

And proud young Kate, the enchanted princess, came in to see what the 
old tabbies wanted now. She snatched away their plates of mock something 
or other and slapped down a white, terrified blancmange. 

“Jam, please, Kate,” said Josephine kindly. 

Kate knelt and burst open the sideboard, lifted the lid of the jam-pot, saw 
it was empty, put it on the table, and stalked off. 

“I’m afraid,” said Nurse Andrews a moment later, “there isn’t any.” 

“Oh, what a bother!” said Josephine. She bit her lip. “What had we better 
do?” 

Constantia looked dubious. “We can’t disturb Kate again,” she said softly. 

Nurse Andrews waited, smiling at them both. Her eyes wandered, spying 
at everything behind her eyeglasses. Constantia in despair went back to her 
camels. Josephine frowned heavily — concentrated. If it hadn’t been for 
this idiotic woman she and Con would, of course, have eaten their 
blancmange without. Suddenly the idea came. 

“IT know,” she said. “Marmalade. There’s some marmalade in the 
sideboard. Get it, Con.” 

“T hope,” laughed Nurse Andrews — and her laugh was like a spoon 
tinkling against a medicine-glass— “I hope it’s not very bittah 
marmalayde.” 


Il. 


But, after all, it was not long now, and then she’d be gone for good. And 
there was no getting over the fact that she had been very kind to father. She 
had nursed him day and night at the end. Indeed, both Constantia and 
Josephine felt privately she had rather overdone the not leaving him at the 
very last. For when they had gone in to say good-bye Nurse Andrews had 
sat beside his bed the whole time, holding his wrist and pretending to look 
at her watch. It couldn’t have been necessary. It was so tactless, too. 


Supposing father had wanted to say something — something private to 
them. Not that he had. Oh, far from it! He lay there, purple, a dark, angry 
purple in the face, and never even looked at them when they came in. Then, 
as they were standing there, wondering what to do, he had suddenly opened 
one eye. Oh, what a difference it would have made, what a difference to 
their memory of him, how much easier to tell people about it, if he had only 
opened both! But no — one eye only. It glared at them a moment and then... 
went out. 


IV. 


It had made it very awkward for them when Mr. Farolles, of St. John’s, 
called the same afternoon. 

“The end was quite peaceful, I trust?’ were the first words he said as he 
glided towards them through the dark drawing-room. 

“Quite,” said Josephine faintly. They both hung their heads. Both of them 
felt certain that eye wasn’t at all a peaceful eye. 

“Won’t you sit down?” said Josephine. 

“Thank you, Miss Pinner,” said Mr. Farolles gratefully. He folded his 
coat-tails and began to lower himself into father’s arm-chair, but just as he 
touched it he almost sprang up and slid into the next chair instead. 

He coughed. Josephine clasped her hands; Constantia looked vague. 

“IT want you to feel, Miss Pinner,” said Mr. Farolles, “and you, Miss 
Constantia, that I’m trying to be helpful. I want to be helpful to you both, if 
you will let me. These are the times,” said Mr Farolles, very simply and 
earnestly, “when God means us to be helpful to one another.” 

“Thank you very much, Mr. Farolles,” said Josephine and Constantia. 

“Not at all,” said Mr. Farolles gently. He drew his kid gloves through his 
fingers and leaned forward. “And if either of you would like a little 
Communion, either or both of you, here and now, you have only to tell me. 
A little Communion is often very help — a great comfort,” he added 
tenderly. 

But the idea of a little Communion terrified them. What! In the drawing- 
room by themselves — with no — no altar or anything! The piano would be 
much too high, thought Constantia, and Mr. Farolles could not possibly lean 
over it with the chalice. And Kate would be sure to come bursting in and 
interrupt them, thought Josephine. And supposing the bell rang in the 


middle? It might be somebody important — about their mourning. Would 
they get up reverently and go out, or would they have to wait... in torture? 

“Perhaps you will send round a note by your good Kate if you would care 
for it later,” said Mr. Farolles. 

“Oh yes, thank you very much!” they both said. 

Mr. Farolles got up and took his black straw hat from the round table. 

“And about the funeral,” he said softly. “I may arrange that — as your 
dear father’s old friend and yours, Miss Pinner — and Miss Constantia?” 

Josephine and Constantia got up too. 

“T should like it to be quite simple,” said Josephine firmly, “and not too 
expensive. At the same time, I should like—” 

“A good one that will last,” thought dreamy Constantia, as if Josephine 
were buying a nightgown. But, of course, Josephine didn’t say that. “One 
suitable to our father’s position.” She was very nervous. 

“fll run round to our good friend Mr. Knight,” said Mr. Farolles 
soothingly. “I will ask him to come and see you. I am sure you will find him 
very helpful indeed.” 


V. 


Well, at any rate, all that part of it was over, though neither of them could 
possibly believe that father was never coming back. Josephine had had a 
moment of absolute terror at the cemetery, while the coffin was lowered, to 
think that she and Constantia had done this thing without asking his 
permission. What would father say when he found out? For he was bound 
to find out sooner or later. He always did. “Buried. You two girls had me 
buried!” She heard his stick thumping. Oh, what would they say? What 
possible excuse could they make? It sounded such an appallingly heartless 
thing to do. Such a wicked advantage to take of a person because he 
happened to be helpless at the moment. The other people seemed to treat it 
all as a matter of course. They were strangers; they couldn’t be expected to 
understand that father was the very last person for such a thing to happen to. 
No, the entire blame for it all would fall on her and Constantia. And the 
expense, she thought, stepping into the tight-buttoned cab. When she had to 
show him the bills. What would he say then? 

She heard him absolutely roaring. “And do you expect me to pay for this 
gimcrack excursion of yours?” 


“Oh,” groaned poor Josephine aloud, “we shouldn’t have done it, Con!” 

And Constantia, pale as a lemon in all that blackness, said in a frightened 
whisper, “Done what, Jug?” 

“Let them bu-bury father like that,” said Josephine, breaking down and 
crying into her new, queer-smelling mourning handkerchief. 

“But what else could we have done?” asked Constantia wonderingly. “We 
couldn’t have kept him, Jug — we couldn’t have kept him unburied. At any 
rate, not in a flat that size.” 

Josephine blew her nose; the cab was dreadfully stuffy. 

“T don’t know,” she said forlornly. “It is all so dreadful. I feel we ought to 
have tried to, just for a time at least. To make perfectly sure. One thing’s 
certain” — and her tears sprang out again— “father will never forgive us 
for this — never!” 


VI. 


Father would never forgive them. That was what they felt more than ever 
when, two mornings later, they went into his room to go through his things. 
They had discussed it quite calmly. It was even down on Josephine’s list of 
things to be done. “Go through father’s things and settle about them.” But 
that was a very different matter from saying after breakfast: 

“Well, are you ready, Con?” 

“Yes, Jug — when you are.” 

“Then I think we’d better get it over.” 

It was dark in the hall. It had been a rule for years never to disturb father 
in the morning, whatever happened. And now they were going to open the 
door without knocking even... Constantia’s eyes were enormous at the idea; 
Josephine felt weak in the knees. 

“You — you go first,” she gasped, pushing Constantia. 

But Constantia said, as she always had said on those occasions, “No, Jug, 
that’s not fair. You’re the eldest.” 

Josephine was just going to say — what at other times she wouldn’t have 
owned to for the world — what she kept for her very last weapon, “But 
you’re the tallest,” when they noticed that the kitchen door was open, and 
there stood Kate... 

“Very stiff,” said Josephine, grasping the doorhandle and doing her best 
to turn it. As if anything ever deceived Kate! 


It couldn’t be helped. That girl was... Then the door was shut behind 
them, but — but they weren’t in father’s room at all. They might have 
suddenly walked through the wall by mistake into a different flat altogether. 
Was the door just behind them? They were too frightened to look. Josephine 
knew that if it was it was holding itself tight shut; Constantia felt that, like 
the doors in dreams, it hadn’t any handle at all. It was the coldness which 
made it so awful. Or the whiteness — which? Everything was covered. The 
blinds were down, a cloth hung over the mirror, a sheet hid the bed; a huge 
fan of white paper filled the fireplace. Constantia timidly put out her hand; 
she almost expected a snowflake to fall. Josephine felt a queer tingling in 
her nose, as if her nose was freezing. Then a cab klop-klopped over the 
cobbles below, and the quiet seemed to shake into little pieces. 

“T had better pull up a blind,” said Josephine bravely. 

“Yes, it might be a good idea,” whispered Constantia. 

They only gave the blind a touch, but it flew up and the cord flew after, 
rolling round the blind-stick, and the little tassel tapped as if trying to get 
free. That was too much for Constantia. 

“Don’t you think — don’t you think we might put it off for another day?” 
she whispered. 

“Why?” snapped Josephine, feeling, as usual, much better now that she 
knew for certain that Constantia was terrified. “It’s got to be done. But I do 
wish you wouldn’t whisper, Con.” 

“T didn’t know I was whispering,” whispered Constantia. 

“And why do you keep staring at the bed?” said Josephine, raising her 
voice almost defiantly. “There’s nothing on the bed.” 

“Oh, Jug, don’t say so!” said poor Connie. “At any rate, not so loudly.” 

Josephine felt herself that she had gone too far. She took a wide swerve 
over to the chest of drawers, put out her hand, but quickly drew it back 
again. 

“Connie!” she gasped, and she wheeled round and leaned with her back 
against the chest of drawers. 

“Oh, Jug — what?” 

Josephine could only glare. She had the most extraordinary feeling that 
she had just escaped something simply awful. But how could she explain to 
Constantia that father was in the chest of drawers? He was in the top drawer 
with his handkerchiefs and neckties, or in the next with his shirts and 


pyjamas, or in the lowest of all with his suits. He was watching there, 
hidden away — just behind the door-handle — ready to spring. 

She pulled a funny old-fashioned face at Constantia, just as she used to in 
the old days when she was going to cry. 

“T can’t open,” she nearly wailed. 

“No, don’t, Jug,” whispered Constantia earnestly. “It’s much better not to. 
Don’t let’s open anything. At any rate, not for a long time.” 

“But — but it seems so weak,” said Josephine, breaking down. 

“But why not be weak for once, Jug?” argued Constantia, whispering 
quite fiercely. “If it is weak.” And her pale stare flew from the locked 
writing-table — so safe — to the huge glittering wardrobe, and she began to 
breathe in a queer, panting away. “Why shouldn’t we be weak for once in 
our lives, Jug? It’s quite excusable. Let’s be weak — be weak, Jug. It’s 
much nicer to be weak than to be strong.” 

And then she did one of those amazingly bold things that she’d done 
about twice before in their lives: she marched over to the wardrobe, turned 
the key, and took it out of the lock. Took it out of the lock and held it up to 
Josephine, showing Josephine by her extraordinary smile that she knew 
what she’d done — she’d risked deliberately father being in there among 
his overcoats. 

If the huge wardrobe had lurched forward, had crashed down on 
Constantia, Josephine wouldn’t have been surprised. On the contrary, she 
would have thought it the only suitable thing to happen. But nothing 
happened. Only the room seemed quieter than ever, and the bigger flakes of 
cold air fell on Josephine’s shoulders and knees. She began to shiver. 

“Come, Jug,” said Constantia, still with that awful callous smile, and 
Josephine followed just as she had that last time, when Constantia had 
pushed Benny into the round pond. 


VIL. 


But the strain told on them when they were back in the dining-room. They 
sat down, very shaky, and looked at each other. 

“T don’t feel I can settle to anything,” said Josephine, “until I’ve had 
something. Do you think we could ask Kate for two cups of hot water?” 

“T really don’t see why we shouldn’t,” said Constantia carefully. She was 
quite normal again. “I won’t ring. I'll go to the kitchen door and ask her.” 


“Yes, do,” said Josephine, sinking down into a chair. “Tell her, just two 
cups, Con, nothing else — on a tray.” 

“She needn’t even put the jug on, need she?” said Constantia, as though 
Kate might very well complain if the jug had been there. 

“Oh no, certainly not! The jug’s not at all necessary. She can pour it 
direct out of the kettle,” cried Josephine, feeling that would be a labour- 
saving indeed. 

Their cold lips quivered at the greenish brims. Josephine curved her small 
red hands round the cup; Constantia sat up and blew on the wavy steam, 
making it flutter from one side to the other. 

“Speaking of Benny,” said Josephine. 

And though Benny hadn’t been mentioned Constantia immediately 
looked as though he had. 

“He’ll expect us to send him something of father’s, of course. But it’s so 
difficult to know what to send to Ceylon.” 

“You mean things get unstuck so on the voyage,” murmured Constantia. 

“No, lost,” said Josephine sharply. “You know there’s no post. Only 
runners.” 

Both paused to watch a black man in white linen drawers running 
through the pale fields for dear life, with a large brown-paper parcel in his 
hands. Josephine’s black man was tiny; he scurried along glistening like an 
ant. But there was something blind and tireless about Constantia’s tall, thin 
fellow, which made him, she decided, a very unpleasant person indeed... On 
the veranda, dressed all in white and wearing a cork helmet, stood Benny. 
His right hand shook up and down, as father’s did when he was impatient. 
And behind him, not in the least interested, sat Hilda, the unknown sister- 
in-law. She swung in a cane rocker and flicked over the leaves of the 
“Tatler.” 

“T think his watch would be the most suitable present,” said Josephine. 

Constantia looked up; she seemed surprised. 

“Oh, would you trust a gold watch to a native?” 

“But of course, I’d disguise it,” said Josephine. “No one would know it 
was a watch.” She liked the idea of having to make a parcel such a curious 
shape that no one could possibly guess what it was. She even thought for a 
moment of hiding the watch in a narrow cardboard corset-box that she’d 
kept by her for a long time, waiting for it to come in for something. It was 
such beautiful, firm cardboard. But, no, it wouldn’t be appropriate for this 


occasion. It had lettering on it: “Medium Women’s 28. Extra Firm Busks.” 
It would be almost too much of a surprise for Benny to open that and find 
father’s watch inside. 

“And of course it isn’t as though it would be going — ticking, I mean,” 
said Constantia, who was still thinking of the native love of jewellery. “At 
least,” she added, “it would be very strange if after all that time it was.” 


VUL 


Josephine made no reply. She had flown off on one of her tangents. She had 
suddenly thought of Cyril. Wasn’t it more usual for the only grandson to 
have the watch? And then dear Cyril was so appreciative, and a gold watch 
meant so much to a young man. Benny, in all probability, had quite got out 
of the habit of watches; men so seldom wore waistcoats in those hot 
climates. Whereas Cyril in London wore them from year’s end to year’s 
end. And it would be so nice for her and Constantia, when he came to tea, 
to know it was there. “I see you’ve got on grandfather’s watch, Cyril.” It 
would be somehow so satisfactory. 

Dear boy! What a blow his sweet, sympathetic little note had been! Of 
course they quite understood; but it was most unfortunate. 

“It would have been such a point, having him,” said Josephine. 

“And he would have enjoyed it so,” said Constantia, not thinking what 
she was saying. 

However, as soon as he got back he was coming to tea with his aunties. 
Cyril to tea was one of their rare treats. 

“Now, Cyril, you mustn’t be frightened of our cakes. Your Auntie Con 
and I bought them at Buszard’s this morning. We know what a man’s 
appetite is. So don’t be ashamed of making a good tea.” 

Josephine cut recklessly into the rich dark cake that stood for her winter 
gloves or the soling and heeling of Constantia’s only respectable shoes. But 
Cyril was most unmanlike in appetite. 

“T say, Aunt Josephine, I simply can’t. I’ve only just had lunch, you 
know.” 

“Oh, Cyril, that can’t be true! It’s after four,” cried Josephine. Constantia 
sat with her knife poised over the chocolate-roll. 

“Tt is, all the same,” said Cyril. “I had to meet a man at Victoria, and he 
kept me hanging about till... there was only time to get lunch and to come 


on here. And he gave me — phew” — Cyril put his hand to his forehead— 
“a terrific blow-out,” he said. 

It was disappointing — to-day of all days. But still he couldn’t be 
expected to know. 

“But you'll have a meringue, won’t you, Cyril?” said Aunt Josephine. 
“These meringues were bought specially for you. Your dear father was so 
fond of them. We were sure you are, too.” 

“Tam, Aunt Josephine,” cried Cyril ardently. “Do you mind if I take half 
to begin with?” 

“Not at all, dear boy; but we mustn’t let you off with that.” 

“Ts your dear father still so fond of meringues?” asked Auntie Con gently. 
She winced faintly as she broke through the shell of hers. 

“Well, I don’t quite know, Auntie Con,” said Cyril breezily. 

At that they both looked up. 

“Don’t know?” almost snapped Josephine. “Don’t know a thing like that 
about your own father, Cyril?” 

“Surely,” said Auntie Con softly. 

Cyril tried to laugh it off. “Oh, well,” he said, “it’s such a long time since 
” He faltered. He stopped. Their faces were too much for him. 

“Even so,” said Josephine. 

And Auntie Con looked. 

Cyril put down his teacup. “Wait a bit,” he cried. “Wait a bit, Aunt 
Josephine. What am I thinking of?” 

He looked up. They were beginning to brighten. Cyril slapped his knee. 

“Of course,” he said, “it was meringues. How could I have forgotten? 
Yes, Aunt Josephine, you’re perfectly right. Father’s most frightfully keen 
on meringues.” 

They didn’t only beam. Aunt Josephine went scarlet with pleasure; 
Auntie Con gave a deep, deep sigh. 

“And now, Cyril, you must come and see father,” said Josephine. “He 
knows you were coming to-day.” 

“Right,” said Cyril, very firmly and heartily. He got up from his chair; 
suddenly he glanced at the clock. 

“T say, Auntie Con, isn’t your clock a bit slow? I’ve got to meet a man at 
— at Paddington just after five. I’m afraid I shan’t be able to stay very long 
with grandfather.” 

“Oh, he won’t expect you to stay very long!” said Aunt Josephine. 


Constantia was still gazing at the clock. She couldn’t make up her mind if 
it was fast or slow. It was one or the other, she felt almost certain of that. At 
any rate, it had been. 

Cyril still lingered. “Aren’t you coming along, Auntie Con?” 

“Of course,” said Josephine, “‘we shall all go. Come on, Con.” 


IX. 


They knocked at the door, and Cyril followed his aunts into grandfather’s 
hot, sweetish room. 

“Come on,” said Grandfather Pinner. “Don’t hang about. What is it? 
What’ve you been up to?” 

He was sitting in front of a roaring fire, clasping his stick. He had a thick 
rug over his knees. On his lap there lay a beautiful pale yellow silk 
handkerchief. 

“It’s Cyril, father,” said Josephine shyly. And she took Cyril’s hand and 
led him forward. 

“Good afternoon, grandfather,” said Cyril, trying to take his hand out of 
Aunt Josephine’s. Grandfather Pinner shot his eyes at Cyril in the way he 
was famous for. Where was Auntie Con? She stood on the other side of 
Aunt Josephine; her long arms hung down in front of her; her hands were 
clasped. She never took her eyes off grandfather. 

“Well,” said Grandfather Pinner, beginning to thump, “what have you got 
to tell me?” 

What had he, what had he got to tell him? Cyril felt himself smiling like a 
perfect imbecile. The room was stifling, too. 

But Aunt Josephine came to his rescue. She cried brightly, “Cyril says his 
father is still very fond of meringues, father dear.” 

“Eh?” said Grandfather Pinner, curving his hand like a purple meringue- 
shell over one ear. 

Josephine repeated, “Cyril says his father is still very fond of meringues.” 

“Can’t hear,” said old Colonel Pinner. And he waved Josephine away 
with his stick, then pointed with his stick to Cyril. “Tell me what she’s 
trying to say,” he said. 

(My God!) “Must I?” said Cyril, blushing and staring at Aunt Josephine. 

“Do, dear,” she smiled. “It will please him so much.” 


“Come on, out with it!” cried Colonel Pinner testily, beginning to thump 
again. 

And Cyril leaned forward and yelled, “Father’s still very fond of 
meringues.” 

At that Grandfather Pinner jumped as though he had been shot. 

“Don’t shout!” he cried. “What’s the matter with the boy? Meringues! 
What about ‘em?” 

“Oh, Aunt Josephine, must we go on?” groaned Cyril desperately. 

“It’s quite all right, dear boy,” said Aunt Josephine, as though he and she 
were at the dentist’s together. “He’ll understand in a minute.” And she 
whispered to Cyril, “He’s getting a bit deaf, you know.” Then she leaned 
forward and really bawled at Grandfather Pinner, “Cyril only wanted to tell 
you, father dear, that his father is still very fond of meringues.” 

Colonel Pinner heard that time, heard and brooded, looking Cyril up and 
down. 

“What an esstrordinary thing!” said old Grandfather Pinner. “What an 
esstrordinary thing to come all this way here to tell me!” 

And Cyril felt it was. 

“Yes, I shall send Cyril the watch,” said Josephine. 

“That would be very nice,” said Constantia. “I seem to remember last 
time he came there was some little trouble about the time.” 


X. 


They were interrupted by Kate bursting through the door in her usual 
fashion, as though she had discovered some secret panel in the wall. 

“Fried or boiled?” asked the bold voice. 

Fried or boiled? Josephine and Constantia were quite bewildered for the 
moment. They could hardly take it in. 

“Fried or boiled what, Kate?” asked Josephine, trying to begin to 
concentrate. 

Kate gave a loud sniff. “Fish.” 

“Well, why didn’t you say so immediately?” Josephine reproached her 
gently. “How could you expect us to understand, Kate? There are a great 
many things in this world you know, which are fried or boiled.” And after 
such a display of courage she said quite brightly to Constantia, “Which do 
you prefer, Con?” 


“T think it might be nice to have it fried,” said Constantia. “On the other 
hand, of course, boiled fish is very nice. I think I prefer both equally well... 
Unless you... In that case—” 

“T shall fry it,” said Kate, and she bounced back, leaving their door open 
and slamming the door of her kitchen. 

Josephine gazed at Constantia; she raised her pale eyebrows until they 
rippled away into her pale hair. She got up. She said in a very lofty, 
imposing way, “Do you mind following me into the drawing-room, 
Constantia? I’ve got something of great importance to discuss with you.” 

For it was always to the drawing-room they retired when they wanted to 
talk over Kate. 

Josephine closed the door meaningly. “Sit down, Constantia,” she said, 
still very grand. She might have been receiving Constantia for the first time. 
And Con looked round vaguely for a chair, as though she felt indeed quite a 
stranger. 

“Now the question is,’ 
shall keep her or not.” 

“That is the question,” agreed Constantia. 

“And this time,” said Josephine firmly, “we must come to a definite 
decision.” 

Constantia looked for a moment as though she might begin going over all 
the other times, but she pulled herself together and said, “Yes, Jug.” 

“You see, Con,” explained Josephine, “everything is so changed now.” 
Constantia looked up quickly. “I mean,” went on Josephine, “we’re not 
dependent on Kate as we were.” And she blushed faintly. “There’s not 
father to cook for.” 

“That is perfectly true,” agreed Constantia. “Father certainly doesn’t want 
any cooking now, whatever else—” 

Josephine broke in sharply, “You’re not sleepy, are you, Con?” 

“Sleepy, Jug?” Constantia was wide-eyed. 

“Well, concentrate more,” said Josephine sharply, and she returned to the 
subject. “What it comes to is, if we did’ — and this she barely breathed, 
glancing at the door— “give Kate notice” — she raised her voice again— 
“we could manage our own food.” 

“Why not?” cried Constantia. She couldn’t help smiling. The idea was so 
exciting. She clasped her hands. “What should we live on, Jug?” 
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said Josephine, bending forward, “whether we 
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“Oh, eggs in various forms!” said Jug, lofty again. “And, besides, there 
are all the cooked foods.” 

“But I’ve always heard,” said Constantia, “they are considered so very 
expensive.” 

“Not if one buys them in moderation,” said Josephine. But she tore 
herself away from this fascinating bypath and dragged Constantia after her. 

“What we’ve got to decide now, however, is whether we really do trust 
Kate or not.” 

Constantia leaned back. Her flat little laugh flew from her lips. 

“Isn’t it curious, Jug,” said she, “that just on this one subject I’ve never 
been able to quite make up my mind?” 


Xi. 


She never had. The whole difficulty was to prove anything. How did one 
prove things, how could one? Suppose Kate had stood in front of her and 
deliberately made a face. Mightn’t she very well have been in pain? Wasn’t 
it impossible, at any rate, to ask Kate if she was making a face at her? If 
Kate answered “No” — and, of course, she would say “No” — what a 
position! How undignified! Then again Constantia suspected, she was 
almost certain that Kate went to her chest of drawers when she and 
Josephine were out, not to take things but to spy. Many times she had come 
back to find her amethyst cross in the most unlikely places, under her lace 
ties or on top of her evening Bertha. More than once she had laid a trap for 
Kate. She had arranged things in a special order and then called Josephine 
to witness. 

“You see, Jug?” 

“Quite, Con.” 

“Now we shall be able to tell.” 

But, oh dear, when she did go to look, she was as far off from a proof as 
ever! If anything was displaced, it might so very well have happened as she 
closed the drawer; a jolt might have done it so easily. 

“You come, Jug, and decide. I really can’t. It’s too difficult.” 

But after a pause and a long glare Josephine would sigh, “Now you’ve 
put the doubt into my mind, Con, I’m sure I can’t tell myself.” 

“Well, we can’t postpone it again,” said Josephine. “If we postpone it this 
time—” 


Xl. 


But at that moment in the street below a barrel-organ struck up. Josephine 
and Constantia sprang to their feet together. 

“Run, Con,” said Josephine. “Run quickly. There’s sixpence on the—” 

Then they remembered. It didn’t matter. They would never have to stop 
the organ-grinder again. Never again would she and Constantia be told to 
make that monkey take his noise somewhere else. Never would sound that 
loud, strange bellow when father thought they were not hurrying enough. 
The organ-grinder might play there all day and the stick would not thump. 

“Tt never will thump again, 
It never will thump again, 

played the barrel-organ. 

What was Constantia thinking? She had such a strange smile; she looked 
different. She couldn’t be going to cry. 

“Jug, Jug,” said Constantia softly, pressing her hands together. “Do you 
know what day it is? It’s Saturday. It’s a week to-day, a whole week.” 

““A week since father died, 
A week since father died,” 

cried the barrel-organ. And Josephine, too, forgot to be practical and 
sensible; she smiled faintly, strangely. On the Indian carpet there fell a 
square of sunlight, pale red; it came and went and came — and stayed, 
deepened — until it shone almost golden. 

“The sun’s out,” said Josephine, as though it really mattered. 

A perfect fountain of bubbling notes shook from the barrel-organ, round, 
bright notes, carelessly scattered. 

Constantia lifted her big, cold hands as if to catch them, and then her 
hands fell again. She walked over to the mantelpiece to her favourite 
Buddha. And the stone and gilt image, whose smile always gave her such a 
queer feeling, almost a pain and yet a pleasant pain, seemed to-day to be 
more than smiling. He knew something; he had a secret. “I know something 
that you don’t know,” said her Buddha. Oh, what was it, what could it be? 
And yet she had always felt there was... something. 

The sunlight pressed through the windows, thieved its way in, flashed its 
light over the furniture and the photographs. Josephine watched it. When it 
came to mother’s photograph, the enlargement over the piano, it lingered as 


though puzzled to find so little remained of mother, except the earrings 
shaped like tiny pagodas and a black feather boa. Why did the photographs 
of dead people always fade so? wondered Josephine. As soon as a person 
was dead their photograph died too. But, of course, this one of mother was 
very old. It was thirty-five years old. Josephine remembered standing on a 
chair and pointing out that feather boa to Constantia and telling her that it 
was a snake that had killed their mother in Ceylon... Would everything have 
been different if mother hadn’t died? She didn’t see why. Aunt Florence had 
lived with them until they had left school, and they had moved three times 
and had their yearly holiday and... and there’d been changes of servants, of 
course. 

Some little sparrows, young sparrows they sounded, chirped on the 
window-ledge. “Yeep — eyeep — yeep.” But Josephine felt they were not 
sparrows, not on the window-ledge. It was inside her, that queer little crying 
noise. “Yeep — eyeep — yeep.” Ah, what was it crying, so weak and 
forlorn? 

If mother had lived, might they have married? But there had been nobody 
for them to marry. There had been father’s Anglo-Indian friends before he 
quarrelled with them. But after that she and Constantia never met a single 
man except clergymen. How did one meet men? Or even if they’d met 
them, how could they have got to know men well enough to be more than 
strangers? One read of people having adventures, being followed, and so 
on. But nobody had ever followed Constantia and her. Oh yes, there had 
been one year at Eastbourne a mysterious man at their boarding-house who 
had put a note on the jug of hot water outside their bedroom door! But by 
the time Connie had found it the steam had made the writing too faint to 
read; they couldn’t even make out to which of them it was addressed. And 
he had left next day. And that was all. The rest had been looking after 
father, and at the same time keeping out of father’s way. But now? But 
now? The thieving sun touched Josephine gently. She lifted her face. She 
was drawn over to the window by gentle beams... 

Until the barrel-organ stopped playing Constantia stayed before the 
Buddha, wondering, but not as usual, not vaguely. This time her wonder 
was like longing. She remembered the times she had come in here, crept out 
of bed in her nightgown when the moon was full, and lain on the floor with 
her arms outstretched, as though she was crucified. Why? The big, pale 
moon had made her do it. The horrible dancing figures on the carved screen 


had leered at her and she hadn’t minded. She remembered too how, 
whenever they were at the seaside, she had gone off by herself and got as 
close to the sea as she could, and sung something, something she had made 
up, while she gazed all over that restless water. There had been this other 
life, running out, bringing things home in bags, getting things on approval, 
discussing them with Jug, and taking them back to get more things on 
approval, and arranging father’s trays and trying not to annoy father. But it 
all seemed to have happened in a kind of tunnel. It wasn’t real. It was only 
when she came out of the tunnel into the moonlight or by the sea or into a 
thunderstorm that she really felt herself. What did it mean? What was it she 
was always wanting? What did it all lead to? Now? Now? 

She turned away from the Buddha with one of her vague gestures. She 
went over to where Josephine was standing. She wanted to say something to 
Josephine, something frightfully important, about — about the future and 
what... 

“Don’t you think perhaps—’” she began. 

But Josephine interrupted her. “I was wondering if now—” she 
murmured. They stopped; they waited for each other. 

“Go on, Con,” said Josephine. 

“No, no, Jug; after you,” said Constantia. 

“No, say what you were going to say. You began,” said Josephine. 

“T... ?d rather hear what you were going to say first,” said Constantia. 

“Don’t be absurd, Con.” 

“Really, Jug.” 

“Connie!” 

“Oh, Jug!” 

A pause. Then Constantia said faintly, “I can’t say what I was going to 
say, Jug, because I’ve forgotten what it was... that I was going to say.” 

Josephine was silent for a moment. She stared at a big cloud where the 
sun had been. Then she replied shortly, “I’ve forgotten too.” 


MR. AND MRS. DOVE. 


Of course he knew — no man better — that he hadn’t a ghost of a chance, 
he hadn’t an earthly. The very idea of such a thing was preposterous. So 
preposterous that he’d perfectly understand it if her father — well, whatever 
her father chose to do he’d perfectly understand. In fact, nothing short of 
desperation, nothing short of the fact that this was positively his last day in 
England for God knows how long, would have screwed him up to it. And 
even now... He chose a tie out of the chest of drawers, a blue and cream 
check tie, and sat on the side of his bed. Supposing she replied, “What 
impertinence!” would he be surprised? Not in the least, he decided, turning 
up his soft collar and turning it down over the tie. He expected her to say 
something like that. He didn’t see, if he looked at the affair dead soberly, 
what else she could say. 

Here he was! And nervously he tied a bow in front of the mirror, jammed 
his hair down with both hands, pulled out the flaps of his jacket pockets. 
Making between 500 and 600 pounds a year on a fruit farm in — of all 
places — Rhodesia. No capital. Not a penny coming to him. No chance of 
his income increasing for at least four years. As for looks and all that sort of 
thing, he was completely out of the running. He couldn’t even boast of top- 
hole health, for the East Africa business had knocked him out so thoroughly 
that he’d had to take six months’ leave. He was still fearfully pale — worse 
even than usual this afternoon, he thought, bending forward and peering 
into the mirror. Good heavens! What had happened? His hair looked almost 
bright green. Dash it all, he hadn’t green hair at all events. That was a bit 
too steep. And then the green light trembled in the glass; it was the shadow 
from the tree outside. Reggie turned away, took out his cigarette case, but 
remembering how the mater hated him to smoke in his bedroom, put it back 
again and drifted over to the chest of drawers. No, he was dashed if he 
could think of one blessed thing in his favour, while she... Ah!... He stopped 
dead, folded his arms, and leaned hard against the chest of drawers. 

And in spite of her position, her father’s wealth, the fact that she was an 
only child and far and away the most popular girl in the neighbourhood; in 
spite of her beauty and her cleverness — cleverness! — it was a great deal 
more than that, there was really nothing she couldn’t do; he fully believed, 


had it been necessary, she would have been a genius at anything — in spite 
of the fact that her parents adored her, and she them, and they’d as soon let 
her go all that way as... In spite of every single thing you could think of, so 
terrific was his love that he couldn’t help hoping. Well, was it hope? Or was 
this queer, timid longing to have the chance of looking after her, of making 
it his job to see that she had everything she wanted, and that nothing came 
near her that wasn’t perfect — just love? How he loved her! He squeezed 
hard against the chest of drawers and murmured to it, “I love her, I love 
her!” And just for the moment he was with her on the way to Umtali. It was 
night. She sat in a corner asleep. Her soft chin was tucked into her soft 
collar, her gold-brown lashes lay on her cheeks. He doted on her delicate 
little nose, her perfect lips, her ear like a baby’s, and the gold-brown curl 
that half covered it. They were passing through the jungle. It was warm and 
dark and far away. Then she woke up and said, “Have I been asleep?” and 
he answered, “Yes. Are you all right? Here, let me—” And he leaned 
forward to... He bent over her. This was such bliss that he could dream no 
further. But it gave him the courage to bound downstairs, to snatch his straw 
hat from the hall, and to say as he closed the front door, “Well, I can only 
try my luck, that’s all.” 

But his luck gave him a nasty jar, to say the least, almost immediately. 
Promenading up and down the garden path with Chinny and Biddy, the 
ancient Pekes, was the mater. Of course Reginald was fond of the mater and 
all that. She — she meant well, she had no end of grit, and so on. But there 
was no denying it, she was rather a grim parent. And there had been 
moments, many of them, in Reggie’s life, before Uncle Alick died and left 
him the fruit farm, when he was convinced that to be a widow’s only son 
was about the worst punishment a chap could have. And what made it 
rougher than ever was that she was positively all that he had. She wasn’t 
only a combined parent, as it were, but she had quarrelled with all her own 
and the governor’s relations before Reggie had won his first trouser 
pockets. So that whenever Reggie was homesick out there, sitting on his 
dark veranda by starlight, while the gramophone cried, “Dear, what is Life 
but Love?” his only vision was of the mater, tall and stout, rustling down 
the garden path, with Chinny and Biddy at her heels... 

The mater, with her scissors outspread to snap the head of a dead 
something or other, stopped at the sight of Reggie. 

“You are not going out, Reginald?” she asked, seeing that he was. 


“T’ll be back for tea, mater,” said Reggie weakly, plunging his hands into 
his jacket pockets. 

Snip. Off came a head. Reggie almost jumped. 

“T should have thought you could have spared your mother your last 
afternoon,” said she. 

Silence. The Pekes stared. They understood every word of the mater’s. 
Biddy lay down with her tongue poked out; she was so fat and glossy she 
looked like a lump of half-melted toffee. But Chinny’s porcelain eyes 
gloomed at Reginald, and he sniffed faintly, as though the whole world 
were one unpleasant smell. Snip, went the scissors again. Poor little 
beggars; they were getting it! 

“And where are you going, if your mother may ask?” asked the mater. 

It was over at last, but Reggie did not slow down until he was out of sight 
of the house and half-way to Colonel Proctor’s. Then only he noticed what 
a top-hole afternoon it was. It had been raining all the morning, late summer 
rain, warm, heavy, quick, and now the sky was clear, except for a long tail 
of little clouds, like duckings, sailing over the forest. There was just enough 
wind to shake the last drops off the trees; one warm star splashed on his 
hand. Ping! — another drummed on his hat. The empty road gleamed, the 
hedges smelled of briar, and how big and bright the hollyhocks glowed in 
the cottage gardens. And here was Colonel Proctor’s — here it was already. 
His hand was on the gate, his elbow jogged the syringa bushes, and petals 
and pollen scattered over his coat sleeve. But wait a bit. This was too quick 
altogether. He’d meant to think the whole thing out again. Here, steady. But 
he was walking up the path, with the huge rose bushes on either side. It 
can’t be done like this. But his hand had grasped the bell, given it a pull, 
and started it pealing wildly, as if he’d come to say the house was on fire. 
The housemaid must have been in the hall, too, for the front door flashed 
open, and Reggie was shut in the empty drawing-room before that 
confounded bell had stopped ringing. Strangely enough, when it did, the big 
room, shadowy, with some one’s parasol lying on top of the grand piano, 
bucked him up — or rather, excited him. It was so quiet, and yet in one 
moment the door would open, and his fate be decided. The feeling was not 
unlike that of being at the dentist’s; he was almost reckless. But at the same 
time, to his immense surprise, Reggie heard himself saying, “Lord, Thou 
knowest, Thou hast not done much for me... “ That pulled him up; that 
made him realize again how dead serious it was. Too late. The door handle 


turned. Anne came in, crossed the shadowy space between them, gave him 
her hand, and said, in her small, soft voice, “I’m so sorry, father is out. And 
mother is having a day in town, hat-hunting. There’s only me to entertain 
you, Reggie.” 

Reggie gasped, pressed his own hat to his jacket buttons, and stammered 
out, “As a matter of fact, I’ve only come... to say good-bye.” 

“Oh!” cried Anne softly — she stepped back from him and her grey eyes 
danced— “what a very short visit!” 

Then, watching him, her chin tilted, she laughed outright, a long, soft 
peal, and walked away from him over to the piano, and leaned against it, 
playing with the tassel of the parasol. 

“I’m so sorry,” she said, “to be laughing like this. I don’t know why I do. 
It’s just a bad ha — habit.” And suddenly she stamped her grey shoe, and 
took a pocket-handkerchief out of her white woolly jacket. “I really must 
conquer it, it’s too absurd,” said she. 

“Good heavens, Anne,” cried Reggie, “I love to hear you laughing! I 
can’t imagine anything more—” 

But the truth was, and they both knew it, she wasn’t always laughing; it 
wasn’t really a habit. Only ever since the day they’d met, ever since that 
very first moment, for some strange reason that Reggie wished to God he 
understood, Anne had laughed at him. Why? It didn’t matter where they 
were or what they were talking about. They might begin by being as serious 
as possible, dead serious — at any rate, as far as he was concerned — but 
then suddenly, in the middle of a sentence, Anne would glance at him, and a 
little quick quiver passed over her face. Her lips parted, her eyes danced, 
and she began laughing. 

Another queer thing about it was, Reggie had an idea she didn’t herself 
know why she laughed. He had seen her turn away, frown, suck in her 
cheeks, press her hands together. But it was no use. The long, soft peal 
sounded, even while she cried, “I don’t know why I’m laughing.” It was a 
mystery... 

Now she tucked the handkerchief away. 

“Do sit down,” said she. “And smoke, won’t you? There are cigarettes in 
that little box beside you. Ill have one too.” He lighted a match for her, and 
as she bent forward he saw the tiny flame glow in the pearl ring she wore. 
“Tt is to-morrow that you’re going, isn’t it?” said Anne. 


“Yes, to-morrow as ever was,” said Reggie, and he blew a little fan of 
smoke. Why on earth was he so nervous? Nervous wasn’t the word for it. 

“It’s — it’s frightfully hard to believe,” he added. 

“Yes — isn’t it?” said Anne softly, and she leaned forward and rolled the 
point of her cigarette round the green ash-tray. How beautiful she looked 
like that! — simply beautiful — and she was so small in that immense 
chair. Reginald’s heart swelled with tenderness, but it was her voice, her 
soft voice, that made him tremble. “I feel you’ve been here for years,” she 
said. 

Reginald took a deep breath of his cigarette. “It’s ghastly, this idea of 
going back,” he said. 

“Co00-ro0-co00-co0-coo,” sounded from the quiet. 

“But you’re fond of being out there, aren’t you?” said Anne. She hooked 
her finger through her pearl necklace. “Father was saying only the other 
night how lucky he thought you were to have a life of your own.” And she 
looked up at him. Reginald’s smile was rather wan. “I don’t feel fearfully 
lucky,” he said lightly. 

“ROO-cO00-co0-coo,” came again. And Anne murmured, “You mean it’s 
lonely.” 

“Oh, it isn’t the loneliness I care about,” said Reginald, and he stumped 
his cigarette savagely on the green ash-tray. “I could stand any amount of it, 
used to like it even. It’s the idea of—” Suddenly, to his horror, he felt 
himself blushing. 

““ROO-co0-co0-coo! Roo-coo0-co0-coo!”’ 

Anne jumped up. “Come and say good-bye to my doves,” she said. 
“They’ve been moved to the side veranda. You do like doves, don’t you, 
Reggie?” 

“Awfully,” said Reggie, so fervently that as he opened the French 
window for her and stood to one side, Anne ran forward and laughed at the 
doves instead. 

To and fro, to and fro over the fine red sand on the floor of the dove 
house, walked the two doves. One was always in front of the other. One ran 
forward, uttering a little cry, and the other followed, solemnly bowing and 
bowing. “You see,” explained Anne, “the one in front, she’s Mrs. Dove. She 
looks at Mr. Dove and gives that little laugh and runs forward, and he 
follows her, bowing and bowing. And that makes her laugh again. Away she 
runs, and after her,” cried Anne, and she sat back on her heels, “comes poor 


Mr. Dove, bowing and bowing... and that’s their whole life. They never do 
anything else, you know.” She got up and took some yellow grains out of a 
bag on the roof of the dove house. “When you think of them, out in 
Rhodesia, Reggie, you can be sure that is what they will be doing...” 

Reggie gave no sign of having seen the doves or of having heard a word. 
For the moment he was conscious only of the immense effort it took to tear 
his secret out of himself and offer it to Anne. “Anne, do you think you 
could ever care for me?” It was done. It was over. And in the little pause 
that followed Reginald saw the garden open to the light, the blue quivering 
sky, the flutter of leaves on the veranda poles, and Anne turning over the 
grains of maize on her palm with one finger. Then slowly she shut her hand, 
and the new world faded as she murmured slowly, “No, never in that way.” 
But he had scarcely time to feel anything before she walked quickly away, 
and he followed her down the steps, along the garden path, under the pink 
rose arches, across the lawn. There, with the gay herbaceous border behind 
her, Anne faced Reginald. “It isn’t that I’m not awfully fond of you,” she 
said. “I am. But” — her eyes widened— “not in the way” — a quiver 
passed over her face— “one ought to be fond of—’” Her lips parted, and she 
couldn’t stop herself. She began laughing. “There, you see, you see,” she 
cried, “it’s your check t-tie. Even at this moment, when one would think 
one really would be solemn, your tie reminds me fearfully of the bow-tie 
that cats wear in pictures! Oh, please forgive me for being so horrid, 
please!” 

Reggie caught hold of her little warm hand. “There’s no question of 
forgiving you,” he said quickly. “How could there be? And I do believe I 
know why I make you laugh. It’s because you’re so far above me in every 
way that I am somehow ridiculous. I see that, Anne. But if I were to—” 

“No, no.” Anne squeezed his hand hard. “It’s not that. That’s all wrong. 
I’m not far above you at all. You’re much better than I am. You’re 
marvellously unselfish and... and kind and simple. I’m none of those things. 
You don’t know me. I’m the most awful character,” said Anne. “Please 
don’t interrupt. And besides, that’s not the point. The point is” — she shook 
her head— “I couldn’t possibly marry a man I laughed at. Surely you see 
that. The man I marry—” breathed Anne softly. She broke off. She drew her 
hand away, and looking at Reggie she smiled strangely, dreamily. “The man 
I marry—” 


And it seemed to Reggie that a tall, handsome, brilliant stranger stepped 
in front of him and took his place — the kind of man that Anne and he had 
seen often at the theatre, walking on to the stage from nowhere, without a 
word catching the heroine in his arms, and after one long, tremendous look, 
carrying her off to anywhere... 

Reggie bowed to his vision. “Yes, I see,” he said huskily. 

“Do you?” said Anne. “Oh, I do hope you do. Because I feel so horrid 
about it. It’s so hard to explain. You know I’ve never—” She stopped. 
Reggie looked at her. She was smiling. “Isn’t it funny?” she said. “I can say 
anything to you. I always have been able to from the very beginning.” 

He tried to smile, to say “I’m glad.” She went on. “I’ve never known any 
one I like as much as I like you. I’ve never felt so happy with any one. But 
I’m sure it’s not what people and what books mean when they talk about 
love. Do you understand? Oh, if you only knew how horrid I feel. But we’d 
be like... like Mr. and Mrs. Dove.” 

That did it. That seemed to Reginald final, and so terribly true that he 
could hardly bear it. “Don’t drive it home,” he said, and he turned away 
from Anne and looked across the lawn. There was the gardener’s cottage, 
with the dark ilex-tree beside it. A wet, blue thumb of transparent smoke 
hung above the chimney. It didn’t look real. How his throat ached! Could he 
speak? He had a shot. “I must be getting along home,” he croaked, and he 
began walking across the lawn. But Anne ran after him. “No, don’t. You 
can’t go yet,” she said imploringly. “You can’t possibly go away feeling like 
that.” And she stared up at him frowning, biting her lip. 

“Oh, that’s all right,” said Reggie, giving himself a shake. “Il... ?II-—” 
And he waved his hand as much to say “get over it.” 

“But this is awful,” said Anne. She clasped her hands and stood in front 
of him. “Surely you do see how fatal it would be for us to marry, don’t 
you?” 

“Oh, quite, quite,” said Reggie, looking at her with haggard eyes. 

“How wrong, how wicked, feeling as I do. I mean, it’s all very well for 
Mr. and Mrs. Dove. But imagine that in real life — imagine it!” 

“Oh, absolutely,” said Reggie, and he started to walk on. But again Anne 
stopped him. She tugged at his sleeve, and to his astonishment, this time, 
instead of laughing, she looked like a little girl who was going to cry. 

“Then why, if you understand, are you so un-unhappy?” she wailed. 
“Why do you mind so fearfully? Why do you look so aw-awful?” 


Reggie gulped, and again he waved something away. “I can’t help it,” he 
said, “I’ve had a blow. If I cut off now, Pll be able to—” 

“How can you talk of cutting off now?” said Anne scornfully. She 
stamped her foot at Reggie; she was crimson. “How can you be so cruel? I 
can’t let you go until I know for certain that you are just as happy as you 
were before you asked me to marry you. Surely you must see that, it’s so 
simple.” 

But it did not seem at all simple to Reginald. It seemed impossibly 
difficult. 

“Even if I can’t marry you, how can I know that you’re all that way away, 
with only that awful mother to write to, and that you’re miserable, and that 
it’s all my fault?” 

“It’s not your fault. Don’t think that. It’s just fate.’ Reggie took her hand 
off his sleeve and kissed it. “Don’t pity me, dear little Anne,” he said gently. 
And this time he nearly ran, under the pink arches, along the garden path. 

“Roo-coo0-coo-coo! Roo-coo-coo-coo!”» sounded from the veranda. 
“Reggie, Reggie,” from the garden. 

He stopped, he turned. But when she saw his timid, puzzled look, she 
gave a little laugh. 

“Come back, Mr. Dove,” said Anne. And Reginald came slowly across 
the lawn. 


THE YOUNG GIRL. 


In her blue dress, with her cheeks lightly flushed, her blue, blue eyes, and 
her gold curls pinned up as though for the first time — pinned up to be out 
of the way for her flight — Mrs. Raddick’s daughter might have just 
dropped from this radiant heaven. Mrs. Raddick’s timid, faintly astonished, 
but deeply admiring glance looked as if she believed it, too; but the 
daughter didn’t appear any too pleased — why should she? — to have 
alighted on the steps of the Casino. Indeed, she was bored — bored as 
though Heaven had been full of casinos with snuffy old saints for croupiers 
and crowns to play with. 

“You don’t mind taking Hennie?” said Mrs. Raddick. “Sure you don’t? 
There’s the car, and you’ll have tea and we’ll be back here on this step — 
right here — in an hour. You see, I want her to go in. She’s not been before, 
and it’s worth seeing. I feel it wouldn’t be fair to her.” 

“Oh, shut up, mother,” said she wearily. “Come along. Don’t talk so 
much. And your bag’s open; you’Il be losing all your money again.” 

“I’m sorry, darling,” said Mrs. Raddick. 

“Oh, do come in! I want to make money,” said the impatient voice. “It’s 
all jolly well for you — but I’m broke!” 

“Here — take fifty francs, darling, take a hundred!” I saw Mrs. Raddick 
pressing notes into her hand as they passed through the swing doors. 

Hennie and I stood on the steps a minute, watching the people. He had a 
very broad, delighted smile. 

“T say,” he cried, “there’s an English bulldog. Are they allowed to take 
dogs in there?” 

“No, they’re not.” 

“He’s a ripping chap, isn’t he? I wish I had one. They’re such fun. They 
frighten people so, and they’re never fierce with their — the people they 
belong to.” Suddenly he squeezed my arm. “I say, do look at that old 
woman. Who is she? Why does she look like that? Is she a gambler?” 

The ancient, withered creature, wearing a green satin dress, a black velvet 
cloak and a white hat with purple feathers, jerked slowly, slowly up the 
steps as though she were being drawn up on wires. She stared in front of 


her, she was laughing and nodding and cackling to herself; her claws 
clutched round what looked like a dirty boot-bag. 

But just at that moment there was Mrs. Raddick again with — her — and 
another lady hovering in the background. Mrs. Raddick rushed at me. She 
was brightly flushed, gay, a different creature. She was like a woman who is 
saying “good-bye” to her friends on the station platform, with not a minute 
to spare before the train starts. 

“Oh, you’re here, still. Isn’t that lucky! You’ve not gone. Isn’t that fine! 
I’ve had the most dreadful time with — her,” and she waved to her 
daughter, who stood absolutely still, disdainful, looking down, twiddling 
her foot on the step, miles away. “They won’t let her in. I swore she was 
twenty-one. But they won’t believe me. I showed the man my purse; I 
didn’t dare to do more. But it was no use. He simply scoffed... And now 
I’ve just met Mrs. MacEwen from New York, and she just won thirteen 
thousand in the Salle Privee — and she wants me to go back with her while 
the luck lasts. Of course I can’t leave — her. But if you’d—” 

At that “she” looked up; she simply withered her mother. “Why can’t you 
leave me?” she said furiously. ““What utter rot! How dare you make a scene 
like this? This is the last time I'll come out with you. You really are too 
awful for words.” She looked her mother up and down. “Calm yourself,” 
she said superbly. 

Mrs. Raddick was desperate, just desperate. She was “wild” to go back 
with Mrs. MacEwen, but at the same time... 

I seized my courage. “Would you — do you care to come to tea with — 
us?” 

“Yes, yes, she’ll be delighted. That’s just what I wanted, isn’t it, darling? 
Mrs. MacEwen... I'll be back here in an hour... or less... I’ II—” 

Mrs. R. dashed up the steps. I saw her bag was open again. 

So we three were left. But really it wasn’t my fault. Hennie looked 
crushed to the earth, too. When the car was there she wrapped her dark coat 
round her — to escape contamination. Even her little feet looked as though 
they scorned to carry her down the steps to us. 

“T am so awfully sorry,” I murmured as the car started. 

“Oh, I don’t mind,” said she. “I don’t want to look twenty-one. Who 
would — if they were seventeen! It’s” — and she gave a faint shudder— 
“the stupidity I loathe, and being stared at by old fat men. Beasts!” 

Hennie gave her a quick look and then peered out of the window. 


We drew up before an immense palace of pink-and-white marble with 
orange-trees outside the doors in gold-and-black tubs. 

“Would you care to go in?” I suggested. 

She hesitated, glanced, bit her lip, and resigned herself. “Oh well, there 
seems nowhere else,” said she. “Get out, Hennie.” 

I went first — to find the table, of course — she followed. But the worst 
of it was having her little brother, who was only twelve, with us. That was 
the last, final straw — having that child, trailing at her heels. 

There was one table. It had pink carnations and pink plates with little 
blue tea-napkins for sails. 

“Shall we sit here?” 

She put her hand wearily on the back of a white wicker chair. 

“We may as well. Why not?” said she. 

Hennie squeezed past her and wriggled on to a stool at the end. He felt 
awfully out of it. She didn’t even take her gloves off. She lowered her eyes 
and drummed on the table. When a faint violin sounded she winced and bit 
her lip again. Silence. 

The waitress appeared. I hardly dared to ask her. “Tea — coffee? China 
tea — or iced tea with lemon?” 

Really she didn’t mind. It was all the same to her. She didn’t really want 
anything. Hennie whispered, “Chocolate!” 

But just as the waitress turned away she cried out carelessly, “Oh, you 
may as well bring me a chocolate, too.” 

While we waited she took out a little, gold powder-box with a mirror in 
the lid, shook the poor little puff as though she loathed it, and dabbed her 
lovely nose. 

“Hennie,” she said, “take those flowers away.” She pointed with her puff 
to the carnations, and I heard her murmur, “I can’t bear flowers on a table.” 
They had evidently been giving her intense pain, for she positively closed 
her eyes as I moved them away. 

The waitress came back with the chocolate and the tea. She put the big, 
frothing cups before them and pushed across my clear glass. Hennie buried 
his nose, emerged, with, for one dreadful moment, a little trembling blob of 
cream on the tip. But he hastily wiped it off like a little gentleman. I 
wondered if I should dare draw her attention to her cup. She didn’t notice it 
— didn’t see it — until suddenly, quite by chance, she took a sip. I watched 
anxiously; she faintly shuddered. 


“Dreadfully sweet!” said she. 

A tiny boy with a head like a raisin and a chocolate body came round 
with a tray of pastries — row upon row of little freaks, little inspirations, 
little melting dreams. He offered them to her. “Oh, I’m not at all hungry. 
Take them away.” 

He offered them to Hennie. Hennie gave me a swift look — it must have 
been satisfactory — for he took a chocolate cream, a coffee eclair, a 
meringue stuffed with chestnut and a tiny horn filled with fresh 
strawberries. She could hardly bear to watch him. But just as the boy 
swerved away she held up her plate. 

“Oh well, give me one,” said she. 

The silver tongs dropped one, two, three — and a cherry tartlet. “I don’t 
know why you’re giving me all these,” she said, and nearly smiled. “TI 
shan’t eat them; I couldn’t!” 

I felt much more comfortable. I sipped my tea, leaned back, and even 
asked if I might smoke. At that she paused, the fork in her hand, opened her 
eyes, and really did smile. “Of course,” said she. “I always expect people 
to.” 

But at that moment a tragedy happened to Hennie. He speared his pastry 
horn too hard, and it flew in two, and one half spilled on the table. Ghastly 
affair! He turned crimson. Even his ears flared, and one ashamed hand crept 
across the table to take what was left of the body away. 

“You utter little beast!” said she. 

Good heavens! I had to fly to the rescue. I cried hastily, “Will you be 
abroad long?” 

But she had already forgotten Hennie. I was forgotten, too. She was 
trying to remember something... She was miles away. 

“I — don’t — know,” she said slowly, from that far place. 

“T suppose you prefer it to London. It’s more — more—” 

When I didn’t go on she came back and looked at me, very puzzled. 
“More — ?” 

“Enfin — gayer,” I cried, waving my cigarette. 

But that took a whole cake to consider. Even then, “Oh well, that 
depends!” was all she could safely say. 

Hennie had finished. He was still very warm. 

I seized the butterfly list off the table. “I say — what about an ice, 
Hennie? What about tangerine and ginger? No, something cooler. What 


about a fresh pineapple cream?” 

Hennie strongly approved. The waitress had her eye on us. The order was 
taken when she looked up from her crumbs. 

“Did you say tangerine and ginger? I like ginger. You can bring me one.” 
And then quickly, “I wish that orchestra wouldn’t play things from the year 
One. We were dancing to that all last Christmas. It’s too sickening!” 

But it was a charming air. Now that I noticed it, it warmed me. 

“T think this is rather a nice place, don’t you, Hennie?” I said. 

Hennie said: “Ripping!” He meant to say it very low, but 1t came out very 
high in a kind of squeak. 

Nice? This place? Nice? For the first time she stared about her, trying to 
see what there was... She blinked; her lovely eyes wondered. A very good- 
looking elderly man stared back at her through a monocle on a black 
ribbon. But him she simply couldn’t see. There was a hole in the air where 
he was. She looked through and through him. 

Finally the little flat spoons lay still on the glass plates. Hennie looked 
rather exhausted, but she pulled on her white gloves again. She had some 
trouble with her diamond wrist-watch; it got in her way. She tugged at it — 
tried to break the stupid little thing — it wouldn’t break. Finally, she had to 
drag her glove over. I saw, after that, she couldn’t stand this place a moment 
longer, and, indeed, she jumped up and turned away while I went through 
the vulgar act of paying for the tea. 

And then we were outside again. It had grown dusky. The sky was 
sprinkled with small stars; the big lamps glowed. While we waited for the 
car to come up she stood on the step, just as before, twiddling her foot, 
looking down. 

Hennie bounded forward to open the door and she got in and sank back 
with — oh — such a sigh! 

“Tell him,” she gasped, “to drive as fast as he can.” 

Hennie grinned at his friend the chauffeur. “Allie veet!” said he. Then he 
composed himself and sat on the small seat facing us. 

The gold powder-box came out again. Again the poor little puff was 
shaken; again there was that swift, deadly-secret glance between her and the 
mirror. 

We tore through the black-and-gold town like a pair of scissors tearing 
through brocade. Hennie had great difficulty not to look as though he were 
hanging on to something. 


And when we reached the Casino, of course Mrs. Raddick wasn’t there. 
There wasn’t a sign of her on the steps — not a sign. 

“Will you stay in the car while I go and look?” 

But no she wouldn’t do that. Good heavens, no! Hennie could stay. 
She couldn’t bear sitting in a car. She’d wait on the steps. 

“But I scarcely like to leave you,” I murmured. “I’d very much rather not 
leave you here.” 

At that she threw back her coat; she turned and faced me; her lips parted. 
“Good heavens — why! I —I don’t mind it a bit. I — I like waiting.” And 
suddenly her cheeks crimsoned, her eyes grew dark — for a moment I 
thought she was going to cry. “L — let me, please,” she stammered, in a 
warm, eager voice. “I like it. I love waiting! Really — really I do! I’m 
always waiting — in all kinds of places...” 

Her dark coat fell open, and her white throat — all her soft young body in 
the blue dress — was like a flower that is just emerging from its dark bud. 


LIFE OF MA PARKER. 


When the literary gentleman, whose flat old Ma Parker cleaned every 
Tuesday, opened the door to her that morning, he asked after her grandson. 
Ma Parker stood on the doormat inside the dark little hall, and she stretched 
out her hand to help her gentleman shut the door before she replied. “We 
buried ‘im yesterday, sir,” she said quietly. 

“Oh, dear me! I’m sorry to hear that,” said the literary gentleman in a 
shocked tone. He was in the middle of his breakfast. He wore a very shabby 
dressing-gown and carried a crumpled newspaper in one hand. But he felt 
awkward. He could hardly go back to the warm sitting-room without saying 
something — something more. Then because these people set such store by 
funerals he said kindly, “I hope the funeral went off all nght.” 

“Beg parding, sir?” said old Ma Parker huskily. 

Poor old bird! She did look dashed. “I hope the funeral was a — a — 
success,” said he. Ma Parker gave no answer. She bent her head and 
hobbled off to the kitchen, clasping the old fish bag that held her cleaning 
things and an apron and a pair of felt shoes. The literary gentleman raised 
his eyebrows and went back to his breakfast. 

“Overcome, I suppose,” he said aloud, helping himself to the marmalade. 

Ma Parker drew the two jetty spears out of her toque and hung it behind 
the door. She unhooked her worn jacket and hung that up too. Then she tied 
her apron and sat down to take off her boots. To take off her boots or to put 
them on was an agony to her, but it had been an agony for years. In fact, she 
was so accustomed to the pain that her face was drawn and screwed up 
ready for the twinge before she’d so much as untied the laces. That over, 
she sat back with a sigh and softly rubbed her knees... 

“Gran! Gran!” Her little grandson stood on her lap in his button boots. 
He’d just come in from playing in the street. 

“Look what a state you’ve made your gran’s skirt into — you wicked 
boy!” 

But he put his arms round her neck and rubbed his cheek against hers. 

“Gran, gi’ us a penny!” he coaxed. 

“Be off with you; Gran ain’t got no pennies.” 

“Yes, you “ave.” 


“No, I ain’t.” 

“Yes, you ‘ave. Gi’ us one!” 

Already she was feeling for the old, squashed, black leather purse. 

“Well, what’ll you give your gran?” 

He gave a shy little laugh and pressed closer. She felt his eyelid quivering 
against her cheek. “I ain’t got nothing,” he murmured... 

The old woman sprang up, seized the iron kettle off the gas stove and 
took it over to the sink. The noise of the water drumming in the kettle 
deadened her pain, it seemed. She filled the pail, too, and the washing-up 
bowl. 

It would take a whole book to describe the state of that kitchen. During 
the week the literary gentleman “did” for himself. That is to say, he emptied 
the tea leaves now and again into a jam jar set aside for that purpose, and if 
he ran out of clean forks he wiped over one or two on the roller towel. 
Otherwise, as he explained to his friends, his “system” was quite simple, 
and he couldn’t understand why people made all this fuss about 
housekeeping. 

“You simply dirty everything you’ve got, get a hag in once a week to 
clean up, and the thing’s done.” 

The result looked like a gigantic dustbin. Even the floor was littered with 
toast crusts, envelopes, cigarette ends. But Ma Parker bore him no grudge. 
She pitied the poor young gentleman for having no one to look after him. 
Out of the smudgy little window you could see an immense expanse of sad- 
looking sky, and whenever there were clouds they looked very worn, old 
clouds, frayed at the edges, with holes in them, or dark stains like tea. 

While the water was heating, Ma Parker began sweeping the floor. “Yes,” 
she thought, as the broom knocked, “what with one thing and another I’ve 
had my share. I’ve had a hard life.” 

Even the neighbours said that of her. Many a time, hobbling home with 
her fish bag she heard them, waiting at the corner, or leaning over the area 
railings, say among themselves, “She’s had a hard life, has Ma Parker.” And 
it was so true she wasn’t in the least proud of it. It was just as if you were to 
say she lived in the basement-back at Number 27. A hard life!... 

At sixteen she’d left Stratford and come up to London as kitching-maid. 
Yes, she was born in Stratford-on-Avon. Shakespeare, sir? No, people were 
always arsking her about him. But she’d never heard his name until she saw 
it on the theatres. 


Nothing remained of Stratford except that “sitting in the fire-place of a 
evening you could see the stars through the chimley,” and “Mother always 
‘ad ‘er side of bacon, ‘anging from the ceiling.” And there was something 
— a bush, there was — at the front door, that smelt ever so nice. But the 
bush was very vague. She’d only remembered it once or twice in the 
hospital, when she’d been taken bad. 

That was a dreadful place — her first place. She was never allowed out. 
She never went upstairs except for prayers morning and evening. It was a 
fair cellar. And the cook was a cruel woman. She used to snatch away her 
letters from home before she’d read them, and throw them in the range 
because they made her dreamy... And the beedles! Would you believe it? — 
until she came to London she’d never seen a black beedle. Here Ma always 
gave a little laugh, as though — not to have seen a black beedle! Well! It 
was as if to say you’d never seen your own feet. 

When that family was sold up she went as “help” to a doctor’s house, and 
after two years there, on the run from morning till night, she married her 
husband. He was a baker. 

“A baker, Mrs. Parker!” the literary gentleman would say. For 
occasionally he laid aside his tomes and lent an ear, at least, to this product 
called Life. “It must be rather nice to be married to a baker!” 

Mrs. Parker didn’t look so sure. 

“Such a clean trade,” said the gentleman. 

Mrs. Parker didn’t look convinced. 

“And didn’t you like handing the new loaves to the customers?” 

“Well, sir,” said Mrs. Parker, “I wasn’t in the shop above a great deal. We 
had thirteen little ones and buried seven of them. If it wasn’t the ‘ospital it 
was the infirmary, you might say!” 

“You might, indeed, Mrs. Parker!” said the gentleman, shuddering, and 
taking up his pen again. 

Yes, seven had gone, and while the six were still small her husband was 
taken ill with consumption. It was flour on the lungs, the doctor told her at 
the time... Her husband sat up in bed with his shirt pulled over his head, and 
the doctor’s finger drew a circle on his back. 

“Now, if we were to cut him open here, Mrs. Parker,” said the doctor, 
“you'd find his lungs chock-a-block with white powder. Breathe, my good 
fellow!” And Mrs. Parker never knew for certain whether she saw or 


whether she fancied she saw a great fan of white dust come out of her poor 
dead husband’s lips... 

But the struggle she’d had to bring up those six little children and keep 
herself to herself. Terrible it had been! Then, just when they were old 
enough to go to school her husband’s sister came to stop with them to help 
things along, and she hadn’t been there more than two months when she fell 
down a flight of steps and hurt her spine. And for five years Ma Parker had 
another baby — and such a one for crying! — to look after. Then young 
Maudie went wrong and took her sister Alice with her; the two boys 
emigrated, and young Jim went to India with the army, and Ethel, the 
youngest, married a good-for-nothing little waiter who died of ulcers the 
year little Lennie was born. And now little Lennie — my grandson... 

The piles of dirty cups, dirty dishes, were washed and dried. The ink- 
black knives were cleaned with a piece of potato and finished off with a 
piece of cork. The table was scrubbed, and the dresser and the sink that had 
sardine tails swimming in it... 

He’d never been a strong child — never from the first. He’d been one of 
those fair babies that everybody took for a girl. Silvery fair curls he had, 
blue eyes, and a little freckle like a diamond on one side of his nose. The 
trouble she and Ethel had had to rear that child! The things out of the 
newspapers they tried him with! Every Sunday morning Ethel would read 
aloud while Ma Parker did her washing. 

“Dear Sir, — Just a line to let you know my little Myrtil was laid out for 
dead... After four bottils... gained 8 lbs. in 9 weeks, and 1s still putting it 
on.” 

And then the egg-cup of ink would come off the dresser and the letter 
would be written, and Ma would buy a postal order on her way to work next 
morning. But it was no use. Nothing made little Lennie put it on. Taking 
him to the cemetery, even, never gave him a colour; a nice shake-up in the 
bus never improved his appetite. 

But he was gran’s boy from the first... 

“Whose boy are you?” said old Ma Parker, straightening up from the 
stove and going over to the smudgy window. And a little voice, so warm, so 
close, it half stifled her — it seemed to be in her breast under her heart — 
laughed out, and said, “I’m gran’s boy!” 

At that moment there was a sound of steps, and the literary gentleman 
appeared, dressed for walking. 


“Oh, Mrs. Parker, I’m going out.” 

“Very good, sir.” 

“And you'll find your half-crown in the tray of the inkstand.” 

“Thank you, sir.” 

“Oh, by the way, Mrs. Parker,” said the literary gentleman quickly, “you 
didn’t throw away any cocoa last time you were here — did you?” 

“No, sir.” “Very strange. I could have sworn I left a teaspoonful of cocoa 
in the tin.” He broke off. He said softly and firmly, “You'll always tell me 
when you throw things away — won’t you, Mrs. Parker?” And he walked 
off very well pleased with himself, convinced, in fact, he’d shown Mrs. 
Parker that under his apparent carelessness he was as vigilant as a woman. 

The door banged. She took her brushes and cloths into the bedroom. But 
when she began to make the bed, smoothing, tucking, patting, the thought 
of little Lennie was unbearable. Why did he have to suffer so? That’s what 
she couldn’t understand. Why should a little angel child have to arsk for his 
breath and fight for it? There was no sense in making a child suffer like 
that. 

... From Lennie’s little box of a chest there came a sound as though 
something was boiling. There was a great lump of something bubbling in 
his chest that he couldn’t get rid of. When he coughed the sweat sprang out 
on his head; his eyes bulged, his hands waved, and the great lump bubbled 
as a potato knocks in a saucepan. But what was more awful than all was 
when he didn’t cough he sat against the pillow and never spoke or 
answered, or even made as if he heard. Only he looked offended. 

“It’s not your poor old gran’s doing it, my lovey,” said old Ma Parker, 
patting back the damp hair from his little scarlet ears. But Lennie moved his 
head and edged away. Dreadfully offended with her he looked — and 
solemn. He bent his head and looked at her sideways as though he couldn’t 
have believed it of his gran. 

But at the last... Ma Parker threw the counterpane over the bed. No, she 
simply couldn’t think about it. It was too much — she’d had too much in 
her life to bear. She’d borne it up till now, she’d kept herself to herself, and 
never once had she been seen to cry. Never by a living soul. Not even her 
own children had seen Ma break down. She’d kept a proud face always. But 
now! Lennie gone — what had she? She had nothing. He was all she’d got 
from life, and now he was took too. Why must it all have happened to me? 


she wondered. “What have I done?” said old Ma Parker. “What have I 
done?” 

As she said those words she suddenly let fall her brush. She found herself 
in the kitchen. Her misery was so terrible that she pinned on her hat, put on 
her jacket and walked out of the flat like a person in a dream. She did not 
know what she was doing. She was like a person so dazed by the horror of 
what has happened that he walks away — anywhere, as though by walking 
away he could escape... 

It was cold in the street. There was a wind like ice. People went flitting 
by, very fast; the men walked like scissors; the women trod like cats. And 
nobody knew — nobody cared. Even if she broke down, if at last, after all 
these years, she were to cry, she’d find herself in the lock-up as like as not. 

But at the thought of crying it was as though little Lennie leapt in his 
gran’s arms. Ah, that’s what she wants to do, my dove. Gran wants to cry. If 
she could only cry now, cry for a long time, over everything, beginning 
with her first place and the cruel cook, going on to the doctor’s, and then 
the seven little ones, death of her husband, the children’s leaving her, and 
all the years of misery that led up to Lennie. But to have a proper cry over 
all these things would take a long time. All the same, the time for it had 
come. She must do it. She couldn’t put it off any longer; she couldn’t wait 
any more... Where could she go? 

“She’s had a hard life, has Ma Parker.” Yes, a hard life, indeed! Her chin 
began to tremble; there was no time to lose. But where? Where? 

She couldn’t go home; Ethel was there. It would frighten Ethel out of her 
life. She couldn’t sit on a bench anywhere; people would come arsking her 
questions. She couldn’t possibly go back to the gentleman’s flat; she had no 
right to cry in strangers’ houses. If she sat on some steps a policeman would 
speak to her. 

Oh, wasn’t there anywhere where she could hide and keep herself to 
herself and stay as long as she liked, not disturbing anybody, and nobody 
worrying her? Wasn’t there anywhere in the world where she could have 
her cry out — at last? 

Ma Parker stood, looking up and down. The icy wind blew out her apron 
into a balloon. And now it began to rain. There was nowhere. 


MARRIAGE A LA MODE. 


On his way to the station William remembered with a fresh pang of 
disappointment that he was taking nothing down to the kiddies. Poor little 
chaps! It was hard lines on them. Their first words always were as they ran 
to greet him, “What have you got for me, daddy?” and he had nothing. He 
would have to buy them some sweets at the station. But that was what he 
had done for the past four Saturdays; their faces had fallen last time when 
they saw the same old boxes produced again. 

And Paddy had said, “I had red ribbing on mine bee-fore!” 

And Johnny had said, “It’s always pink on mine. I hate pink.” 

But what was William to do? The affair wasn’t so easily settled. In the 
old days, of course, he would have taken a taxi off to a decent toyshop and 
chosen them something in five minutes. But nowadays they had Russian 
toys, French toys, Serbian toys — toys from God knows where. It was over 
a year since Isabel had scrapped the old donkeys and engines and so on 
because they were so “dreadfully sentimental” and “so appallingly bad for 
the babies’ sense of form.” 

“It’s so important,” the new Isabel had explained, “that they should like 
the right things from the very beginning. It saves so much time later on. 
Really, if the poor pets have to spend their infant years staring at these 
horrors, one can imagine them growing up and asking to be taken to the 
Royal Academy.” 

And she spoke as though a visit to the Royal Academy was certain 
immediate death to any one... 

“Well, I don’t know,” said William slowly. “When I was their age I used 
to go to bed hugging an old towel with a knot in it.” 

The new Isabel looked at him, her eyes narrowed, her lips apart. 

“Dear William! I’m sure you did!” She laughed in the new way. 

Sweets it would have to be, however, thought William gloomily, fishing 
in his pocket for change for the taxi-man. And he saw the kiddies handing 
the boxes round — they were awfully generous little chaps — while 
Isabel’s precious friends didn’t hesitate to help themselves... 

What about fruit? William hovered before a stall just inside the station. 
What about a melon each? Would they have to share that, too? Or a 


pineapple, for Pad, and a melon for Johnny? Isabel’s friends could hardly 
go sneaking up to the nursery at the children’s meal-times. All the same, as 
he bought the melon William had a horrible vision of one of Isabel’s young 
poets lapping up a slice, for some reason, behind the nursery door. 

With his two very awkward parcels he strode off to his train. The 
platform was crowded, the train was in. Doors banged open and shut. There 
came such a loud hissing from the engine that people looked dazed as they 
scurried to and fro. William made straight for a first-class smoker, stowed 
away his suit-case and parcels, and taking a huge wad of papers out of his 
inner pocket, he flung down in the corner and began to read. 

“Our client moreover is positive... We are inclined to reconsider... in the 
event of—” Ah, that was better. William pressed back his flattened hair and 
stretched his legs across the carriage floor. The familiar dull gnawing in his 
breast quietened down. “With regard to our decision—” He took out a blue 
pencil and scored a paragraph slowly. 

Two men came in, stepped across him, and made for the farther corner. A 
young fellow swung his golf clubs into the rack and sat down opposite. The 
train gave a gentle lurch, they were off. William glanced up and saw the 
hot, bright station slipping away. A red-faced girl raced along by the 
carriages, there was something strained and almost desperate in the way she 
waved and called. “Hysterical!” thought William dully. Then a greasy, 
black-faced workman at the end of the platform grinned at the passing train. 
And William thought, “A filthy life!’ and went back to his papers. 

When he looked up again there were fields, and beasts standing for 
shelter under the dark trees. A wide river, with naked children splashing in 
the shallows, glided into sight and was gone again. The sky shone pale, and 
one bird drifted high like a dark fleck in a jewel. 

“We have examined our client’s correspondence files... “ The last 
sentence he had read echoed in his mind. “We have examined... “ William 
hung on to that sentence, but it was no good; it snapped in the middle, and 
the fields, the sky, the sailing bird, the water, all said, “Isabel.” The same 
thing happened every Saturday afternoon. When he was on his way to meet 
Isabel there began those countless imaginary meetings. She was at the 
station, standing just a little apart from everybody else; she was sitting in 
the open taxi outside; she was at the garden gate; walking across the 
parched grass; at the door, or just inside the hall. 


And her clear, light voice said, “It’s William,” or “Hillo, William!” or 
“So William has come!” He touched her cool hand, her cool cheek. 

The exquisite freshness of Isabel! When he had been a little boy, it was 
his delight to run into the garden after a shower of rain and shake the rose- 
bush over him. Isabel was that rose-bush, petal-soft, sparkling and cool. 
And he was still that little boy. But there was no running into the garden 
now, no laughing and shaking. The dull, persistent gnawing in his breast 
started again. He drew up his legs, tossed the papers aside, and shut his 
eyes. 

“What is it, Isabel? What is it?” he said tenderly. They were in their 
bedroom in the new house. Isabel sat on a painted stool before the dressing- 
table that was strewn with little black and green boxes. 

“What is what, William?” And she bent forward, and her fine light hair 
fell over her cheeks. 

“Ah, you know!” He stood in the middle of the room and he felt a 
stranger. At that Isabel wheeled round quickly and faced him. 

“Oh, William!” she cried imploringly, and she held up the hair-brush: 
“Please! Please don’t be so dreadfully stuffy and — tragic. You’re always 
saying or looking or hinting that I’ve changed. Just because I’ve got to 
know really congenial people, and go about more, and am frightfully keen 
on — on everything, you behave as though I’d—” Isabel tossed back her 
hair and laughed— “killed our love or something. It’s so awfully absurd” — 
she bit her lip— “and it’s so maddening, William. Even this new house and 
the servants you grudge me.” 

“Tsabel!” 

“Yes, yes, it’s true in a way,” said Isabel quickly. “You think they are 
another bad sign. Oh, I know you do. I feel it,” she said softly, “every time 
you come up the stairs. But we couldn’t have gone on living in that other 
poky little hole, William. Be practical, at least! Why, there wasn’t enough 
room for the babies even.” 

No, it was true. Every morning when he came back from chambers it was 
to find the babies with Isabel in the back drawing-room. They were having 
rides on the leopard skin thrown over the sofa back, or they were playing 
shops with Isabel’s desk for a counter, or Pad was sitting on the hearthrug 
rowing away for dear life with a little brass fire shovel, while Johnny shot at 
pirates with the tongs. Every evening they each had a pick-a-back up the 
narrow stairs to their fat old Nanny. 
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Yes, he supposed it was a poky little house. A little white house with blue 
curtains and a window-box of petunias. William met their friends at the 
door with “Seen our petunias? Pretty terrific for London, don’t you think?” 

But the imbecile thing, the absolutely extraordinary thing was that he 
hadn’t the slightest idea that Isabel wasn’t as happy as he. God, what 
blindness! He hadn’t the remotest notion in those days that she really hated 
that inconvenient little house, that she thought the fat Nanny was ruining 
the babies, that she was desperately lonely, pining for new people and new 
music and pictures and so on. If they hadn’t gone to that studio party at 
Moira Morrison’s — if Moira Morrison hadn’t said as they were leaving, 
“I’m going to rescue your wife, selfish man. She’s like an exquisite little 
Titania” — if Isabel hadn’t gone with Moira to Paris — if — if... 

The train stopped at another station. Bettingford. Good heavens! They’d 
be there in ten minutes. William stuffed that papers back into his pockets; 
the young man opposite had long since disappeared. Now the other two got 
out. The late afternoon sun shone on women in cotton frocks and little 
sunburnt, barefoot children. It blazed on a silky yellow flower with coarse 
leaves which sprawled over a bank of rock. The air ruffling through the 
window smelled of the sea. Had Isabel the same crowd with her this week- 
end, wondered William? 

And he remembered the holidays they used to have, the four of them, 
with a little farm girl, Rose, to look after the babies. Isabel wore a jersey 
and her hair in a plait; she looked about fourteen. Lord! how his nose used 
to peel! And the amount they ate, and the amount they slept in that immense 
feather bed with their feet locked together... William couldn’t help a grim 
smile as he thought of Isabel’s horror if she knew the full extent of his 
sentimentality. 


“Hillo, William!” She was at the station after all, standing just as he had 
imagined, apart from the others, and — William’s heart leapt — she was 
alone. 

“Hallo, Isabel!” William stared. He thought she looked so beautiful that 
he had to say something, “You look very cool.” 

“Do I?” said Isabel. “I don’t feel very cool. Come along, your horrid old 
train is late. The taxi’s outside.” She put her hand lightly on his arm as they 
passed the ticket collector. “We’ve all come to meet you,” she said. “But 
we’ ve left Bobby Kane at the sweet shop, to be called for.” 


“Oh!” said William. It was all he could say for the moment. 

There in the glare waited the taxi, with Bill Hunt and Dennis Green 
sprawling on one side, their hats tilted over their faces, while on the other, 
Moira Morrison, in a bonnet like a huge strawberry, jumped up and down. 

“No ice! No ice! No ice!” she shouted gaily. 

And Dennis chimed in from under his hat. “Only to be had from the 
fishmonger’s.” 

And Bill Hunt, emerging, added, “With whole fish in it.” 

“Oh, what a bore!” wailed Isabel. And she explained to William how they 
had been chasing round the town for ice while she waited for him. “Simply 
everything is running down the steep cliffs into the sea, beginning with the 
butter.” 

“We shall have to anoint ourselves with butter,” said Dennis. “May thy 
head, William, lack not ointment.” 

“Look here,” said William, “how are we going to sit? I'd better get up by 
the driver.” 

“No, Bobby Kane’s by the driver,” said Isabel. “You’re to sit between 
Moira and me.” The taxi started. “What have you got in those mysterious 
parcels?” 

“De-cap-it-ated heads!” said Bill Hunt, shuddering beneath his hat. 

“Oh, fruit!’ Isabel sounded very pleased. “Wise William! A melon and a 
pineapple. How too nice!” 

“No, wait a bit,” said William, smiling. But he really was anxious. “I 
brought them down for the kiddies.” 

“Oh, my dear!” Isabel laughed, and slipped her hand through his arm. 
“They'd be rolling in agonies if they were to eat them. No” — she patted 
his hand— “you must bring them something next time. I refuse to part with 
my pineapple.” 

“Cruel Isabel! Do let me smell it!” said Moira. She flung her arms across 
William appealingly. “Oh!” The strawberry bonnet fell forward: she 
sounded quite faint. 

“A Lady in Love with a Pineapple,” said Dennis, as the taxi drew up 
before a little shop with a striped blind. Out came Bobby Kane, his arms 
full of little packets. 

“I do hope theyll be good. I’ve chosen them because of the colours. 
There are some round things which really look too divine. And just look at 
this nougat,” he cried ecstatically, “just look at it! It’s a perfect little ballet.” 


But at that moment the shopman appeared. “Oh, I forgot. They’re none of 
them paid for,” said Bobby, looking frightened. Isabel gave the shopman a 
note, and Bobby was radiant again. “Hallo, William! I’m sitting by the 
driver.” And bareheaded, all in white, with his sleeves rolled up to the 
shoulders, he leapt into his place. “Avanti!” he cried... 

After tea the others went off to bathe, while William stayed and made his 
peace with the kiddies. But Johnny and Paddy were asleep, the rose-red 
glow had paled, bats were flying, and still the bathers had not returned. As 
William wandered downstairs, the maid crossed the hall carrying a lamp. 
He followed her into the sitting-room. It was a long room, coloured yellow. 
On the wall opposite William some one had painted a young man, over life- 
size, with very wobbly legs, offering a wide-eyed daisy to a young woman 
who had one very short arm and one very long, thin one. Over the chairs 
and sofa there hung strips of black material, covered with big splashes like 
broken eggs, and everywhere one looked there seemed to be an ash-tray full 
of cigarette ends. William sat down in one of the arm-chairs. Nowadays, 
when one felt with one hand down the sides, it wasn’t to come upon a sheep 
with three legs or a cow that had lost one horn, or a very fat dove out of the 
Noah’s Ark. One fished up yet another little paper-covered book of 
smudged-looking poems... He thought of the wad of papers in his pocket, 
but he was too hungry and tired to read. The door was open; sounds came 
from the kitchen. The servants were talking as if they were alone in the 
house. Suddenly there came a loud screech of laughter and an equally loud 
“Sh!” They had remembered him. William got up and went through the 
French windows into the garden, and as he stood there in the shadow he 
heard the bathers coming up the sandy road; their voices rang through the 
quiet. 

“T think its up to Moira to use her little arts and wiles.” 

A tragic moan from Moira. 

“We ought to have a gramophone for the weekends that played ‘The 
Maid of the Mountains.’” 

“Oh no! Oh no!” cried Isabel’s voice. “That’s not fair to William. Be nice 
to him, my children! He’s only staying until to-morrow evening.” 

“Leave him to me,” cried Bobby Kane. “I’m awfully good at looking 
after people.” 

The gate swung open and shut. William moved on the terrace; they had 
seen him. “Hallo, William!” And Bobby Kane, flapping his towel, began to 


leap and pirouette on the parched lawn. “Pity you didn’t come, William. 
The water was divine. And we all went to a little pub afterwards and had 
sloe gin.” 

The others had reached the house. “I say, Isabel,” called Bobby, “would 
you like me to wear my Niyinsky dress to-night?” 

“No,” said Isabel, “nobody’s going to dress. We’re all starving. William’s 
starving, too. Come along, mes amis, let’s begin with sardines.” 

“I’ve found the sardines,” said Moira, and she ran into the hall, holding a 
box high in the air. 

“A Lady with a Box of Sardines,” said Dennis gravely. 

“Well, William, and how’s London?” asked Bill Hunt, drawing the cork 
out of a bottle of whisky. 

“Oh, London’s not much changed,” answered William. 

“Good old London,” said Bobby, very hearty, spearing a sardine. 

But a moment later William was forgotten. Moira Morrison began 
wondering what colour one’s legs really were under water. 

“Mine are the palest, palest mushroom colour.” 

Bill and Dennis ate enormously. And Isabel filled glasses, and changed 
plates, and found matches, smiling blissfully. At one moment, she said, “I 
do wish, Bill, you’d paint it.” 

“Paint what?” said Bill loudly, stuffing his mouth with bread. 

“Us,” said Isabel, “round the table. It would be so fascinating in twenty 
years’ time.” 

Bill screwed up his eyes and chewed. “Light’s wrong,” he said rudely, 
“far too much yellow”; and went on eating. And that seemed to charm 
Isabel, too. 

But after supper they were all so tired they could do nothing but yawn 
until it was late enough to go to bed... 

It was not until William was waiting for his taxi the next afternoon that 
he found himself alone with Isabel. When he brought his suit-case down 
into the hall, Isabel left the others and went over to him. She stooped down 
and picked up the suit-case. “What a weight!” she said, and she gave a little 
awkward laugh. “Let me carry it! To the gate.” 

“No, why should you?” said William. “Of course, not. Give it to me.” 

“Oh, please, do let me,” said Isabel. “I want to, really.” They walked 
together silently. William felt there was nothing to say now. 


“There,” said Isabel triumphantly, setting the suit-case down, and she 
looked anxiously along the sandy road. “I hardly seem to have seen you this 
time,” she said breathlessly. “It’s so short, isn’t it? I feel you’ve only just 
come. Next time—” The taxi came into sight. “I hope they look after you 
properly in London. I’m so sorry the babies have been out all day, but Miss 
Neil had arranged it. They’II hate missing you. Poor William, going back to 
London.” The taxi turned. “Good-bye!” She gave him a little hurried kiss; 
she was gone. 

Fields, trees, hedges streamed by. They shook through the empty, blind- 
looking little town, ground up the steep pull to the station. 

The train was in. William made straight for a first-class smoker, flung 
back into the corner, but this time he let the papers alone. He folded his 
arms against the dull, persistent gnawing, and began in his mind to write a 
letter to Isabel. 


The post was late as usual. They sat outside the house in long chairs under 
coloured parasols. Only Bobby Kane lay on the turf at Isabel’s feet. It was 
dull, stifling; the day drooped like a flag. 

“Do you think there will be Mondays in Heaven?” asked Bobby 
childishly. 

And Dennis murmured, “Heaven will be one long Monday.” 

But Isabel couldn’t help wondering what had happened to the salmon 
they had for supper last night. She had meant to have fish mayonnaise for 
lunch and now... 

Moira was asleep. Sleeping was her latest discovery. “It’s so wonderful. 
One simply shuts one’s eyes, that’s all. It’s so delicious.” 

When the old ruddy postman came beating along the sandy road on his 
tricycle one felt the handle-bars ought to have been oars. 

Bill Hunt put down his book. “Letters,” he said complacently, and they 
all waited. But, heartless postman — O malignant world! There was only 
one, a fat one for Isabel. Not even a paper. 

“And mine’s only from William,” said Isabel mournfully. 

“From William — already?” 

“He’s sending you back your marriage lines as a gentle reminder.” 

“Does everybody have marriage lines? I thought they were only for 
servants.” 

“Pages and pages! Look at her! A Lady reading a Letter,” said Dennis. 


“My darling, precious Isabel.” Pages and pages there were. As Isabel 
read on her feeling of astonishment changed to a stifled feeling. What on 
earth had induced William... ? How extraordinary it was... What could have 
made him... ? She felt confused, more and more excited, even frightened. It 
was just like William. Was it? It was absurd, of course, it must be absurd, 
ridiculous. “Ha, ha, ha! Oh dear!” What was she to do? Isabel flung back in 
her chair and laughed till she couldn’t stop laughing. 

“Do, do tell us,” said the others. ““You must tell us.” 

“Tm longing to,” gurgled Isabel. She sat up, gathered the letter, and 
waved it at them. “Gather round,” she said. “Listen, it’s too marvellous. A 
love-letter!” 

“A love-letter! But how divine!” “Darling, precious Isabel.” But she had 
hardly begun before their laughter interrupted her. 

“Go on, Isabel, it’s perfect.” 

“Tt’s the most marvellous find.” 

“Oh, do go on, Isabel!” 

“God forbid, my darling, that I should be a drag on your happiness.” 

“Oh! oh! oh!” 

“Sh! sh! sh!” 

And Isabel went on. When she reached the end they were hysterical: 
Bobby rolled on the turf and almost sobbed. 

“You must let me have it just as it is, entire, for my new book,” said 
Dennis firmly. “I shall give it a whole chapter.” 

“Oh, Isabel,” moaned Moira, “that wonderful bit about holding you in his 
arms!” 

“T always thought those letters in divorce cases were made up. But they 
pale before this.” 

“Let me hold it. Let me read it, mine own self,” said Bobby Kane. 

But, to their surprise, Isabel crushed the letter in her hand. She was 
laughing no longer. She glanced quickly at them all; she looked exhausted. 
“No, not just now. Not just now,” she stammered. 

And before they could recover she had run into the house, through the 
hall, up the stairs into her bedroom. Down she sat on the side of the bed. 
“How vile, odious, abominable, vulgar,” muttered Isabel. She pressed her 
eyes with her knuckles and rocked to and fro. And again she saw them, but 
not four, more like forty, laughing, sneering, jeering, stretching out their 
hands while she read them William’s letter. Oh, what a loathsome thing to 


have done. How could she have done it! “God forbid, my darling, that I 
should be a drag on your happiness.” William! Isabel pressed her face into 
the pillow. But she felt that even the grave bedroom knew her for what she 
was, Shallow, tinkling, vain... 

Presently from the garden below there came voices. 

“Isabel, we’re all going for a bathe. Do come!” 

“Come, thou wife of William!” 

“Call her once before you go, call once yet!” 

Isabel sat up. Now was the moment, now she must decide. Would she go 
with them, or stay here and write to William. Which, which should it be? “TI 
must make up my mind.” Oh, but how could there be any question? Of 
course she would stay here and write. 

“Titania!” piped Moira. 

“Tsa-bel?” 

No, it was too difficult. “ll — Ill go with them, and write to William 
later. Some other time. Later. Not now. But I shall certainly write,” thought 
Isabel hurriedly. 

And, laughing, in the new way, she ran down the stairs. 


THE VOYAGE. 


The Picton boat was due to leave at half-past eleven. It was a beautiful 
night, mild, starry, only when they got out of the cab and started to walk 
down the Old Wharf that jutted out into the harbour, a faint wind blowing 
off the water ruffled under Fenella’s hat, and she put up her hand to keep it 
on. It was dark on the Old Wharf, very dark; the wool sheds, the cattle 
trucks, the cranes standing up so high, the little squat railway engine, all 
seemed carved out of solid darkness. Here and there on a rounded wood- 
pile, that was like the stalk of a huge black mushroom, there hung a lantern, 
but it seemed afraid to unfurl its timid, quivering light in all that blackness; 
it burned softly, as if for itself. 

Fenella’s father pushed on with quick, nervous strides. Beside him her 
grandma bustled along in her crackling black ulster; they went so fast that 
she had now and again to give an undignified little skip to keep up with 
them. As well as her luggage strapped into a neat sausage, Fenella carried 
clasped to her her grandma’s umbrella, and the handle, which was a swan’s 
head, kept giving her shoulder a sharp little peck as if it too wanted her to 
hurry... Men, their caps pulled down, their collars turned up, swung by; a 
few women all muffled scurried along; and one tiny boy, only his little 
black arms and legs showing out of a white woolly shawl, was jerked along 
angrily between his father and mother; he looked like a baby fly that had 
fallen into the cream. 

Then suddenly, so suddenly that Fenella and her grandma both leapt, 
there sounded from behind the largest wool shed, that had a trail of smoke 
hanging over it, “Mia-00-00-O-O!” 

“First whistle,” said her father briefly, and at that moment they came in 
sight of the Picton boat. Lying beside the dark wharf, all strung, all beaded 
with round golden lights, the Picton boat looked as if she was more ready to 
sail among stars than out into the cold sea. People pressed along the 
gangway. First went her grandma, then her father, then Fenella. There was a 
high step down on to the deck, and an old sailor in a jersey standing by gave 
her his dry, hard hand. They were there; they stepped out of the way of the 
hurrying people, and standing under a little iron stairway that led to the 
upper deck they began to say good-bye. 


“There, mother, there’s your luggage!” said Fenella’s father, giving 
grandma another strapped-up sausage. 

“Thank you, Frank.” 

“And you’ve got your cabin tickets safe?” 

“Yes, dear.” 

“And your other tickets?” 

Grandma felt for them inside her glove and showed him the tips. 

“That’s right.” 

He sounded stern, but Fenella, eagerly watching him, saw that he looked 
tired and sad. “Mia-00-00-O-O!” The second whistle blared just above their 
heads, and a voice like a cry shouted, “Any more for the gangway?” 

“You'll give my love to father,” Fenella saw her father’s lips say. And her 
grandma, very agitated, answered, “Of course I will, dear. Go now. You’ll 
be left. Go now, Frank. Go now.” 

“It’s all right, mother. ’'ve got another three minutes.” To her surprise 
Fenella saw her father take off his hat. He clasped grandma in his arms and 
pressed her to him. “God bless you, mother!” she heard him say. 

And grandma put her hand, with the black thread glove that was worn 
through on her ring finger, against his cheek, and she sobbed, “God bless 
you, my own brave son!” 

This was so awful that Fenella quickly turned her back on them, 
swallowed once, twice, and frowned terribly at a little green star on a mast 
head. But she had to turn round again; her father was going. 

“Good-bye, Fenella. Be a good girl.” His cold, wet moustache brushed 
her cheek. But Fenella caught hold of the lapels of his coat. 

“How long am I going to stay?” she whispered anxiously. He wouldn’t 
look at her. He shook her off gently, and gently said, ““We’ll see about that. 
Here! Where’s your hand?” He pressed something into her palm. “Here’s a 
shilling in case you should need it.” 

A shilling! She must be going away for ever! “Father!” cried Fenella. But 
he was gone. He was the last off the ship. The sailors put their shoulders to 
the gangway. A huge coil of dark rope went flying through the air and fell 
“thump” on the wharf. A bell rang; a whistle shrilled. Silently the dark 
wharf began to slip, to slide, to edge away from them. Now there was a rush 
of water between. Fenella strained to see with all her might. “Was that 
father turning round?” — or waving? — or standing alone? — or walking 
off by himself? The strip of water grew broader, darker. Now the Picton 


boat began to swing round steady, pointing out to sea. It was no good 
looking any longer. There was nothing to be seen but a few lights, the face 
of the town clock hanging in the air, and more lights, little patches of them, 
on the dark hills. 

The freshening wind tugged at Fenella’s skirts; she went back to her 
grandma. To her relief grandma seemed no longer sad. She had put the two 
sausages of luggage one on top of the other, and she was sitting on them, 
her hands folded, her head a little on one side. There was an intent, bright 
look on her face. Then Fenella saw that her lips were moving and guessed 
that she was praying. But the old woman gave her a bright nod as if to say 
the prayer was nearly over. She unclasped her hands, sighed, clasped them 
again, bent forward, and at last gave herself a soft shake. 

“And now, child,” she said, fingering the bow of her bonnet-strings, “I 
think we ought to see about our cabins. Keep close to me, and mind you 
don’t slip.” 

“Yes, grandma!” 

“And be careful the umbrellas aren’t caught in the stair rail. I saw a 
beautiful umbrella broken in half like that on my way over.” 

“Yes, grandma.” 

Dark figures of men lounged against the rails. In the glow of their pipes a 
nose shone out, or the peak of a cap, or a pair of surprised-looking 
eyebrows. Fenella glanced up. High in the air, a little figure, his hands 
thrust in his short jacket pockets, stood staring out to sea. The ship rocked 
ever so little, and she thought the stars rocked too. And now a pale steward 
in a linen coat, holding a tray high in the palm of his hand, stepped out of a 
lighted doorway and skimmed past them. They went through that doorway. 
Carefully over the high brass-bound step on to the rubber mat and then 
down such a terribly steep flight of stairs that grandma had to put both feet 
on each step, and Fenella clutched the clammy brass rail and forgot all 
about the swan-necked umbrella. 

At the bottom grandma stopped; Fenella was rather afraid she was going 
to pray again. But no, it was only to get out the cabin tickets. They were in 
the saloon. It was glaring bright and stifling; the air smelled of paint and 
burnt chop-bones and indiarubber. Fenella wished her grandma would go 
on, but the old woman was not to be hurried. An immense basket of ham 
sandwiches caught her eye. She went up to them and touched the top one 
delicately with her finger. 


“How much are the sandwiches?” she asked. 

“Tuppence!” bawled a rude steward, slamming down a knife and fork. 

Grandma could hardly believe it. 

“Twopence each?” she asked. 

“That’s right,” said the steward, and he winked at his companion. 

Grandma made a small, astonished face. Then she whispered primly to 
Fenella. “What wickedness!” And they sailed out at the further door and 
along a passage that had cabins on either side. Such a very nice stewardess 
came to meet them. She was dressed all in blue, and her collar and cuffs 
were fastened with large brass buttons. She seemed to know grandma well. 

“Well, Mrs. Crane,” said she, unlocking their washstand. “We’ve got you 
back again. It’s not often you give yourself a cabin.” 

“No,” said grandma. “But this time my dear son’s thoughtfulness—” 

“T hope—” began the stewardess. Then she turned round and took a long, 
mournful look at grandma’s blackness and at Fenella’s black coat and skirt, 
black blouse, and hat with a crape rose. 

Grandma nodded. “It was God’s will,” said she. 

The stewardess shut her lips and, taking a deep breath, she seemed to 
expand. 

“What I always say is,” she said, as though it was her own discovery, 
“sooner or later each of us has to go, and that’s a certingty.” She paused. 
“Now, can I bring you anything, Mrs Crane? A cup of tea? I know it’s no 
good offering you a little something to keep the cold out.” 

Grandma shook her head. “Nothing, thank you. We’ve got a few wine 
biscuits, and Fenella has a very nice banana.” 

“Then Ill give you a look later on,” said the stewardess, and she went 
out, shutting the door. 

What a very small cabin it was! It was like being shut up in a box with 
grandma. The dark round eye above the washstand gleamed at them dully. 
Fenella felt shy. She stood against the door, still clasping her luggage and 
the umbrella. Were they going to get undressed in here? Already her 
grandma had taken off her bonnet, and, rolling up the strings, she fixed each 
with a pin to the lining before she hung the bonnet up. Her white hair shone 
like silk; the little bun at the back was covered with a black net. Fenella 
hardly ever saw her grandma with her head uncovered; she looked strange. 

“T shall put on the woollen fascinator your dear mother crocheted for 
me,” said grandma, and, unstrapping the sausage, she took it out and wound 


it round her head; the fringe of grey bobbles danced at her eyebrows as she 
smiled tenderly and mournfully at Fenella. Then she undid her bodice, and 
something under that, and something else underneath that. Then there 
seemed a short, sharp tussle, and grandma flushed faintly. Snip! Snap! She 
had undone her stays. She breathed a sigh of relief, and sitting on the plush 
couch, she slowly and carefully pulled off her elastic-sided boots and stood 
them side by side. 

By the time Fenella had taken off her coat and skirt and put on her flannel 
dressing-gown grandma was quite ready. 

“Must I take off my boots, grandma? They’re lace.” 

Grandma gave them a moment’s deep consideration. “You’d feel a great 
deal more comfortable if you did, child,” said she. She kissed Fenella. 
“Don’t forget to say your prayers. Our dear Lord is with us when we are at 
sea even more than when we are on dry land. And because I am an 
experienced traveller,” said grandma briskly, “I shall take the upper berth.” 

“But, grandma, however will you get up there?” 

Three little spider-like steps were all Fenella saw. The old woman gave a 
small silent laugh before she mounted them nimbly, and she peered over the 
high bunk at the astonished Fenella. 

“You didn’t think your grandma could do that, did you?” said she. And as 
she sank back Fenella heard her light laugh again. 

The hard square of brown soap would not lather, and the water in the 
bottle was like a kind of blue jelly. How hard it was, too, to turn down those 
stiff sheets; you simply had to tear your way in. If everything had been 
different, Fenella might have got the giggles... At last she was inside, and 
while she lay there panting, there sounded from above a long, soft 
whispering, as though some one was gently, gently rustling among tissue 
paper to find something. It was grandma saying her prayers... 

A long time passed. Then the stewardess came in; she trod softly and 
leaned her hand on grandma’s bunk. 

“We’re just entering the Straits,” she said. 

“Oh!” 

“Tt’s a fine night, but we’re rather empty. We may pitch a little.” 

And indeed at that moment the Picton Boat rose and rose and hung in the 
air just long enough to give a shiver before she swung down again, and 
there was the sound of heavy water slapping against her sides. Fenella 
remembered she had left the swan-necked umbrella standing up on the little 


couch. If it fell over, would it break? But grandma remembered too, at the 
same time. 

“I wonder if you’d mind, stewardess, laying down my umbrella,” she 
whispered. 

“Not at all, Mrs. Crane.” And the stewardess, coming back to grandma, 
breathed, “Your little granddaughter’s in such a beautiful sleep.” 

“God be praised for that!” said grandma. 

“Poor little motherless mite!” said the stewardess. And grandma was still 
telling the stewardess all about what happened when Fenella fell asleep. 

But she hadn’t been asleep long enough to dream before she woke up 
again to see something waving in the air above her head. What was it? 
What could it be? It was a small grey foot. Now another joined it. They 
seemed to be feeling about for something; there came a sigh. 

“I’m awake, grandma,” said Fenella. 

“Oh, dear, am I near the ladder?” asked grandma. “I thought it was this 
end.” 

“No, grandma, it’s the other. I’ll put your foot on it. Are we there?” asked 
Fenella. 

“In the harbour,” said grandma. “We must get up, child. You’d better 
have a biscuit to steady yourself before you move.” 

But Fenella had hopped out of her bunk. The lamp was still burning, but 
night was over, and it was cold. Peering through that round eye she could 
see far off some rocks. Now they were scattered over with foam; now a gull 
flipped by; and now there came a long piece of real land. 

“It’s land, grandma,” said Fenella, wonderingly, as though they had been 
at sea for weeks together. She hugged herself; she stood on one leg and 
rubbed it with the toes of the other foot; she was trembling. Oh, it had all 
been so sad lately. Was it going to change? But all her grandma said was, 
“Make haste, child. I should leave your nice banana for the stewardess as 
you haven’t eaten it.” And Fenella put on her black clothes again and a 
button sprang off one of her gloves and rolled to where she couldn’t reach 
it. They went up on deck. 

But if it had been cold in the cabin, on deck it was like ice. The sun was 
not up yet, but the stars were dim, and the cold pale sky was the same 
colour as the cold pale sea. On the land a white mist rose and fell. Now they 
could see quite plainly dark bush. Even the shapes of the umbrella ferns 
showed, and those strange silvery withered trees that are like skeletons... 


Now they could see the landing-stage and some little houses, pale too, 
clustered together, like shells on the lid of a box. The other passengers 
tramped up and down, but more slowly than they had the night before, and 
they looked gloomy. 

And now the landing-stage came out to meet them. Slowly it swam 
towards the Picton boat, and a man holding a coil of rope, and a cart with a 
small drooping horse and another man sitting on the step, came too. 

“It’s Mr. Penreddy, Fenella, come for us,” said grandma. She sounded 
pleased. Her white waxen cheeks were blue with cold, her chin trembled, 
and she had to keep wiping her eyes and her little pink nose. 

“You've got my—” 

“Yes, grandma.” Fenella showed it to her. 

The rope came flying through the air, and “smack” it fell on to the deck. 
The gangway was lowered. Again Fenella followed her grandma on to the 
wharf over to the little cart, and a moment later they were bowling away. 
The hooves of the little horse drummed over the wooden piles, then sank 
softly into the sandy road. Not a soul was to be seen; there was not even a 
feather of smoke. The mist rose and fell and the sea still sounded asleep as 
slowly it turned on the beach. 

“T seen Mr. Crane yestiddy,” said Mr. Penreddy. “He looked himself then. 
Missus knocked him up a batch of scones last week.” 

And now the little horse pulled up before one of the shell-like houses. 
They got down. Fenella put her hand on the gate, and the big, trembling 
dew-drops soaked through her glove-tips. Up a little path of round white 
pebbles they went, with drenched sleeping flowers on either side. 
Grandma’s delicate white picotees were so heavy with dew that they were 
fallen, but their sweet smell was part of the cold morning. The blinds were 
down in the little house; they mounted the steps on to the veranda. A pair of 
old bluchers was on one side of the door, and a large red watering-can on 
the other. 

“Tut! tut! Your grandpa,” said grandma. She turned the handle. Not a 
sound. She called, “Walter!” And immediately a deep voice that sounded 
half stifled called back, “Is that you, Mary?” 

“Wait, dear,” said grandma. “Go in there.” She pushed Fenella gently into 
a small dusky sitting-room. 

On the table a white cat, that had been folded up like a camel, rose, 
stretched itself, yawned, and then sprang on to the tips of its toes. Fenella 


buried one cold little hand in the white, warm fur, and smiled timidly while 
she stroked and listened to grandma’s gentle voice and the rolling tones of 
grandpa. 

A door creaked. “Come in, dear.” The old woman beckoned, Fenella 
followed. There, lying to one side on an immense bed, lay grandpa. Just his 
head with a white tuft and his rosy face and long silver beard showed over 
the quilt. He was like a very old wide-awake bird. 

“Well, my girl!” said grandpa. “Give us a kiss!” Fenella kissed him. 
“Ugh!” said grandpa. “Her little nose is as cold as a button. What’s that 
she’s holding? Her grandma’s umbrella?” 

Fenella smiled again, and crooked the swan neck over the bed-rail. 
Above the bed there was a big text in a deep black frame: — 

“Lost! One Golden Hour 

Set with Sixty Diamond Minutes. 
No Reward Is Offered 

For It Is Gone For Ever!” 

“Yer grandma painted that,” said grandpa. And he ruffled his white tuft 
and looked at Fenella so merrily she almost thought he winked at her. 


MISS BRILL. 


Although it was so brilliantly fine — the blue sky powdered with gold and 
great spots of light like white wine splashed over the Jardins Publiques — 
Miss Brill was glad that she had decided on her fur. The air was motionless, 
but when you opened your mouth there was just a faint chill, like a chill 
from a glass of iced water before you sip, and now and again a leaf came 
drifting — from nowhere, from the sky. Miss Brill put up her hand and 
touched her fur. Dear little thing! It was nice to feel it again. She had taken 
it out of its box that afternoon, shaken out the moth-powder, given it a good 
brush, and rubbed the life back into the dim little eyes. “What has been 
happening to me?” said the sad little eyes. Oh, how sweet it was to see them 
snap at her again from the red eiderdown!... But the nose, which was of 
some black composition, wasn’t at all firm. It must have had a knock, 
somehow. Never mind — a little dab of black sealing-wax when the time 
came — when it was absolutely necessary... Little rogue! Yes, she really felt 
like that about it. Little rogue biting its tail just by her left ear. She could 
have taken it off and laid it on her lap and stroked it. She felt a tingling in 
her hands and arms, but that came from walking, she supposed. And when 
she breathed, something light and sad — no, not sad, exactly — something 
gentle seemed to move in her bosom. 

There were a number of people out this afternoon, far more than last 
Sunday. And the band sounded louder and gayer. That was because the 
Season had begun. For although the band played all the year round on 
Sundays, out of season it was never the same. It was like some one playing 
with only the family to listen; it didn’t care how it played if there weren’t 
any strangers present. Wasn’t the conductor wearing a new coat, too? She 
was sure it was new. He scraped with his foot and flapped his arms like a 
rooster about to crow, and the bandsmen sitting in the green rotunda blew 
out their cheeks and glared at the music. Now there came a little “flutey” bit 
— very pretty! — a little chain of bright drops. She was sure it would be 
repeated. It was; she lifted her head and smiled. 

Only two people shared her “special” seat: a fine old man in a velvet 
coat, his hands clasped over a huge carved walking-stick, and a big old 
woman, sitting upright, with a roll of knitting on her embroidered apron. 


They did not speak. This was disappointing, for Miss Brill always looked 
forward to the conversation. She had become really quite expert, she 
thought, at listening as though she didn’t listen, at sitting in other people’s 
lives just for a minute while they talked round her. 

She glanced, sideways, at the old couple. Perhaps they would go soon. 
Last Sunday, too, hadn’t been as interesting as usual. An Englishman and 
his wife, he wearing a dreadful Panama hat and she button boots. And she’d 
gone on the whole time about how she ought to wear spectacles; she knew 
she needed them; but that it was no good getting any; they’d be sure to 
break and they’d never keep on. And he’d been so patient. He’d suggested 
everything — gold rims, the kind that curved round your ears, little pads 
inside the bridge. No, nothing would please her. ““They’Il always be sliding 
down my nose!” Miss Brill had wanted to shake her. 

The old people sat on the bench, still as statues. Never mind, there was 
always the crowd to watch. To and fro, in front of the flower-beds and the 
band rotunda, the couples and groups paraded, stopped to talk, to greet, to 
buy a handful of flowers from the old beggar who had his tray fixed to the 
railings. Little children ran among them, swooping and laughing; little boys 
with big white silk bows under their chins, little girls, little French dolls, 
dressed up in velvet and lace. And sometimes a tiny staggerer came 
suddenly rocking into the open from under the trees, stopped, stared, as 
suddenly sat down “flop,” until its small high-stepping mother, like a young 
hen, rushed scolding to its rescue. Other people sat on the benches and 
green chairs, but they were nearly always the same, Sunday after Sunday, 
and — Miss Brill had often noticed — there was something funny about 
nearly all of them. They were odd, silent, nearly all old, and from the way 
they stared they looked as though they’d just come from dark little rooms or 
even — even cupboards! 

Behind the rotunda the slender trees with yellow leaves down drooping, 
and through them just a line of sea, and beyond the blue sky with gold- 
veined clouds. 

Tum-tum-tum tiddle-um! tiddle-um! tum tiddley-um tum ta! blew the 
band. 

Two young girls in red came by and two young soldiers in blue met them, 
and they laughed and paired and went off arm-in-arm. Two peasant women 
with funny straw hats passed, gravely, leading beautiful smoke-coloured 
donkeys. A cold, pale nun hurried by. A beautiful woman came along and 


dropped her bunch of violets, and a little boy ran after to hand them to her, 
and she took them and threw them away as if they’d been poisoned. Dear 
me! Miss Brill didn’t know whether to admire that or not! And now an 
ermine toque and a gentleman in grey met just in front of her. He was tall, 
stiff, dignified, and she was wearing the ermine toque she’d bought when 
her hair was yellow. Now everything, her hair, her face, even her eyes, was 
the same colour as the shabby ermine, and her hand, in its cleaned glove, 
lifted to dab her lips, was a tiny yellowish paw. Oh, she was so pleased to 
see him — delighted! She rather thought they were going to meet that 
afternoon. She described where she’d been — everywhere, here, there, 
along by the sea. The day was so charming — didn’t he agree? And 
wouldn’t he, perhaps?... But he shook his head, lighted a cigarette, slowly 
breathed a great deep puff into her face, and even while she was still talking 
and laughing, flicked the match away and walked on. The ermine toque was 
alone; she smiled more brightly than ever. But even the band seemed to 
know what she was feeling and played more softly, played tenderly, and the 
drum beat, “The Brute! The Brute!” over and over. What would she do? 
What was going to happen now? But as Miss Brill wondered, the ermine 
toque turned, raised her hand as though she’d seen some one else, much 
nicer, just over there, and pattered away. And the band changed again and 
played more quickly, more gayly than ever, and the old couple on Miss 
Brill’s seat got up and marched away, and such a funny old man with long 
whiskers hobbled along in time to the music and was nearly knocked over 
by four girls walking abreast. 

Oh, how fascinating it was! How she enjoyed it! How she loved sitting 
here, watching it all! It was like a play. It was exactly like a play. Who 
could believe the sky at the back wasn’t painted? But it wasn’t till a little 
brown dog trotted on solemn and then slowly trotted off, like a little 
“theatre” dog, a little dog that had been drugged, that Miss Brill discovered 
what it was that made it so exciting. They were all on the stage. They 
weren’t only the audience, not only looking on; they were acting. Even she 
had a part and came every Sunday. No doubt somebody would have noticed 
if she hadn’t been there; she was part of the performance after all. How 
strange she’d never thought of it like that before! And yet it explained why 
she made such a point of starting from home at just the same time each 
week — so as not to be late for the performance — and it also explained 
why she had quite a queer, shy feeling at telling her English pupils how she 


spent her Sunday afternoons. No wonder! Miss Brill nearly laughed out 
loud. She was on the stage. She thought of the old invalid gentleman to 
whom she read the newspaper four afternoons a week while he slept in the 
garden. She had got quite used to the frail head on the cotton pillow, the 
hollowed eyes, the open mouth and the high pinched nose. If he’d been 
dead she mightn’t have noticed for weeks; she wouldn’t have minded. But 
suddenly he knew he was having the paper read to him by an actress! “An 
actress!” The old head lifted; two points of light quivered in the old eyes. 
“An actress — are ye?” And Miss Brill smoothed the newspaper as though 
it were the manuscript of her part and said gently; “Yes, I have been an 
actress for a long time.” 

The band had been having a rest. Now they started again. And what they 
played was warm, sunny, yet there was just a faint chill — a something, 
what was it? — not sadness — no, not sadness — a something that made 
you want to sing. The tune lifted, lifted, the light shone; and it seemed to 
Miss Brill that in another moment all of them, all the whole company, 
would begin singing. The young ones, the laughing ones who were moving 
together, they would begin, and the men’s voices, very resolute and brave, 
would join them. And then she too, she too, and the others on the benches 
— they would come in with a kind of accompaniment — something low, 
that scarcely rose or fell, something so beautiful — moving... And Miss 
Brill’s eyes filled with tears and she looked smiling at all the other members 
of the company. Yes, we understand, we understand, she thought — though 
what they understood she didn’t know. 

Just at that moment a boy and girl came and sat down where the old 
couple had been. They were beautifully dressed; they were in love. The 
hero and heroine, of course, just arrived from his father’s yacht. And still 
soundlessly singing, still with that trembling smile, Miss Brill prepared to 
listen. 

“No, not now,” said the girl. “Not here, I can’t.” 

“But why? Because of that stupid old thing at the end there?” asked the 
boy. “Why does she come here at all — who wants her? Why doesn’t she 
keep her silly old mug at home?” 

“It’s her fu-ur which is so funny,” giggled the girl. “It’s exactly like a 
fried whiting.” 

“Ah, be off with you!” said the boy in an angry whisper. Then: “Tell me, 
ma petite chere—” 


“No, not here,” said the girl. “Not yet.” 


On her way home she usually bought a slice of honey-cake at the baker’s. It 
was her Sunday treat. Sometimes there was an almond in her slice, 
sometimes not. It made a great difference. If there was an almond it was 
like carrying home a tiny present — a surprise — something that might 
very well not have been there. She hurried on the almond Sundays and 
struck the match for the kettle in quite a dashing way. 

But to-day she passed the baker’s by, climbed the stairs, went into the 
little dark room — her room like a cupboard — and sat down on the red 
eiderdown. She sat there for a long time. The box that the fur came out of 
was on the bed. She unclasped the necklet quickly; quickly, without 
looking, laid it inside. But when she put the lid on she thought she heard 
something crying. 


HER FIRST BALL. 


Exactly when the ball began Leila would have found it hard to say. Perhaps 
her first real partner was the cab. It did not matter that she shared the cab 
with the Sheridan girls and their brother. She sat back in her own little 
corner of it, and the bolster on which her hand rested felt like the sleeve of 
an unknown young man’s dress suit; and away they bowled, past waltzing 
lamp-posts and houses and fences and trees. 

“Have you really never been to a ball before, Leila? But, my child, how 
too weird—’” cried the Sheridan girls. 

“Our nearest neighbour was fifteen miles,” said Leila softly, gently 
opening and shutting her fan. 

Oh dear, how hard it was to be indifferent like the others! She tried not to 
smile too much; she tried not to care. But every single thing was so new and 
exciting... Meg’s tuberoses, Jose’s long loop of amber, Laura’s little dark 
head, pushing above her white fur like a flower through snow. She would 
remember for ever. It even gave her a pang to see her cousin Laurie throw 
away the wisps of tissue paper he pulled from the fastenings of his new 
gloves. She would like to have kept those wisps as a keepsake, as a 
remembrance. Laurie leaned forward and put his hand on Laura’s knee. 

“Look here, darling,” he said. “The third and the ninth as usual. Twig?” 

Oh, how marvellous to have a brother! In her excitement Leila felt that if 
there had been time, if it hadn’t been impossible, she couldn’t have helped 
crying because she was an only child, and no brother had ever said “Twig?” 
to her; no sister would ever say, as Meg said to Jose that moment, “I’ve 
never known your hair go up more successfully than it has to-night!” 

But, of course, there was no time. They were at the drill hall already; 
there were cabs in front of them and cabs behind. The road was bright on 
either side with moving fan-like lights, and on the pavement gay couples 
seemed to float through the air; little satin shoes chased each other like 
birds. 

“Hold on to me, Leila; you’ll get lost,” said Laura. 

“Come on, girls, let’s make a dash for it,” said Laurie. 

Leila put two fingers on Laura’s pink velvet cloak, and they were 
somehow lifted past the big golden lantern, carried along the passage, and 


pushed into the little room marked “Ladies.” Here the crowd was so great 
there was hardly space to take off their things; the noise was deafening. 
Two benches on either side were stacked high with wraps. Two old women 
in white aprons ran up and down tossing fresh armfuls. And everybody was 
pressing forward trying to get at the little dressing-table and mirror at the 
far end. 

A great quivering jet of gas lighted the ladies’ room. It couldn’t wait; it 
was dancing already. When the door opened again and there came a burst of 
tuning from the drill hall, it leaped almost to the ceiling. 

Dark girls, fair girls were patting their hair, tying ribbons again, tucking 
handkerchiefs down the fronts of their bodices, smoothing marble-white 
gloves. And because they were all laughing it seemed to Leila that they 
were all lovely. 

“Aren’t there any invisible hair-pins?” cried a voice. “How most 
extraordinary! I can’t see a single invisible hair-pin.” 

“Powder my back, there’s a darling,” cried some one else. 

“But I must have a needle and cotton. I’ve torn simply miles and miles of 
the frill,” wailed a third. 

Then, “Pass them along, pass them along!” The straw basket of 
programmes was tossed from arm to arm. Darling little pink-and-silver 
programmes, with pink pencils and fluffy tassels. Leila’s fingers shook as 
she took one out of the basket. She wanted to ask some one, “Am I meant to 
have one too?” but she had just time to read: “Waltz 3. ‘Two, Two in a 
Canoe.’ Polka 4. ‘Making the Feathers Fly,’ when Meg cried, “Ready, 
Leila?” and they pressed their way through the crush in the passage towards 
the big double doors of the drill hall. 

Dancing had not begun yet, but the band had stopped tuning, and the 
noise was so great it seemed that when it did begin to play it would never 
be heard. Leila, pressing close to Meg, looking over Meg’s shoulder, felt 
that even the little quivering coloured flags strung across the ceiling were 
talking. She quite forgot to be shy; she forgot how in the middle of dressing 
she had sat down on the bed with one shoe off and one shoe on and begged 
her mother to ring up her cousins and say she couldn’t go after all. And the 
rush of longing she had had to be sitting on the veranda of their forsaken 
up-country home, listening to the baby owls crying “More pork” in the 
moonlight, was changed to a rush of joy so sweet that it was hard to bear 
alone. She clutched her fan, and, gazing at the gleaming, golden floor, the 


azaleas, the lanterns, the stage at one end with its red carpet and gilt chairs 
and the band in a corner, she thought breathlessly, “How heavenly; how 
simply heavenly!” 

All the girls stood grouped together at one side of the doors, the men at 
the other, and the chaperones in dark dresses, smiling rather foolishly, 
walked with little careful steps over the polished floor towards the stage. 

“This is my little country cousin Leila. Be nice to her. Find her partners; 
she’s under my wing,” said Meg, going up to one girl after another. 

Strange faces smiled at Leila — sweetly, vaguely. Strange voices 
answered, “Of course, my dear.” But Leila felt the girls didn’t really see her. 
They were looking towards the men. Why didn’t the men begin? What were 
they waiting for? There they stood, smoothing their gloves, patting their 
glossy hair and smiling among themselves. Then, quite suddenly, as if they 
had only just made up their minds that that was what they had to do, the 
men came gliding over the parquet. There was a joyful flutter among the 
girls. A tall, fair man flew up to Meg, seized her programme, scribbled 
something; Meg passed him on to Leila. “May I have the pleasure?” He 
ducked and smiled. There came a dark man wearing an eyeglass, then 
cousin Laurie with a friend, and Laura with a little freckled fellow whose 
tie was crooked. Then quite an old man — fat, with a big bald patch on his 
head — took her programme and murmured, “Let me see, let me see!” And 
he was a long time comparing his programme, which looked black with 
names, with hers. It seemed to give him so much trouble that Leila was 
ashamed. “Oh, please don’t bother,” she said eagerly. But instead of 
replying the fat man wrote something, glanced at her again. “Do I 
remember this bright little face?” he said softly. “Is it known to me of 
yore?” At that moment the band began playing; the fat man disappeared. He 
was tossed away on a great wave of music that came flying over the 
gleaming floor, breaking the groups up into couples, scattering them, 
sending them spinning... 

Leila had learned to dance at boarding school. Every Saturday afternoon 
the boarders were hurried off to a little corrugated iron mission hall where 
Miss Eccles (of London) held her “select” classes. But the difference 
between that dusty-smelling hall — with calico texts on the walls, the poor 
terrified little woman in a brown velvet toque with rabbit’s ears thumping 
the cold piano, Miss Eccles poking the girls’ feet with her long white wand 
— and this was so tremendous that Leila was sure if her partner didn’t come 


and she had to listen to that marvellous music and to watch the others 
sliding, gliding over the golden floor, she would die at least, or faint, or lift 
her arms and fly out of one of those dark windows that showed the stars. 

“Ours, I think—” Some one bowed, smiled, and offered her his arm; she 
hadn’t to die after all. Some one’s hand pressed her waist, and she floated 
away like a flower that is tossed into a pool. 

“Quite a good floor, isn’t it?” drawled a faint voice close to her ear. 

“T think it’s most beautifully slippery,” said Leila. 

“Pardon!” The faint voice sounded surprised. Leila said it again. And 
there was a tiny pause before the voice echoed, “Oh, quite!” and she was 
swung round again. 

He steered so beautifully. That was the great difference between dancing 
with girls and men, Leila decided. Girls banged into each other, and 
stamped on each other’s feet; the girl who was gentleman always clutched 
you So. 

The azaleas were separate flowers no longer; they were pink and white 
flags streaming by. 

“Were you at the Bells’ last week?” the voice came again. It sounded 
tired. Leila wondered whether she ought to ask him if he would like to stop. 

“No, this is my first dance,” said she. 

Her partner gave a little gasping laugh. “Oh, I say,” he protested. 

“Yes, it is really the first dance I’ve ever been to.” Leila was most 
fervent. It was such a relief to be able to tell somebody. “You see, I’ve lived 
in the country all my life up till now...” 

At that moment the music stopped, and they went to sit on two chairs 
against the wall. Leila tucked her pink satin feet under and fanned herself, 
while she blissfully watched the other couples passing and disappearing 
through the swing doors. 

“Enjoying yourself, Leila?” asked Jose, nodding her golden head. 

Laura passed and gave her the faintest little wink; it made Leila wonder 
for a moment whether she was quite grown up after all. Certainly her 
partner did not say very much. He coughed, tucked his handkerchief away, 
pulled down his waistcoat, took a minute thread off his sleeve. But it didn’t 
matter. Almost immediately the band started and her second partner seemed 
to spring from the ceiling. 

“Floor’s not bad,” said the new voice. Did one always begin with the 
floor? And then, “Were you at the Neaves’ on Tuesday?” And again Leila 


explained. Perhaps it was a little strange that her partners were not more 
interested. For it was thrilling. Her first ball! She was only at the beginning 
of everything. It seemed to her that she had never known what the night was 
like before. Up till now it had been dark, silent, beautiful very often — oh 
yes — but mournful somehow. Solemn. And now it would never be like 
that again — it had opened dazzling bright. 

“Care for an ice?” said her partner. And they went through the swing 
doors, down the passage, to the supper room. Her cheeks burned, she was 
fearfully thirsty. How sweet the ices looked on little glass plates and how 
cold the frosted spoon was, iced too! And when they came back to the hall 
there was the fat man waiting for her by the door. It gave her quite a shock 
again to see how old he was; he ought to have been on the stage with the 
fathers and mothers. And when Leila compared him with her other partners 
he looked shabby. His waistcoat was creased, there was a button off his 
glove, his coat looked as if it was dusty with French chalk. 

“Come along, little lady,” said the fat man. He scarcely troubled to clasp 
her, and they moved away so gently, it was more like walking than dancing. 
But he said not a word about the floor. “Your first dance, isn’t it?” he 
murmured. 

“How did you know?” 

“Ah,” said the fat man, “that’s what it is to be old!” He wheezed faintly 
as he steered her past an awkward couple. “You see, I’ve been doing this 
kind of thing for the last thirty years.” 

“Thirty years?” cried Leila. Twelve years before she was born! 

“It hardly bears thinking about, does it?” said the fat man gloomily. Leila 
looked at his bald head, and she felt quite sorry for him. 

“T think it’s marvellous to be still going on,” she said kindly. 

“Kind little lady,” said the fat man, and he pressed her a little closer, and 
hummed a bar of the waltz. “Of course,” he said, “you can’t hope to last 
anything like as long as that. No-o,” said the fat man, “long before that 
you'll be sitting up there on the stage, looking on, in your nice black velvet. 
And these pretty arms will have turned into little short fat ones, and you’ll 
beat time with such a different kind of fan — a black bony one.” The fat 
man seemed to shudder. “And you’ll smile away like the poor old dears up 
there, and point to your daughter, and tell the elderly lady next to you how 
some dreadful man tried to kiss her at the club ball. And your heart will 
ache, ache” — the fat man squeezed her closer still, as if he really was sorry 


for that poor heart— “because no one wants to kiss you now. And you'll 
say how unpleasant these polished floors are to walk on, how dangerous 
they are. Eh, Mademoiselle Twinkletoes?” said the fat man softly. 

Leila gave a light little laugh, but she did not feel like laughing. Was it — 
could it all be true? It sounded terribly true. Was this first ball only the 
beginning of her last ball, after all? At that the music seemed to change; it 
sounded sad, sad; it rose upon a great sigh. Oh, how quickly things 
changed! Why didn’t happiness last for ever? For ever wasn’t a bit too long. 

“T want to stop,” she said in a breathless voice. The fat man led her to the 
door. 

“No,” she said, “I won’t go outside. I won’t sit down. I'll just stand here, 
thank you.” She leaned against the wall, tapping with her foot, pulling up 
her gloves and trying to smile. But deep inside her a little girl threw her 
pinafore over her head and sobbed. Why had he spoiled it all? 

“T say, you know,” said the fat man, “you mustn’t take me seriously, little 
lady.” 

“As if I should!” said Leila, tossing her small dark head and sucking her 
underlip... 

Again the couples paraded. The swing doors opened and shut. Now new 
music was given out by the bandmaster. But Leila didn’t want to dance any 
more. She wanted to be home, or sitting on the veranda listening to those 
baby owls. When she looked through the dark windows at the stars, they 
had long beams like wings... 

But presently a soft, melting, ravishing tune began, and a young man with 
curly hair bowed before her. She would have to dance, out of politeness, 
until she could find Meg. Very stiffly she walked into the middle; very 
haughtily she put her hand on his sleeve. But in one minute, in one turn, her 
feet glided, glided. The lights, the azaleas, the dresses, the pink faces, the 
velvet chairs, all became one beautiful flying wheel. And when her next 
partner bumped her into the fat man and he said, “Pardon,” she smiled at 
him more radiantly than ever. She didn’t even recognise him again. 


THE SINGING LESSON. 


With despair — cold, sharp despair — buried deep in her heart like a 
wicked knife, Miss Meadows, in cap and gown and carrying a little baton, 
trod the cold corridors that led to the music hall. Girls of all ages, rosy from 
the air, and bubbling over with that gleeful excitement that comes from 
running to school on a fine autumn morning, hurried, skipped, fluttered by; 
from the hollow class-rooms came a quick drumming of voices; a bell rang; 
a voice like a bird cried, “Muriel.” And then there came from the staircase a 
tremendous knock-knock-knocking. Some one had dropped her dumbbells. 

The Science Mistress stopped Miss Meadows. 

“Good mor-ning,” she cried, in her sweet, affected drawl. “Isn’t it cold? It 
might be win-ter.” 

Miss Meadows, hugging the knife, stared in hatred at the Science 
Mistress. Everything about her was sweet, pale, like honey. You wold not 
have been surprised to see a bee caught in the tangles of that yellow hair. 

“Tt is rather sharp,” said Miss Meadows, grimly. 

The other smiled her sugary smile. 

“You look fro-zen,” said she. Her blue eyes opened wide; there came a 
mocking light in them. (Had she noticed anything?) 

“Oh, not quite as bad as that,” said Miss Meadows, and she gave the 
Science Mistress, in exchange for her smile, a quick grimace and passed 
on... 

Forms Four, Five, and Six were assembled in the music hall. The noise 
was deafening. On the platform, by the piano, stood Mary Beazley, Miss 
Meadows’ favourite, who played accompaniments. She was turning the 
music stool. When she saw Miss Meadows she gave a loud, warning “Sh- 
sh! girls!” and Miss Meadows, her hands thrust in her sleeves, the baton 
under her arm, strode down the centre aisle, mounted the steps, turned 
sharply, seized the brass music stand, planted it in front of her, and gave two 
sharp taps with her baton for silence. 

“Silence, please! Immediately!” and, looking at nobody, her glance swept 
over that sea of coloured flannel blouses, with bobbing pink faces and 
hands, quivering butterfly hair-bows, and music-books outspread. She knew 
perfectly well what they were thinking. “Meady is in a wax.” Well, let them 


think it! Her eyelids quivered; she tossed her head, defying them. What 
could the thoughts of those creatures matter to some one who stood there 
bleeding to death, pierced to the heart, to the heart, by such a letter — 

... “I feel more and more strongly that our marriage would be a mistake. 
Not that I do not love you. I love you as much as it is possible for me to 
love any woman, but, truth to tell, I have come to the conclusion that I am 
not a marrying man, and the idea of settling down fills me with nothing but 
—” and the word “disgust” was scratched out lightly and “regret” written 
over the top. 

Basil! Miss Meadows stalked over to the piano. And Mary Beazley, who 
was waiting for this moment, bent forward; her curls fell over her cheeks 
while she breathed, “Good morning, Miss Meadows,” and she motioned 
towards rather than handed to her mistress a _ beautiful yellow 
chrysanthemum. This little ritual of the flower had been gone through for 
ages and ages, quite a term and a half. It was as much part of the lesson as 
opening the piano. But this morning, instead of taking it up, instead of 
tucking it into her belt while she leant over Mary and said, “Thank you, 
Mary. How very nice! Turn to page thirty-two,” what was Mary’s horror 
when Miss Meadows totally ignored the chrysanthemum, made no reply to 
her greeting, but said in a voice of ice, “Page fourteen, please, and mark the 
accents well.” 

Staggering moment! Mary blushed until the tears stood in her eyes, but 
Miss Meadows was gone back to the music stand; her voice rang through 
the music hall. 

“Page fourteen. We will begin with page fourteen. ‘A Lament.’ Now, 
girls, you ought to know it by this time. We shall take it all together; not in 
parts, all together. And without expression. Sing it, though, quite simply, 
beating time with the left hand.” 

She raised the baton; she tapped the music stand twice. Down came Mary 
on the opening chord; down came all those left hands, beating the air, and in 
chimed those young, mournful voices: — 

“Fast! Ah, too Fast Fade the Ro-o-ses of Pleasure; 
Soon Autumn yields unto Wi1-i-nter Drear. 

Fleetly! Ah, Fleetly Mu-u-sic’s Gay Measure 
Passes away from the Listening Ear.” 

Good Heavens, what could be more tragic than that lament! Every note 
was a sigh, a sob, a groan of awful mournfulness. Miss Meadows lifted her 


arms in the wide gown and began conducting with both hands. “... I feel 
more and more strongly that our marriage would be a mistake... “ she beat. 
And the voices cried: “Fleetly! Ah, Fleetly.” What could have possessed 
him to write such a letter! What could have led up to it! It came out of 
nothing. His last letter had been all about a fumed-oak bookcase he had 
bought for “our” books, and a “natty little hall-stand” he had seen, “a very 
neat affair with a carved owl on a bracket, holding three hat-brushes in its 
claws.” How she had smiled at that! So like a man to think one needed three 
hat-brushes! “From the Listening Ear,” sang the voices. 

“Once again,” said Miss Meadows. “But this time in parts. Still without 
expression.” “Fast! Ah, too Fast.” With the gloom of the contraltos added, 
one could scarcely help shuddering. “Fade the Roses of Pleasure.” Last time 
he had come to see her, Basil had worn a rose in his buttonhole. How 
handsome he had looked in that bright blue suit, with that dark red rose! 
And he knew it, too. He couldn’t help knowing it. First he stroked his hair, 
then his moustache; his teeth gleamed when he smiled. 

“The headmaster’s wife keeps on asking me to dinner. It’s a perfect 
nuisance. I never get an evening to myself in that place.” 

“But can’t you refuse?” 

“Oh, well, it doesn’t do for a man in my position to be unpopular.” 

“Music’s Gay Measure,” wailed the voices. The willow trees, outside the 
high, narrow windows, waved in the wind. They had lost half their leaves. 
The tiny ones that clung wriggled like fishes caught on a line. “... Iam not a 
marrying man... “ The voices were silent; the piano waited. 

“Quite good,” said Miss Meadows, but still in such a strange, stony tone 
that the younger girls began to feel positively frightened. “But now that we 
know it, we shall take it with expression. As much expression as you can 
put into it. Think of the words, girls. Use your imaginations. ‘Fast! Ah, too 
Fast,’” cried Miss Meadows. “That ought to break out — a loud, strong 
forte a lament. And then in the second line, ‘Winter Drear,’ make that 
‘Drear’ sound as if a cold wind were blowing through it. ‘Dre-ear!’” said 
she so awfully that Mary Beazley, on the music stool, wriggled her spine. 
“The third line should be one crescendo. ‘Fleetly! Ah, Fleetly Music’s Gay 
Measure.’ Breaking on the first word of the last line, Passes.’ And then on 
the word, ‘Away,’ you must begin to die... to fade... until ‘The Listening 
Ear’ is nothing more than a faint whisper... You can slow down as much as 
you like almost on the last line. Now, please.” 


Again the two light taps; she lifted her arms again. ‘Fast! Ah, too Fast.’ 
. and the idea of settling down fills me with nothing but disgust—” 
Disgust was what he had written. That was as good as to say their 
engagement was definitely broken off. Broken off! Their engagement! 
People had been surprised enough that she had got engaged. The Science 
Mistress would not believe it at first. But nobody had been as surprised as 
she. She was thirty. Basil was twenty-five. It had been a miracle, simply a 
miracle, to hear him say, as they walked home from church that very dark 
night, “You know, somehow or other, I’ve got fond of you.” And he had 
taken hold of the end of her ostrich feather boa. “Passes away from the 
Listening Ear.” 

“Repeat! Repeat!” said Miss Meadows. “More expression, girls! Once 
more!” 

“Fast! Ah, too Fast.” The older girls were crimson; some of the younger 
ones began to cry. Big spots of rain blew against the windows, and one 
could hear the willows whispering, “... not that I do not love you...” 

“But, my darling, if you love me,” thought Miss Meadows, “I don’t mind 
how much it is. Love me as little as you like.” But she knew he didn’t love 
her. Not to have cared enough to scratch out that word “disgust,” so that she 
couldn’t read it! “Soon Autumn yields unto Winter Drear.” She would have 
to leave the school, too. She could never face the Science Mistress or the 
girls after it got known. She would have to disappear somewhere. “Passes 
away.” The voices began to die, to fade, to whisper... to vanish... 

Suddenly the door opened. A little girl in blue walked fussily up the aisle, 
hanging her head, biting her lips, and twisting the silver bangle on her red 
little wrist. She came up the steps and stood before Miss Meadows. 

“Well, Monica, what is it?” 

“Oh, if you please, Miss Meadows,” said the little girl, gasping, “Miss 
Wyatt wants to see you in the mistress’s room.” 

“Very well,” said Miss Meadows. And she called to the girls, “I shall put 
you on your honour to talk quietly while I am away.” But they were too 
subdued to do anything else. Most of them were blowing their noses. 

The corridors were silent and cold; they echoed to Miss Meadows’ steps. 
The head mistress sat at her desk. For a moment she did not look up. She 
was as usual disentangling her eyeglasses, which had got caught in her lace 
tie. “Sit down, Miss Meadows,” she said very kindly. And then she picked 
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up a pink envelope from the blotting-pad. “I sent for you just now because 
this telegram has come for you.” 

“A telegram for me, Miss Wyatt?” 

Basil! He had committed suicide, decided Miss Meadows. Her hand flew 
out, but Miss Wyatt held the telegram back a moment. “I hope it’s not bad 
news,” she said, so more than kindly. And Miss Meadows tore it open. 

“Pay no attention to letter, must have been mad, bought hat-stand to-day 
Basil,” she read. She couldn’t take her eyes off the telegram. 

“T do hope it’s nothing very serious,” said Miss Wyatt, leaning forward. 

“Oh, no, thank you, Miss Wyatt,” blushed Miss Meadows. “It’s nothing 
bad at all. It’s” — and she gave an apologetic little laugh— “it’s from my 
fiance saying that... saying that—” There was a pause. “I see,” said Miss 
Wyatt. And another pause. Then— “You’ve fifteen minutes more of your 
class, Miss Meadows, haven’t you?” 

“Yes, Miss Wyatt.” She got up. She half ran towards the door. 

“Oh, just one minute, Miss Meadows,” said Miss Wyatt. “I must say I 
don’t approve of my teachers having telegrams sent to them in school 
hours, unless in case of very bad news, such as death,” explained Miss 
Wyatt, “or a very serious accident, or something to that effect. Good news, 
Miss Meadows, will always keep, you know.” 

On the wings of hope, of love, of joy, Miss Meadows sped back to the 
music hall, up the aisle, up the steps, over to the piano. 

“Page thirty-two, Mary,” she said, “page thirty-two,” and, picking up the 
yellow chrysanthemum, she held it to her lips to hide her smile. Then she 
turned to the girls, rapped with her baton: “Page thirty-two, girls. Page 
thirty-two.” 

“We come here To-day with Flowers o’erladen, 
With Baskets of Fruit and Ribbons to boot, 
To-oo Congratulate... 

“Stop! Stop!” cried Miss Meadows. “This is awful. This is dreadful.” 
And she beamed at her girls. ““What’s the matter with you all? Think, girls, 
think of what you’re singing. Use your imaginations. ‘With Flowers 
o’erladen. Baskets of Fruit and Ribbons to boot.’ And ‘Congratulate.’’’ Miss 
Meadows broke off. “Don’t look so doleful, girls. It ought to sound warm, 
joyful, eager. ‘Congratulate.’ Once more. Quickly. All together. Now then!” 

And this time Miss Meadows’ voice sounded over all the other voices — 
full, deep, glowing with expression. 


THE STRANGER 


It seemed to the little crowd on the wharf that she was never going to move 
again. There she lay, immense, motionless on the grey crinkled water, a 
loop of smoke above her, an immense flock of gulls screaming and diving 
after the galley droppings at the stern. You could just see little couples 
parading — little flies walking up and down the dish on the grey crinkled 
tablecloth. Other flies clustered and swarmed at the edge. Now there was a 
gleam of white on the lower deck — the cook’s apron or the stewardess 
perhaps. Now a tiny black spider raced up the ladder on to the bridge. 

In the front of the crowd a strong-looking, middle-aged man, dressed 
very well, very snugly in a grey overcoat, grey silk scarf, thick gloves and 
dark felt hat, marched up and down, twirling his folded umbrella. He 
seemed to be the leader of the little crowd on the wharf and at the same 
time to keep them together. He was something between the sheep-dog and 
the shepherd. 

But what a fool — what a fool he had been not to bring any glasses! 
There wasn’t a pair of glasses between the whole lot of them. 

“Curious thing, Mr. Scott, that none of us thought of glasses. We might 
have been able to stir ’em up a bit. We might have managed a little 
signalling. “Don’t hesitate to land. Natives harmless.’ Or: ‘A welcome 
awaits you. All is forgiven.’ What? Eh?” 

Mr. Hammond’s quick, eager glance, so nervous and yet so friendly and 
confiding, took in everybody on the wharf, roped in even those old chaps 
lounging against the gangways. They knew, every man-jack of them, that 
Mrs. Hammond was on that boat, and that he was so tremendously excited 
it never entered his head not to believe that this marvellous fact meant 
something to them too. It warmed his heart towards them. They were, he 
decided, as decent a crowd of people — Those old chaps over by the 
gangways, too — fine, solid old chaps. What chests — by Jove! And he 
squared his own, plunged his thick-gloved hands into his pockets, rocked 
from heel to toe. 

“Yes, my wife’s been in Europe for the last ten months. On a visit to our 
eldest girl, who was married last year. I brought her up here, as far as 
Salisbury, myself. So I thought I’d better come and fetch her back. Yes, yes, 
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yes.” The shrewd grey eyes narrowed again and searched anxiously, 
quickly, the motionless liner. Again his overcoat was unbuttoned. Out came 
the thin, butter-yellow watch again, and for the twentieth — fiftieth — 
hundredth time he made the calculation. 

“Let me see now. It was two fifteen when the doctor’s launch went off. 
Two fifteen. It is now exactly twenty-eight minutes past four. That is to say, 
the doctor’s been gone two hours and thirteen minutes. Two hours and 
thirteen minutes! Whee-ooh!” He gave a queer little half-whistle and 
snapped his watch to again. “But I think we should have been told if there 
was anything up — don’t you, Mr. Gaven?” 

“Oh, yes, Mr. Hammond! I don’t think there’s anything to — anything to 
worry about,” said Mr. Gaven, knocking out his pipe against the heel of his 
shoe. “At the same time—” 

“Quite so! Quite so!” cried Mr. Hammond. “Dashed annoying!” He 
paced quickly up and down and came back again to his stand between Mr. 
and Mrs. Scott and Mr. Gaven. “It’s getting quite dark, too,” and he waved 
his folded umbrella as though the dusk at least might have had the decency 
to keep off for a bit. But the dusk came slowly, spreading like a slow stain 
over the water. Little Jean Scott dragged at her mother’s hand. 

“T wan’ my tea, mammy!” she wailed. 

“T expect you do,” said Mr. Hammond. “I expect all these ladies want 
their tea.” And his kind, flushed, almost pitiful glance roped them all in 
again. He wondered whether Janey was having a final cup of tea in the 
saloon out there. He hoped so; he thought not. It would be just like her not 
to leave the deck. In that case perhaps the deck steward would bring her up 
a cup. If he’d been there he’d have got it for her — somehow. And for a 
moment he was on deck, standing over her, watching her little hand fold 
round the cup in the way she had, while she drank the only cup of tea to be 
got on board... But now he was back here, and the Lord only knew when 
that cursed Captain would stop hanging about in the stream. He took 
another turn, up and down, up and down. He walked as far as the cab-stand 
to make sure his driver hadn’t disappeared; back he swerved again to the 
little flock huddled in the shelter of the banana crates. Little Jean Scott was 
still wanting her tea. Poor little beggar! He wished he had a bit of chocolate 
on him. 

“Here, Jean!” he said. “Like a lift up?” And easily, gently, he swung the 
little girl on to a higher barrel. The movement of holding her, steadying her, 


relieved him wonderfully, lightened his heart. 

“Hold on,” he said, keeping an arm round her. 

“Oh, don’t worry about Jean, Mr. Hammond!” said Mrs. Scott. 

“That’s all right, Mrs. Scott. No trouble. It’s a pleasure. Jean’s a little pal 
of mine, aren’t you, Jean?” 

“Yes, Mr. Hammond,” said Jean, and she ran her finger down the dent of 
his felt hat. 

But suddenly she caught him by the ear and gave a loud scream. “Lo-ok, 
Mr. Hammond! She’s moving! Look, she’s coming in!” 

By Jove! So she was. At last! She was slowly, slowly turning round. A 
bell sounded far over the water and a great spout of steam gushed into the 
air. The gulls rose; they fluttered away like bits of white paper. And whether 
that deep throbbing was her engines or his heart Mr. Hammond couldn’t 
say. He had to nerve himself to bear it, whatever it was. At that moment old 
Captain Johnson, the harbour-master, came striding down the wharf, a 
leather portfolio under his arm. 

“Jean’ll be all right,” said Mr. Scott. “Ill hold her.” He was just in time. 
Mr. Hammond had forgotten about Jean. He sprang away to greet old 
Captain Johnson. 

“Well, Captain,” the eager, nervous voice rang out again, “you’ve taken 
pity on us at last.” 

“It’s no good blaming me, Mr. Hammond,” wheezed old Captain 
Johnson, staring at the liner. “You got Mrs. Hammond on board, ain’t yer?” 

“Yes, yes!” said Hammond, and he kept by the harbour-master’s side. 
“Mrs. Hammond’s there. Hul-lo! We shan’t be long now!” 

With her telephone ring-ringing, the thrum of her screw filling the air, the 
big liner bore down on them, cutting sharp through the dark water so that 
big white shavings curled to either side. Hammond and the harbour-master 
kept in front of the rest. Hammond took off his hat; he raked the decks — 
they were crammed with passengers; he waved his hat and bawled a loud, 
strange “Hul-lo!” across the water; and then turned round and burst out 
laughing and said something — nothing — to old Captain Johnson. 

“Seen her?” asked the harbour-master. 

“No, not yet. Steady — wait a bit!” And suddenly, between two great 
clumsy idiots— “Get out of the way there!” he signed with his umbrella — 
he saw a hand raised — a white glove shaking a handkerchief. Another 
moment, and — thank God, thank God! — there she was. There was Janey. 


There was Mrs. Hammond, yes, yes, yes — standing by the rail and smiling 
and nodding and waving her handkerchief. 

“Well that’s first class — first class! Well, well, well!” He positively 
stamped. Like lightning he drew out his cigar-case and offered it to old 
Captain Johnson. “Have a cigar, Captain! They’re pretty good. Have a 
couple! Here” — and he pressed all the cigars in the case on the harbour- 
master— “I’ve a couple of boxes up at the hotel.” 

“Thenks, Mr. Hammond!” wheezed old Captain Johnson. 

Hammond stuffed the cigar-case back. His hands were shaking, but he’d 
got hold of himself again. He was able to face Janey. There she was, leaning 
on the rail, talking to some woman and at the same time watching him, 
ready for him. It struck him, as the gulf of water closed, how small she 
looked on that huge ship. His heart was wrung with such a spasm that he 
could have cried out. How little she looked to have come all that long way 
and back by herself! Just like her, though. Just like Janey. She had the 
courage of a — And now the crew had come forward and parted the 
passengers; they had lowered the rails for the gangways. 

The voices on shore and the voices on board flew to greet each other. 

“All well?” 

“All well.” 

“How’s mother?” 

“Much better.” 

“Hullo, Jean!” 

“Hillo, Aun’ Emily!” 

“Had a good voyage?” 

“Splendid!” 

“Shan’t be long now!” 

“Not long now.” 

The engines stopped. Slowly she edged to the wharf-side. 

“Make way there — make way — make way!” And the wharf hands 
brought the heavy gangways along at a sweeping run. Hammond signed to 
Janey to stay where she was. The old harbour-master stepped forward; he 
followed. As to “ladies first,” or any rot like that, it never entered his head. 

“After you, Captain!” he cried genially. And, treading on the old man’s 
heels, he strode up the gangway on to the deck in a bee-line to Janey, and 
Janey was clasped in his arms. 


“Well, well, well! Yes, yes! Here we are at last!” he stammered. It was all 
he could say. And Janey emerged, and her cool little voice — the only voice 
in the world for him — said, 

“Well, darling! Have you been waiting long?” 

No; not long. Or, at any rate, it didn’t matter. It was over now. But the 
point was, he had a cab waiting at the end of the wharf. Was she ready to go 
off. Was her luggage ready? In that case they could cut off sharp with her 
cabin luggage and let the rest go hang until to-morrow. He bent over her 
and she looked up with her familiar half-smile. She was just the same. Not a 
day changed. Just as he’d always known her. She laid her small hand on his 
sleeve. 

“How are the children, John?” she asked. 

(Hang the children!) “Perfectly well. Never better in their lives.” 

“Haven’t they sent me letters?” 

“Yes, yes — of course! I’ve left them at the hotel for you to digest later 
on.” 

“We can’t go quite so fast,” said she. “I’ve got people to say good-bye to 
— and then there’s the Captain.” As his face fell she gave his arm a small 
understanding squeeze. “If the Captain comes off the bridge I want you to 
thank him for having looked after your wife so beautifully.” Well, he’d got 
her. If she wanted another ten minutes — As he gave way she was 
surrounded. The whole first-class seemed to want to say good-bye to Janey. 

“Good-bye, dear Mrs. Hammond! And next time you’re in Sydney [ll 
expect you.” 

“Darling Mrs. Hammond! You won’t forget to write to me, will you?” 

“Well, Mrs. Hammond, what this boat would have been without you!” 

It was as plain as a pikestaff that she was by far the most popular woman 
on board. And she took it all — just as usual. Absolutely composed. Just 
her little self — just Janey all over; standing there with her veil thrown 
back. Hammond never noticed what his wife had on. It was all the same to 
him whatever she wore. But to-day he did notice that she wore a black 
“costume” — didn’t they call it? — with white frills, trimmings he 
supposed they were, at the neck and sleeves. All this while Janey handed 
him round. 

“John, dear!” And then: “I want to introduce you to—” 

Finally they did escape, and she led the way to her state-room. To follow 
Janey down the passage that she knew so well — that was so strange to 


him; to part the green curtains after her and to step into the cabin that had 
been hers gave him exquisite happiness. But — confound it! — the 
stewardess was there on the floor, strapping up the rugs. 

“That’s the last, Mrs. Hammond,” said the stewardess, rising and pulling 
down her cuffs. 

He was introduced again, and then Janey and the stewardess disappeared 
into the passage. He heard whisperings. She was getting the tipping 
business over, he supposed. He sat down on the striped sofa and took his hat 
off. There were the rugs she had taken with her; they looked good as new. 
All her luggage looked fresh, perfect. The labels were written in her 
beautiful little clear hand— “Mrs. John Hammond.” 

“Mrs. John Hammond!” He gave a long sigh of content and leaned back, 
crossing his arms. The strain was over. He felt he could have sat there for 
ever sighing his relief — the relief at being rid of that horrible tug, pull, grip 
on his heart. The danger was over. That was the feeling. They were on dry 
land again. 

But at that moment Janey’s head came round the corner. 

“Darling — do you mind? I just want to go and say good-bye to the 
doctor.” 

Hammond started up. “Pll come with you.” 

“No, no!” she said. “Don’t bother. I’d rather not. I’ll not be a minute.” 

And before he could answer she was gone. He had half a mind to run 
after her; but instead he sat down again. 

Would she really not be long? What was the time now? Out came the 
watch; he stared at nothing. That was rather queer of Janey, wasn’t it? Why 
couldn’t she have told the stewardess to say good-bye for her? Why did she 
have to go chasing after the ship’s doctor? She could have sent a note from 
the hotel even if the affair had been urgent. Urgent? Did it — could it mean 
that she had been ill on the voyage — she was keeping something from 
him? That was it! He seized his hat. He was going off to find that fellow 
and to wring the truth out of him at all costs. He thought he’d noticed just 
something. She was just a touch too calm — too steady. From the very first 
moment — 

The curtains rang. Janey was back. He jumped to his feet. 

“Janey, have you been ill on this voyage? You have!” 

“TI?” Her airy little voice mocked him. She stepped over the rugs, and 
came up close, touched his breast, and looked up at him. 


“Darling,” she said, “don’t frighten me. Of course I haven’t! Whatever 
makes you think I have? Do I look ill?” 

But Hammond didn’t see her. He only felt that she was looking at him 
and that there was no need to worry about anything. She was here to look 
after things. It was all right. Everything was. 

The gentle pressure of her hand was so calming that he put his over hers 
to hold it there. And she said: 

“Stand still. I want to look at you. I haven’t seen you yet. You’ve had 
your beard beautifully trimmed, and you look — younger, I think, and 
decidedly thinner! Bachelor life agrees with you.” 

“Agrees with me!” He groaned for love and caught her close again. And 
again, as always, he had the feeling that he was holding something that 
never was quite his — his. Something too delicate, too precious, that would 
fly away once he let go. 

“For God’s sake let’s get off to the hotel so that we can be by ourselves!” 
And he rang the bell hard for some one to look sharp with the luggage. 


Walking down the wharf together she took his arm. He had her on his 
arm again. And the difference it made to get into the cab after Janey — to 
throw the red-and-yellow striped blanket round them both — to tell the 
driver to hurry because neither of them had had any tea. No more going 
without his tea or pouring out his own. She was back. He turned to her, 
squeezed her hand, and said gently, teasingly, in the “special” voice he had 
for her: “Glad to be home again, dearie?” She smiled; she didn’t even 
bother to answer, but gently she drew his hand away as they came to the 
brighter streets. 

“We’ve got the best room in the hotel,” he said. “I wouldn’t be put off 
with another. And I asked the chambermaid to put in a bit of a fire in case 
you felt chilly. She’s a nice, attentive girl. And I thought now we were here 
we wouldn’t bother to go home to-morrow, but spend the day looking round 
and leave the morning after. Does that suit you? There’s no hurry, is there? 
The children will have you soon enough... I thought a day’s sight-seeing 
might make a nice break in your journey — eh, Janey?” 

“Have you taken the tickets for the day after?” she asked. 

“YT should think I have!” He unbuttoned his overcoat and took out his 
bulging pocket-book. “Here we are! I reserved a first-class carriage to 
Cooktown. There it is— ‘Mr. and Mrs. John Hammond.’ I thought we 


might as well do ourselves comfortably, and we don’t want other people 
butting in, do we? But if you’d like to stop here a bit longer — ?” 

“Oh, no!” said Janey quickly. “Not for the world! The day after to- 
morrow, then. And the children—” 

But they had reached the hotel. The manager was standing in the broad, 
brilliantly-lighted porch. He came down to greet them. A porter ran from 
the hall for their boxes. 

“Well, Mr. Arnold, here’s Mrs. Hammond at last!” 

The manager led them through the hall himself and pressed the elevator- 
bell. Hammond knew there were business pals of his sitting at the little hall 
tables having a drink before dinner. But he wasn’t going to risk interruption; 
he looked neither to the right nor the left. They could think what they 
pleased. If they didn’t understand, the more fools they — and he stepped 
out of the lift, unlocked the door of their room, and shepherded Janey in. 
The door shut. Now, at last, they were alone together. He turned up the 
light. The curtains were drawn; the fire blazed. He flung his hat on to the 
huge bed and went towards her. 

But — would you believe it! — again they were interrupted. This time it 
was the porter with the luggage. He made two journeys of it, leaving the 
door open in between, taking his time, whistling through his teeth in the 
corridor. Hammond paced up and down the room, tearing off his gloves, 
tearing off his scarf. Finally he flung his overcoat on to the bedside. 

At last the fool was gone. The door clicked. Now they were alone. Said 
Hammond: “I feel I’ll never have you to myself again. These cursed people! 
Janey” — and he bent his flushed, eager gaze upon her— “let’s have dinner 
up here. If we go down to the restaurant we’ll be interrupted, and then 
there’s the confounded music” (the music he’d praised so highly, applauded 
so loudly last night!). “We shan’t be able to hear each other speak. Let’s 
have something up here in front of the fire. It’s too late for tea. I'll order a 
little supper, shall I? How does that idea strike you?” 

“Do, darling!” said Janey. “And while you’re away — the children’s 
letters—” 

“Oh, later on will do!” said Hammond. 

“But then we’d get it over,” said Janey. “And I’d first have time to—” 

“Oh, I needn’t go down!” explained Hammond. “I'll just ring and give 
the order... you don’t want to send me away, do you?” 

Janey shook her head and smiled. 


“But you’re thinking of something else. You’re worrying about 
something,” said Hammond. “What is it? Come and sit here — come and sit 
on my knee before the fire.” 

“Pll just unpin my hat,” said Janey, and she went over to the dressing- 
table. “A-ah!” She gave a little cry. 

“What is it?” 

“Nothing, darling. I’ve just found the children’s letters. That’s all right! 
They will keep. No hurry now!” She turned to him, clasping them. She 
tucked them into her frilled blouse. She cried quickly, gaily: “Oh, how 
typical this dressing-table is of you!” 

“Why? What’s the matter with it?” said Hammond. 

“If it were floating in eternity I should say ‘John!’” laughed Janey, staring 
at the big bottle of hair tonic, the wicker bottle of eau-de-Cologne, the two 
hair-brushes, and a dozen new collars tied with pink tape. “Is this all your 
luggage?” 

“Hang my luggage!” said Hammond; but all the same he liked being 
laughed at by Janey. “Let’s talk. Let’s get down to things. Tell me” — and 
as Janey perched on his knees he leaned back and drew her into the deep, 
ugly chair— “tell me you’re really glad to be back, Janey.” 

“Yes, darling, I am glad,” she said. 

But just as when he embraced her he felt she would fly away, so 
Hammond never knew — never knew for dead certain that she was as glad 
as he was. How could he know? Would he ever know? Would he always 
have this craving — this pang like hunger, somehow, to make Janey so 
much part of him that there wasn’t any of her to escape? He wanted to blot 
out everybody, everything. He wished now he’d turned off the light. That 
might have brought her nearer. And now those letters from the children 
rustled in her blouse. He could have chucked them into the fire. 

“Janey,” he whispered. 

“Yes, dear?” She lay on his breast, but so lightly, so remotely. Their 
breathing rose and fell together. 

“Janey!” 

“What is it?” 

“Turn to me,” he whispered. A slow, deep flush flowed into his forehead. 
“Kiss me, Janey! You kiss me!” 

It seemed to him there was a tiny pause — but long enough for him to 
suffer torture — before her lips touched his, firmly, lightly — kissing them 


as she always kissed him, as though the kiss — how could he describe it? 
— confirmed what they were saying, signed the contract. But that wasn’t 
what he wanted; that wasn’t at all what he thirsted for. He felt suddenly, 
horrible tired. 

“If you knew,” he said, opening his eyes, “what it’s been like — waiting 
to-day. I thought the boat never would come in. There we were, hanging 
about. What kept you so long?” 

She made no answer. She was looking away from him at the fire. The 
flames hurried — hurried over the coals, flickered, fell. 

“Not asleep, are you?” said Hammond, and he jumped her up and down. 

“No,” she said. And then: “Don’t do that, dear. No, I was thinking. As a 
matter of fact,” she said, “one of the passengers died last night — a man. 
That’s what held us up. We brought him in — I mean, he wasn’t buried at 
sea. So, of course, the ship’s doctor and the shore doctor—” 

“What was it?” asked Hammond uneasily. He hated to hear of death. He 
hated this to have happened. It was, in some queer way, as though he and 
Janey had met a funeral on their way to the hotel. 

“Oh, it wasn’t anything in the least infectious!” said Janey. She was 
speaking scarcely above her breath. “It was heart.” A pause. “Poor fellow!” 
she said. “Quite young.” And she watched the fire flicker and fall. “He died 
in my arms,” said Janey. 

The blow was so sudden that Hammond thought he would faint. He 
couldn’t move; he couldn’t breathe. He felt all his strength flowing — 
flowing into the big dark chair, and the big dark chair held him fast, gripped 
him, forced him to bear it. 

“What?” he said dully. ““What’s that you say?” 

“The end was quite peaceful,” said the small voice. “He just” — and 
Hammond saw her lift her gentle hand— “breathed his life away at the 
end.” And her hand fell. 

“Who — else was there?” Hammond managed to ask. 

“Nobody. I was alone with him.” 

Ah, my God, what was she saying! What was she doing to him! This 
would kill him! And all the while she spoke: 

“T saw the change coming and I sent the steward for the doctor, but the 
doctor was too late. He couldn’t have done anything, anyway.” 

“But — why you, why you?” moaned Hammond. 

At that Janey turned quickly, quickly searched his face. 


“You don’t mind, John, do you?” she asked. “You don’t — It’s nothing to 
do with you and me.” 

Somehow or other he managed to shake some sort of smile at her. 
Somehow or other he stammered: “No — go — on, go on! I want you to 
tell me.” 

“But, John darling—” 

“Tell me, Janey!” 

“There’s nothing to tell,” she said, wondering. “He was one of the first- 
class passengers. I saw he was very ill when he came on board... But he 
seemed to be so much better until yesterday. He had a severe attack in the 
afternoon — excitement — nervousness, I think, about arriving. And after 
that he never recovered.” 

“But why didn’t the stewardess 

“Oh, my dear — the stewardess!” said Janey. “What would he have felt? 
And besides... he might have wanted to leave a message... to—” 

“Didn’t he?” muttered Hammond. “Didn’t he say anything?” 

“No, darling, not a word!” She shook her head softly. “AII the time I was 
with him he was too weak... he was too weak even to move a finger...” 

Janey was silent. But her words, so light, so soft, so chill, seemed to 
hover in the air, to rain into his breast like snow. 

The fire had gone red. Now it fell in with a sharp sound and the room was 
colder. Cold crept up his arms. The room was huge, immense, glittering. It 
filled his whole world. There was the great blind bed, with his coat flung 
across it like some headless man saying his prayers. There was the luggage, 
ready to be carried away again, anywhere, tossed into trains, carted on to 
boats. 

... “He was too weak. He was too weak to move a finger.” And yet he 
died in Janey’s arms. She — who’d never — never once in all these years 
— never on one single solitary occasion — 

No; he mustn’t think of it. Madness lay in thinking of it. No, he wouldn’t 
face it. He couldn’t stand it. It was too much to bear! 

And now Janey touched his tie with her fingers. She pinched the edges of 
the tie together. 

“You’re not — sorry I told you, John darling? It hasn’t made you sad? It 
hasn’t spoilt our evening — our being alone together?” 

But at that he had to hide his face. He put his face into her bosom and his 
arms enfolded her. 
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Spoilt their evening! Spoilt their being alone together! They would never 
be alone together again. 


BANK HOLIDAY. 


A stout man with a pink face wears dingy white flannel trousers, a blue coat 
with a pink handkerchief showing, and a straw hat much too small for him, 
perched at the back of his head. He plays the guitar. A little chap in white 
canvas shoes, his face hidden under a felt hat like a broken wing, breathes 
into a flute; and a tall thin fellow, with bursting over-ripe button boots, 
draws ribbons — long, twisted, streaming ribbons — of tune out of a fiddle. 
They stand, unsmiling, but not serious, in the broad sunlight opposite the 
fruit-shop; the pink spider of a hand beats the guitar, the little squat hand, 
with a brass-and-turquoise ring, forces the reluctant flute, and the fiddler’s 
arm tries to saw the fiddle in two. 

A crowd collects, eating oranges and bananas, tearing off the skins, 
dividing, sharing. One young girl has even a basket of strawberries, but she 
does not eat them. “Aren’t they dear!” She stares at the tiny pointed fruits as 
if she were afraid of them. The Australian soldier laughs. “Here, go on, 
there’s not more than a mouthful.” But he doesn’t want her to eat them, 
either. He likes to watch her little frightened face, and her puzzled eyes 
lifted to his: “Aren’t they a price!” He pushes out his chest and grins. Old 
fat women in velvet bodices — old dusty pin-cushions — lean old hags like 
worn umbrellas with a quivering bonnet on top; young women, in muslins, 
with hats that might have grown on hedges, and high pointed shoes; men in 
khaki, sailors, shabby clerks, young Jews in fine cloth suits with padded 
shoulders and wide trousers, “hospital boys” in blue — the sun discovers 
them — the loud, bold music holds them together in one big knot for a 
moment. The young ones are larking, pushing each other on and off the 
pavement, dodging, nudging; the old ones are talking: “So I said to ‘im, if 
you wants the doctor to yourself, fetch ‘im, says I.” 

“An’ by the time they was cooked there wasn’t so much as you could put 
in the palm of me ‘and!” 

The only ones who are quiet are the ragged children. They stand, as close 
up to the musicians as they can get, their hands behind their backs, their 
eyes big. Occasionally a leg hops, an arm wags. A tiny staggerer, overcome, 
turns round twice, sits down solemn, and then gets up again. 

“Ain’t it lovely?” whispers a small girl behind her hand. 


And the music breaks into bright pieces, and joins together again, and 
again breaks, and is dissolved, and the crowd scatters, moving slowly up the 
hill. 

At the corner of the road the stalls begin. 

“Ticklers! Tuppence a tickler! ‘Ool ‘ave a tickler? Tickle ’em up, boys.” 
Little soft brooms on wire handles. They are eagerly bought by the soldiers. 

“Buy a golliwog! Tuppence a golliwog!” 

“Buy a jumping donkey! All alive-oh!” 

“Su-perior chewing gum. Buy something to do, boys.” 

“Buy a rose. Give ‘er a rose, boy. Roses, lady?” 

“Fevvers! Fevvers!” They are hard to resist. Lovely, streaming feathers, 
emerald green, scarlet, bright blue, canary yellow. Even the babies wear 
feathers threaded through their bonnets. 

And an old woman in a three-cornered paper hat cries as if it were her 
final parting advice, the only way of saving yourself or of bringing him to 
his senses: “Buy a three-cornered ‘at, my dear, an’ put it on!” 

It is a flying day, half sun, half wind. When the sun goes in a shadow flies 
over; when it comes out again it is fiery. The men and women feel it 
burning their backs, their breasts and their arms; they feel their bodies 
expanding, coming alive... so that they make large embracing gestures, lift 
up their arms, for nothing, swoop down on a girl, blurt into laughter. 

Lemonade! A whole tank of it stands on a table covered with a cloth; and 
lemons like blunted fishes blob in the yellow water. It looks solid, like a 
jelly, in the thick glasses. Why can’t they drink it without spilling it? 
Everybody spills it, and before the glass is handed back the last drops are 
thrown in a ring. 

Round the ice-cream cart, with its striped awning and bright brass cover, 
the children cluster. Little tongues lick, lick round the cream trumpets, 
round the squares. The cover is lifted, the wooden spoon plunges in; one 
shuts one’s eyes to feel it, silently scrunching. 

“Let these little birds tell you your future!” She stands beside the cage, a 
shrivelled ageless Italian, clasping and unclasping her dark claws. Her face, 
a treasure of delicate carving, is tied in a green-and-gold scarf. And inside 
their prison the love-birds flutter towards the papers in the seed-tray. 

“You have great strength of character. You will marry a red-haired man 
and have three children. Beware of a blonde woman.” Look out! Look out! 
A motor-car driven by a fat chauffeur comes rushing down the hill. Inside 


there a blonde woman, pouting, leaning forward — rushing through your 
life — beware! beware! 

“Ladies and gentlemen, I am an auctioneer by profession, and if what I 
tell you is not the truth I am liable to have my licence taken away from me 
and a heavy imprisonment.” He holds the licence across his chest; the sweat 
pours down his face into his paper collar; his eyes look glazed. When he 
takes off his hat there is a deep pucker of angry flesh on his forehead. 
Nobody buys a watch. 

Look out again! A huge barouche comes swinging down the hill with two 
old, old babies inside. She holds up a lace parasol; he sucks the knob of his 
cane, and the fat old bodies roll together as the cradle rocks, and the 
steaming horse leaves a trail of manure as it ambles down the hill. 

Under a tree, Professor Leonard, in cap and gown, stands beside his 
banner. He is here “for one day,” from the London, Paris and Brussels 
Exhibition, to tell your fortune from your face. And he stands, smiling 
encouragement, like a clumsy dentist. When the big men, romping and 
swearing a moment before, hand across their sixpence, and stand before 
him, they are suddenly serious, dumb, timid, almost blushing as the 
Professor’s quick hand notches the printed card. They are like little children 
caught playing in a forbidden garden by the owner, stepping from behind a 
tree. 

The top of the hill is reached. How hot it is! How fine it is! The public- 
house is open, and the crowd presses in. The mother sits on the pavement 
edge with her baby, and the father brings her out a glass of dark, brownish 
stuff, and then savagely elbows his way in again. A reek of beer floats from 
the public-house, and a loud clatter and rattle of voices. 

The wind has dropped, and the sun burns more fiercely than ever. Outside 
the two swing-doors there is a thick mass of children like flies at the mouth 
of a sweet-jar. 

And up, up the hill come the people, with ticklers and golliwogs, and 
roses and feathers. Up, up they thrust into the light and heat, shouting, 
laughing, squealing, as though they were being pushed by something, far 
below, and by the sun, far ahead of them — drawn up into the full, bright, 
dazzling radiance to... what? 


AN IDEAL FAMILY. 


That evening for the first time in his life, as he pressed through the swing 
door and descended the three broad steps to the pavement, old Mr. Neave 
felt he was too old for the spring. Spring — warm, eager, restless — was 
there, waiting for him in the golden light, ready in front of everybody to run 
up, to blow in his white beard, to drag sweetly on his arm. And he couldn’t 
meet her, no; he couldn’t square up once more and stride off, jaunty as a 
young man. He was tired and, although the late sun was still shining, 
curiously cold, with a numbed feeling all over. Quite suddenly he hadn’t the 
energy, he hadn’t the heart to stand this gaiety and bright movement any 
longer; it confused him. He wanted to stand still, to wave it away with his 
stick, to say, “Be off with you!” Suddenly it was a terrible effort to greet as 
usual — tipping his wide-awake with his stick — all the people whom he 
knew, the friends, acquaintances, shopkeepers, postmen, drivers. But the 
gay glance that went with the gesture, the kindly twinkle that seemed to say, 
“I’m a match and more for any of you” — that old Mr. Neave could not 
manage at all. He stumped along, lifting his knees high as if he were 
walking through air that had somehow grown heavy and solid like water. 
And the homeward-looking crowd hurried by, the trams clanked, the light 
carts clattered, the big swinging cabs bowled along with that reckless, 
defiant indifference that one knows only in dreams... 

It had been a day like other days at the office. Nothing special had 
happened. Harold hadn’t come back from lunch until close on four. Where 
had he been? What had he been up to? He wasn’t going to let his father 
know. Old Mr. Neave had happened to be in the vestibule, saying good-bye 
to a caller, when Harold sauntered in, perfectly turned out as usual, cool, 
suave, smiling that peculiar little half-smile that women found so 
fascinating. 

Ah, Harold was too handsome, too handsome by far; that had been the 
trouble all along. No man had a right to such eyes, such lashes, and such 
lips; it was uncanny. As for his mother, his sisters, and the servants, it was 
not too much to say they made a young god of him; they worshipped 
Harold, they forgave him everything; and he had needed some forgiving 
ever since the time when he was thirteen and he had stolen his mother’s 


purse, taken the money, and hidden the purse in the cook’s bedroom. Old 
Mr. Neave struck sharply with his stick upon the pavement edge. But it 
wasn’t only his family who spoiled Harold, he reflected, it was everybody; 
he had only to look and to smile, and down they went before him. So 
perhaps it wasn’t to be wondered at that he expected the office to carry on 
the tradition. H’m, h’m! But it couldn’t be done. No business — not even a 
successful, established, big paying concern — could be played with. A man 
had either to put his whole heart and soul into it, or it went all to pieces 
before his eyes... 

And then Charlotte and the girls were always at him to make the whole 
thing over to Harold, to retire, and to spend his time enjoying himself. 
Enjoying himself! Old Mr. Neave stopped dead under a group of ancient 
cabbage palms outside the Government buildings! Enjoying himself! The 
wind of evening shook the dark leaves to a thin airy cackle. Sitting at home, 
twiddling his thumbs, conscious all the while that his life’s work was 
slipping away, dissolving, disappearing through Harold’s fine fingers, while 
Harold smiled... 

“Why will you be so unreasonable, father? There’s absolutely no need for 
you to go to the office. It only makes it very awkward for us when people 
persist in saying how tired you’re looking. Here’s this huge house and 
garden. Surely you could be happy in — in — appreciating it for a change. 
Or you could take up some hobby.” 

And Lola the baby had chimed in loftily, “All men ought to have hobbies. 
It makes life impossible if they haven’t.” 

Well, well! He couldn’t help a grim smile as painfully he began to climb 
the hill that led into Harcourt Avenue. Where would Lola and her sisters 
and Charlotte be if he’d gone in for hobbies, he’d like to know? Hobbies 
couldn’t pay for the town house and the seaside bungalow, and their horses, 
and their golf, and the sixty-guinea gramophone in the music-room for them 
to dance to. Not that he grudged them these things. No, they were smart, 
good-looking girls, and Charlotte was a remarkable woman; it was natural 
for them to be in the swim. As a matter of fact, no other house in the town 
was as popular as theirs; no other family entertained so much. And how 
many times old Mr. Neave, pushing the cigar box across the smoking-room 
table, had listened to praises of his wife, his girls, of himself even. 

“You’re an ideal family, sir, an ideal family. It’s like something one reads 
about or sees on the stage.” 


“That’s all right, my boy,” old Mr. Neave would reply. “Try one of those; 
I think you'll like them. And if you care to smoke in the garden, you’ll find 
the girls on the lawn, I dare say.” 

That was why the girls had never married, so people said. They could 
have married anybody. But they had too good a time at home. They were 
too happy together, the girls and Charlotte. H’m, h’m! Well, well. Perhaps 
SO... 

By this time he had walked the length of fashionable Harcourt Avenue; 
he had reached the corner house, their house. The carriage gates were 
pushed back; there were fresh marks of wheels on the drive. And then he 
faced the big white-painted house, with its wide-open windows, its tulle 
curtains floating outwards, its blue jars of hyacinths on the broad sills. On 
either side of the carriage porch their hydrangeas — famous in the town — 
were coming into flower; the pinkish, bluish masses of flower lay like light 
among the spreading leaves. And somehow, it seemed to old Mr. Neave that 
the house and the flowers, and even the fresh marks on the drive, were 
saying, “There is young life here. There are girls—” 

The hall, as always, was dusky with wraps, parasols, gloves, piled on the 
oak chests. From the music-room sounded the piano, quick, loud and 
impatient. Through the drawing-room door that was ajar voices floated. 

“And were there ices?” came from Charlotte. Then the creak, creak of her 
rocker. 

“Ices!” cried Ethel. “My dear mother, you never saw such ices. Only two 
kinds. And one a common little strawberry shop ice, in a sopping wet frill.” 

“The food altogether was too appalling,” came from Marion. 

“Still, it’s rather early for ices,” said Charlotte easily. 

“But why, if one has them at all... “ began Ethel. 

“Oh, quite so, darling,” crooned Charlotte. 

Suddenly the music-room door opened and Lola dashed out. She started, 
she nearly screamed, at the sight of old Mr. Neave. 

“Gracious, father! What a fright you gave me! Have you just come 
home? Why isn’t Charles here to help you off with your coat?” 

Her cheeks were crimson from playing, her eyes glittered, the hair fell 
over her forehead. And she breathed as though she had come running 
through the dark and was frightened. Old Mr. Neave stared at his youngest 
daughter; he felt he had never seen her before. So that was Lola, was it? But 
she seemed to have forgotten her father; 1t was not for him that she was 


waiting there. Now she put the tip of her crumpled handkerchief between 
her teeth and tugged at it angrily. The telephone rang. A-ah! Lola gave a cry 
like a sob and dashed past him. The door of the telephone-room slammed, 
and at the same moment Charlotte called, “Is that you, father?” 

“You're tired again,” said Charlotte reproachfully, and she stopped the 
rocker and offered her warm plum-like cheek. Bright-haired Ethel pecked 
his beard, Marion’s lips brushed his ear. 

“Did you walk back, father?” asked Charlotte. 

“Yes, I walked home,” said old Mr. Neave, and he sank into one of the 
immense drawing-room chairs. 

“But why didn’t you take a cab?” said Ethel. “There are hundred of cabs 
about at that time.” 

“My dear Ethel,” cried Marion, “if father prefers to tire himself out, I 
really don’t see what business of ours it is to interfere.” 

“Children, children?” coaxed Charlotte. 

But Marion wouldn’t be stopped. “No, mother, you spoil father, and it’s 
not right. You ought to be stricter with him. He’s very naughty.” She 
laughed her hard, bright laugh and patted her hair in a mirror. Strange! 
When she was a little girl she had such a soft, hesitating voice; she had even 
stuttered, and now, whatever she said — even if it was only “Jam, please, 
father” — it rang out as though she were on the stage. 

“Did Harold leave the office before you, dear?” asked Charlotte, 
beginning to rock again. 

“I’m not sure,” said Old Mr. Neave. “I’m not sure. I didn’t see him after 
four o’clock.” 

“He said—” began Charlotte. 

But at that moment Ethel, who was twitching over the leaves of some 
paper or other, ran to her mother and sank down beside her chair. 

“There, you see,” she cried. “That’s what I mean, mummy. Yellow, with 
touches of silver. Don’t you agree?” 

“Give it to me, love,” said Charlotte. She fumbled for her tortoise-shell 
spectacles and put them on, gave the page a little dab with her plump small 
fingers, and pursed up her lips. “Very sweet!” she crooned vaguely; she 
looked at Ethel over her spectacles. “But I shouldn’t have the train.” 

“Not the train!” wailed Ethel tragically. “But the train’s the whole point.” 

“Here, mother, let me decide.” Marion snatched the paper playfully from 
Charlotte. “I agree with mother,” she cried triumphantly. “The train 


overweights it.” 

Old Mr. Neave, forgotten, sank into the broad lap of his chair, and, 
dozing, heard them as though he dreamed. There was no doubt about it, he 
was tired out; he had lost his hold. Even Charlotte and the girls were too 
much for him to-night. They were too... too... But all his drowsing brain 
could think of was — too rich for him. And somewhere at the back of 
everything he was watching a little withered ancient man climbing up 
endless flights of stairs. Who was he? 

“T shan’t dress to-night,” he muttered. 

“What do you say, father?” 

“Eh, what, what?” Old Mr. Neave woke with a start and stared across at 
them. “I shan’t dress to-night,” he repeated. 

“But, father, we’ve got Lucile coming, and Henry Davenport, and Mrs. 
Teddie Walker.” 

“Tt will look so very out of the picture.” 

“Don’t you feel well, dear?” 

“You needn’t make any effort. What is Charles for?” 

“But if you’re really not up to it,” Charlotte wavered. 

“Very well! Very well!” Old Mr. Neave got up and went to join that little 
old climbing fellow just as far as his dressing-room... 

There young Charles was waiting for him. Carefully, as though 
everything depended on it, he was tucking a towel round the hot-water can. 
Young Charles had been a favourite of his ever since as a little red-faced 
boy he had come into the house to look after the fires. Old Mr. Neave 
lowered himself into the cane lounge by the window, stretched out his legs, 
and made his little evening joke, “Dress him up, Charles!” And Charles, 
breathing intensely and frowning, bent forward to take the pin out of his tie. 

H’m, h’m! Well, well! It was pleasant by the open window, very pleasant 
— a fine mild evening. They were cutting the grass on the tennis court 
below; he heard the soft churr of the mower. Soon the girls would begin 
their tennis parties again. And at the thought he seemed to hear Marion’s 
voice ring out, “Good for you, partner... Oh, played, partner... Oh, very nice 
indeed.” Then Charlotte calling from the veranda, “Where is Harold?” And 
Ethel, “He’s certainly not here, mother.” And Charlotte’s vague, “He said 

Old Mr. Neave sighed, got up, and putting one hand under his beard, he 
took the comb from young Charles, and carefully combed the white beard 


over. Charles gave him a folded handkerchief, his watch and seals, and 
spectacle case. 

“That will do, my lad.” The door shut, he sank back, he was alone... 

And now that little ancient fellow was climbing down endless flights that 
led to a glittering, gay dining-room. What legs he had! They were like a 
spider’s — thin, withered. 

“You're an ideal family, sir, an ideal family.” 

But if that were true, why didn’t Charlotte or the girls stop him? Why 
was he all alone, climbing up and down? Where was Harold? Ah, it was no 
good expecting anything from Harold. Down, down went the little old 
spider, and then, to his horror, old Mr. Neave saw him slip past the dining- 
room and make for the porch, the dark drive, the carriage gates, the office. 
Stop him, stop him, somebody! 

Old Mr. Neave started up. It was dark in his dressing-room; the window 
shone pale. How long had he been asleep? He listened, and through the big, 
airy, darkened house there floated far-away voices, far-away sounds. 
Perhaps, he thought vaguely, he had been asleep for a long time. He’d been 
forgotten. What had all this to do with him — this house and Charlotte, the 
girls and Harold — what did he know about them? They were strangers to 
him. Life had passed him by. Charlotte was not his wife. His wife! 

... A dark porch, half hidden by a passion-vine, that drooped sorrowful, 
mournful, as though it understood. Small, warm arms were round his neck. 
A face, little and pale, lifted to his, and a voice breathed, “Good-bye, my 
treasure.” 

My treasure! “Good-bye, my treasure!” Which of them had spoken? Why 
had they said good-bye? There had been some terrible mistake. She was his 
wife, that little pale girl, and all the rest of his life had been a dream. 

Then the door opened, and young Charles, standing in the light, put his 
hands by his side and shouted like a young soldier, “Dinner is on the table, 
sir!” 

“I’m coming, I’m coming,” said old Mr. Neave. 


THE LADY’S MAID. 


Eleven o’clock. A knock at the door... I hope I haven’t disturbed you, 
madam. You weren’t asleep — were you? But I’ve just given my lady her 
tea, and there was such a nice cup over, I thought, perhaps... 

... Not at all, madam. I always make a cup of tea last thing. She drinks it 
in bed after her prayers to warm her up. I put the kettle on when she kneels 
down and I say to it, “Now you needn’t be in too much of a hurry to say 
your prayers.” But it’s always boiling before my lady is half through. You 
see, madam, we know such a lot of people, and they’ve all got to be prayed 
for — every one. My lady keeps a list of the names in a little red book. Oh 
dear! whenever some one new has been to see us and my lady says 
afterwards, “Ellen, give me my little red book,” I feel quite wild, I do. 
“There’s another,” I think, “keeping her out of her bed in all weathers.” And 
she won’t have a cushion, you know, madam; she kneels on the hard carpet. 
It fidgets me something dreadful to see her, knowing her as I do. I’ve tried 
to cheat her; I’ve spread out the eiderdown. But the first time I did it — oh, 
she gave me such a look — holy it was, madam. “Did our Lord have an 
eiderdown, Ellen?” she said. But — I was younger at the time — I felt 
inclined to say, “No, but our Lord wasn’t your age, and he didn’t know what 
it was to have your lumbago.” Wicked — wasn’t it? But she’s too good, you 
know, madam. When I tucked her up just now and seen — saw her lying 
back, her hands outside and her head on the pillow — so pretty — I 
couldn’t help thinking, “Now you look just like your dear mother when I 
laid her out!” 

... Yes, madam, it was all left to me. Oh, she did look sweet. I did her 
hair, soft-like, round her forehead, all in dainty curls, and just to one side of 
her neck I put a bunch of most beautiful purple pansies. Those pansies 
made a picture of her, madam! I shall never forget them. I thought to-night, 
when I looked at my lady, “Now, if only the pansies was there no one could 
tell the difference.” 

... Only the last year, madam. Only after she’d got a little — well — 
feeble as you might say. Of course, she was never dangerous; she was the 
sweetest old lady. But how it took her was — she thought she’d lost 
something. She couldn’t keep still, she couldn’t settle. All day long she’d be 


up and down, up and down; you’d meet her everywhere, — on the stairs, in 
the porch, making for the kitchen. And she’d look up at you, and she’d say 
— just like a child, “I’ve lost it, Pve lost it.” “Come along,” I’d say, “come 
along, and I'll lay out your patience for you.” But she’d catch me by the 
hand — I was a favourite of hers — and whisper, “Find it for me, Ellen. 
Find it for me.” Sad, wasn’t it? 

... No, she never recovered, madam. She had a stroke at the end. Last 
words she ever said was — very slow, “Look in — the — Look — in—” 
And then she was gone. 

... No, madam, I can’t say I noticed it. Perhaps some girls. But you see, 
it’s like this, I’ve got nobody but my lady. My mother died of consumption 
when I was four, and I lived with my grandfather, who kept a hair-dresser’s 
shop. I used to spend all my time in the shop under a table dressing my 
doll’s hair — copying the assistants, I suppose. They were ever so kind to 
me. Used to make me little wigs, all colours, the latest fashions and all. And 
there I'd sit all day, quiet as quiet — the customers never knew. Only now 
and again I’d take my peep from under the table-cloth. 

... But one day I managed to get a pair of scissors and — would you 
believe it, madam? I cut off all my hair; snipped it off all in bits, like the 
little monkey I was. Grandfather was furious! He caught hold of the tongs 
— I shall never forget 1t — grabbed me by the hand and shut my fingers in 
them. “That’ll teach you!” he said. It was a fearful burn. I’ve got the mark 
of it to-day. 

... Well, you see, madam, he’d taken such pride in my hair. He used to sit 
me up on the counter, before the customers came, and do it something 
beautiful — big, soft curls and waved over the top. I remember the 
assistants standing round, and me ever so solemn with the penny 
grandfather gave me to hold while it was being done... But he always took 
the penny back afterwards. Poor grandfather! Wild, he was, at the fright ’'d 
made of myself. But he frightened me that time. Do you know what I did, 
madam? I ran away. Yes, I did, round the corners, in and out, I don’t know 
how far I didn’t run. Oh, dear, I must have looked a sight, with my hand 
rolled up in my pinny and my hair sticking out. People must have laughed 
when they saw me... 

... No, madam, grandfather never got over it. He couldn’t bear the sight of 
me after. Couldn’t eat his dinner, even, if I was there. So my aunt took me. 


She was a cripple, an upholstress. Tiny! She had to stand on the sofas when 
she wanted to cut out the backs. And it was helping her I met my lady... 

... Not so very, madam. I was thirteen, turned. And I don’t remember ever 
feeling — well — a child, as you might say. You see there was my uniform, 
and one thing and another. My lady put me into collars and cuffs from the 
first. Oh yes — once I did! That was — funny! It was like this. My lady had 
her two little nieces staying with her — we were at Sheldon at the time — 
and there was a fair on the common. 

“Now, Ellen,” she said, “I want you to take the two young ladies for a 
ride on the donkeys.” Off we went; solemn little loves they were; each had 
a hand. But when we came to the donkeys they were too shy to go on. So 
we stood and watched instead. Beautiful those donkeys were! They were 
the first ’'d seen out of a cart — for pleasure as you might say. They were a 
lovely silver-grey, with little red saddles and blue bridles and bells jing-a- 
jingling on their ears. And quite big girls — older than me, even — were 
riding them, ever so gay. Not at all common, I don’t mean, madam, just 
enjoying themselves. And I don’t know what it was, but the way the little 
feet went, and the eyes — so gentle — and the soft ears — made me want 
to go on a donkey more than anything in the world! 

... Of course, I couldn’t. I had my young ladies. And what would I have 
looked like perched up there in my uniform? But all the rest of the day it 
was donkeys — donkeys on the brain with me. I felt I should have burst if I 
didn’t tell some one; and who was there to tell? But when I went to bed — I 
was sleeping in Mrs. James’s bedroom, our cook that was, at the time — as 
soon as the lights was out, there they were, my donkeys, jingling along, 
with their neat little feet and sad eyes... Well, madam, would you believe it, 
I waited for a long time and pretended to be asleep, and then suddenly I sat 
up and called out as loud as I could, “I do want to go on a donkey. I do want 
a donkey-ride!” You see, I had to say it, and I thought they wouldn’t laugh 
at me if they knew I was only dreaming. Artful — wasn’t it? Just what a 
silly child would think... 

... No, madam, never now. Of course, I did think of it at one time. But it 
wasn’t to be. He had a little flower-shop just down the road and across from 
where we was living. Funny — wasn’t it? And me such a one for flowers. 
We were having a lot of company at the time, and I was in and out of the 
shop more often than not, as the saying is. And Harry and I (his name was 
Harry) got to quarrelling about how things ought to be arranged — and that 


began it. Flowers! you wouldn’t believe it, madam, the flowers he used to 
bring me. He’d stop at nothing. It was lilies-of-the-valley more than once, 
and I’m not exaggerating! Well, of course, we were going to be married and 
live over the shop, and it was all going to be just so, and I was to have the 
window to arrange... Oh, how I’ve done that window of a Saturday! Not 
really, of course, madam, just dreaming, as you might say. I’ve done it for 
Christmas — motto in holly, and all — and I’ve had my Easter lilies with a 
gorgeous star all daffodils in the middle. I’ve hung — well, that’s enough of 
that. The day came he was to call for me to choose the furniture. Shall I 
ever forget it? It was a Tuesday. My lady wasn’t quite herself that 
afternoon. Not that she’d said anything, of course; she never does or will. 
But I knew by the way that she kept wrapping herself up and asking me if it 
was cold — and her little nose looked... pinched. I didn’t like leaving her; I 
knew I'd be worrying all the time. At last I asked her if she’d rather I put it 
off. “Oh no, Ellen,” she said, “you mustn’t mind about me. You mustn’t 
disappoint your young man.” And so cheerful, you know, madam, never 
thinking about herself. It made me feel worse than ever. I began to wonder... 
then she dropped her handkerchief and began to stoop down to pick it up 
herself — a thing she never did. “Whatever are you doing!” I cried, running 
to stop her. “Well,” she said, smiling, you know, madam, “I shall have to 
begin to practise.” Oh, it was all I could do not to burst out crying. I went 
over to the dressing-table and made believe to rub up the silver, and I 
couldn’t keep myself in, and I asked her if she’d rather I... didn’t get 
married. “No, Ellen,” she said — that was her voice, madam, like I’m 
giving you— “No, Ellen, not for the wide world!” But while she said it, 
madam — I was looking in her glass; of course, she didn’t know I could see 
her — she put her little hand on her heart just like her dear mother used to, 
and lifted her eyes... Oh, madam! 

When Harry came I had his letters all ready, and the ring and a ducky 
little brooch he’d given me — a silver bird it was, with a chain in its beak, 
and on the end of the chain a heart with a dagger. Quite the thing! I opened 
the door to him. I never gave him time for a word. “There you are,” I said. 
“Take them all back,” I said, “it’s all over. ’'m not going to marry you,” I 
said, “I can’t leave my lady.” White! he turned as white as a woman. I had 
to slam the door, and there I stood, all of a tremble, till I knew he had gone. 
When I opened the door — believe me or not, madam — that man was 
gone! I ran out into the road just as I was, in my apron and my house-shoes, 


and there I stayed in the middle of the road... staring. People must have 
laughed if they saw me... 

... Goodness gracious! — What’s that? It’s the clock striking! And here 
I’ve been keeping you awake. Oh, madam, you ought to have stopped me... 
Can I tuck in your feet? I always tuck in my lady’s feet, every night, just the 
same. And she says, “Good night, Ellen. Sleep sound and wake early!” I 
don’t know what I should do if she didn’t say that, now. 

... Oh dear, I sometimes think... whatever should I do if anything were 
to... But, there, thinking’s no good to any one — 1s it, madam? Thinking 
won’t help. Not that I do it often. And if ever I do I pull myself up sharp, 
“Now, then, Ellen. At it again — you silly girl! If you can’t find anything 
better to do than to start thinking!...” 


THE DOVES’ NEST AND OTHER STORIES 


Mansfield spent her last years seeking increasingly unconventional cures 
for her tuberculosis. In February 1922, she consulted the Russian physician 
Ivan Manoukhin. His ‘revolutionary’ treatment, consisting of bombarding 
the spleen with X-rays, caused Mansfield to develop heat flashes and 
numbness in her legs. 

As she felt herself drawing closer to death, Mansfield concentrated on her 
spiritual life. In October 1922, she moved to Georges Gurdjieff’s Institute 
for the Harmonious Development of Man in Fontainebleau, France, where 
she was under the care of Olgivanna Lazovitch Hinzenburg. Sadly, the 
author suffered a fatal pulmonary haemorrhage in January 1923, after 
running up a flight of stairs to show Murry how well she felt. The author 
died on 9 January and was buried in a cemetery in the Fontainebleau district 
in the town of Avon. 

Mansfield proved to be a prolific writer in the final years of her life, and 
much of her prose and poetry remained unpublished at her death. Murry 
took on the task of editing and publishing her works, releasing her fourth 
collection, The Dove's Nest and Other Stories, in 1923, followed by a fifth 
and final collection in 1924, under the title Something Childish and Other 
Stories. 
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The Doll’s House 


When dear old Mrs. Hay went back to town after staying with the Burnells 
she sent the children a doll’s house. It was so big that the carter and Pat 
carried it into the courtyard, and there it stayed, propped up on two wooden 
boxes beside the feed-room door. No harm could come to it; it was summer. 
And perhaps the smell of paint would have gone off by the time it had to be 
taken in. For, really, the smell of paint coming from that doll’s house 
(‘Sweet of old Mrs. Hay, of course; most sweet and generous!’) — but the 
smell of paint was quite enough to make anyone seriously ill, in Aunt 
Beryl’s opinion. Even before the sacking was taken off. And when it was... 

There stood the Doll’s house, a dark, oily, spinach green, picked out with 
bright yellow. Its two solid little chimneys, glued on to the roof, were 
painted red and white, and the door, gleaming with yellow varnish, was like 
a little slab of toffee. Four windows, real windows, were divided into panes 
by a broad streak of green. There was actually a tiny porch, too, painted 
yellow, with big lumps of congealed paint hanging along the edge. 

But perfect, perfect little house! Who could possibly mind the smell. It 
was part of the joy, part of the newness. 

“Open it quickly, someone!” 

The hook at the side was stuck fast. Pat prized it open with his penknife, 
and the whole house front swung back, and — there you were, gazing at 
one and the same moment into the drawing-room and dining-room, the 
kitchen and two bedrooms. That is the way for a house to open! Why don’t 
all houses open like that? How much more exciting than peering through 
the slit of a door into a mean little hall with a hatstand and two umbrellas! 
That is — isn’t it? — what you long to know about a house when you put 
your hand on the knocker. Perhaps it is the way God opens houses at the 
dead of night when He is taking a quiet turn with an angel... 

“O-oh!” The Burnell children sounded as though they were in despair. It 
was too marvellous; it was too much for them. They had never seen 
anything like it in their lives. All the rooms were papered. There were 
pictures on the walls, painted on the paper, with gold frames complete. Red 
carpet covered all the floors except the kitchen; red plush chairs in the 
drawing-room, green in the dining-room; tables, beds with real bedclothes, 


a cradle, a stove, a dresser with tiny plates and one big jug. But what Kezia 
liked more than anything, what she liked frightfully”, was the lamp. It stood 
in the middle of the dining-room table, an exquisite little amber lamp with a 
white globe. It was even filled all ready for lighting, though, of course, you 
couldn’t light it. But there was something inside that looked like oil and 
moved when you shook it. 

The father and mother dolls, who sprawled very stiff as though they had 
fainted in the drawing-room, and their two little children asleep upstairs, 
were really too big for the doll’s house. They didn’t look as though they 
belonged. But the lamp was perfect. It seemed to smile at Kezia, to say, “I 
live here.” The lamp was real. 

The Burnell children could hardly walk to school fast enough the next 
morning. They burned to tell everybody, to describe, to — well — to boast 
about their doll’s house before the school-bell rang. 

“I’m to tell,” said Isabel, “because I’m the eldest. And you two can join 
in after. But I’m to tell first.” 

There was nothing to answer. Isabel was bossy, but she was always right, 
and Lottie and Kezia knew too well the powers that went with being eldest. 
They brushed through the thick buttercups at the road edge and said 
nothing. 

“And I’m to choose who’s to come and see it first. Mother said I might.” 

For it had been arranged that while the doll’s house stood in the courtyard 
they might ask the girls at school, two at a time, to come and look. Not to 
stay to tea, of course, or to come traipsing through the house. But just to 
stand quietly in the courtyard while Isabel pointed out the beauties, and 
Lottie and Kezia looked pleased... 

But hurry as they might, by the time they had reached the tarred palings 
of the boys’ playground the bell had begun to jangle. They only just had 
time to whip off their hats and fall into line before the roll was called. Never 
mind. Isabel tried to make up for it by looking very important and 
mysterious and by whispering behind her hand to the girls near her, “Got 
something to tell you at playtime.” 

Playtime came and Isabel was surrounded. The girls of her class nearly 
fought to put their arms round her, to walk away with her, to beam 
flatteringly, to be her special friend. She held quite a court under the huge 
pine trees at the side of the playground. Nudging, giggling together, the 
little girls pressed up close. And the only two who stayed outside the ring 


were the two who were always outside, the little Kelveys. They knew better 
than to come anywhere near the Burnells. 

For the fact was, the school the Burnell children went to was not at all the 
kind of place their parents would have chosen if there had been any choice. 
But there was none. It was the only school for miles. And the consequence 
was all the children of the neighbourhood, the Judge’s little girls, the 
doctor’s daughters, the store-keeper’s children, the milkman’s, were forced 
to mix together. Not to speak of there being an equal number of rude, rough 
little boys as well. But the line had to be drawn somewhere. It was drawn at 
the Kelveys. Many of the children, including the Burnells, were not allowed 
even to speak to them. They walked past the Kelveys with their heads in the 
air, and as they set the fashion in all matters of behaviour, the Kelveys were 
shunned by everybody. Even the teacher had a special voice for them, and a 
special smile for the other children when Lil Kelvey came up to her desk 
with a bunch of dreadfully common-looking flowers. 

They were the daughters of a spry, hardworking little washerwoman, who 
went about from house to house by the day. This was awful enough. But 
where was Mr. Kelvey? Nobody knew for certain. But everybody said he 
was in prison. So they were the daughters of a washerwoman and a 
gaolbird. Very nice company for other people’s children! And they looked 
it. Why Mrs. Kelvey made them so conspicuous was hard to understand. 
The truth was they were dressed in “bits” given to her by the people for 
whom she worked. Lil, for instance, who was a stout, plain child, with big 
freckles, came to school in a dress made from a green art-serge table-cloth 
of the Burnells’, with red plush sleeves from the Logans’ curtains. Her hat, 
perched on top of her high forehead, was a grown-up woman’s hat, once the 
property of Miss Lecky, the postmistress. It was turned up at the back and 
trimmed with a large scarlet quill. What a little guy she looked! It was 
impossible not to laugh. And her little sister, our Else, wore a long white 
dress, rather like a nightgown, and a pair of little boy’s boots. But whatever 
our Else wore she would have looked strange. She was a tiny wishbone of a 
child, with cropped hair and enormous solemn eyes — a little white owl. 
Nobody had ever seen her smile; she scarcely ever spoke. She went through 
life holding on to Lil, with a piece of Lil’s skirt screwed up in her hand. 
Where Lil went, our Else followed. In the playground, on the road going to 
and from school, there was Lil marching in front and our Else holding on 
behind. Only when she wanted anything, or when she was out of breath, our 


Else gave Lil a tug, a twitch, and Lil stopped and turned round. The 
Kelveys never failed to understand each other. 

Now they hovered at the edge; you couldn’t stop them listening. When 
the little girls turned round and sneered, Lil, as usual, gave her silly, 
shamefaced smile, but our Else only looked. 

And Isabel’s voice, so very proud, went on telling. The carpet made a 
great sensation, but so did the beds with real bedclothes, and the stove with 
an oven door. 

When she finished Kezia broke in. “You’ve forgotten the lamp, Isabel.” 

“Oh, yes,” said Isabel, “cand there’s a teeny little lamp, all made of yellow 
glass, with a white globe that stands on the dining-room table. You couldn’t 
tell it from a real one.” 

“The lamp’s best of all,” cried Kezia. She thought Isabel wasn’t making 
half enough of the little lamp. But nobody paid any attention. Isabel was 
choosing the two who were to come back with them that afternoon and see 
it. She chose Emmie Cole and Lena Logan. But when the others knew they 
were all to have a chance, they couldn’t be nice enough to Isabel. One by 
one they put their arms round Isabel’s waist and walked her off. They had 
something to whisper to her, a secret. “Isabel’s my friend.” 

Only the little Kelveys moved away forgotten; there was nothing more 
for them to hear. 

Days passed, and as more children saw the doll’s house, the fame of it 
spread. It became the one subject, the rage. The one question was, “Have 
you seen Burnells’ doll’s house? Oh, ain’t it lovely!” “Haven’t you seen it? 
Oh, I say!” 

Even the dinner hour was given up to talking about it. The little girls sat 
under the pines eating their thick mutton sandwiches and big slabs of 
johnny cake spread with butter. While always, as near as they could get, sat 
the Kelveys, our Else holding on to Lil, listening too, while they chewed 
their jam sandwiches out of a newspaper soaked with large red blobs. 
“Mother,” said Kezia, “can’t I ask the Kelveys just once?” 

“Certainly not, Kezia.” 

“But why not?” 

“Run away, Kezia; you know quite well why not.” 

At last everybody had seen it except them. On that day the subject rather 
flagged. It was the dinner hour. The children stood together under the pine 
trees, and suddenly, as they looked at the Kelveys eating out of their paper, 


always by themselves, always listening, they wanted to be horrid to them. 
Emmie Cole started the whisper. 

“Lil Kelvey’s going to be a servant when she grows up.” 

“O-oh, how awful!” said Isabel Burnell, and she made eyes at Emmie. 

Emmie swallowed in a very meaning way and nodded to Isabel as she’d 
seen her mother do on those occasions. 

“It’s true — it’s true — it’s true,” she said. 

Then Lena Logan’s little eyes snapped. “Shall I ask her?” she whispered. 

“Bet you don’t,” said Jessie May. 

“Pooh, I’m not frightened,” said Lena. Suddenly she gave a little squeal 
and danced in front of the other girls. “Watch! Watch me! Watch me now!” 
said Lena. And sliding, gliding, dragging one foot, giggling behind her 
hand, Lena went over to the Kelveys. 

Lil looked up from her dinner. She wrapped the rest quickly away. Our 
Else stopped chewing. What was coming now? 

“Ts it true you’re going to be a servant when you grow up, Lil Kelvey?” 
shrilled Lena. 

Dead silence. But instead of answering, Lil only gave her silly, 
shamefaced smile. She didn’t seem to mind the question at all. What a sell 
for Lena! The girls began to titter. 

Lena couldn’t stand that. She put her hands on her hips; she shot forward. 
“Yah, yer father’s in prison!” she hissed, spitefully. 

This was such a marvellous thing to have said that the little girls rushed 
away in a body, deeply, deeply excited, wild with joy. Someone found a 
long rope, and they began skipping. And never did they skip so high, run in 
and out so fast, or do such daring things as on that morning. 

In the afternoon Pat called for the Burnell children with the buggy and 
they drove home. There were visitors. Isabel and Lottie, who liked visitors, 
went upstairs to change their pinafores. But Kezia thieved out at the back. 
Nobody was about; she began to swing on the big white gates of the 
courtyard. Presently, looking along the road, she saw two little dots. They 
grew bigger, they were coming towards her. Now she could see that one 
was in front and one close behind. Now she could see that they were the 
Kelveys. Kezia stopped swinging. She slipped off the gate as if she was 
going to run away. Then she hesitated. The Kelveys came nearer, and beside 
them walked their shadows, very long, stretching right across the road with 


their heads in the buttercups. Kezia clambered back on the gate; she had 
made up her mind; she swung out. 

“Hullo,” she said to the passing Kelveys. 

They were so astounded that they stopped. Lil gave her silly smile. Our 
Else stared. 

“You can come and see our doll’s house if you want to,” said Kezia, and 
she dragged one toe on the ground. But at that Lil turned red and shook her 
head quickly. 

“Why not?” asked Kezia. 

Lil gasped, then she said, “Your ma told our ma you wasn’t to speak to 
us.” 

“Oh, well,” said Kezia. She didn’t know what to reply. “It doesn’t matter. 
You can come and see our doll’s house all the same. Come on. Nobody’s 
looking.” 

But Lil shook her head still harder. 

“Don’t you want to?” asked Kezia. 

Suddenly there was a twitch, a tug at Lil’s skirt. She turned round. Our 
Else was looking at her with big, imploring eyes; she was frowning; she 
wanted to go. For a moment Lil looked at our Else very doubtfully. But then 
our Else twitched her skirt again. She started forward. Kezia led the way. 
Like two little stray cats they followed across the courtyard to where the 
doll’s house stood. 

“There it is,” said Kezia. 

There was a pause. Lil breathed loudly, almost snorted; our Else was still 
as stone. 

“Pll open it for you,” said Kezia kindly. She undid the hook and they 
looked inside. 

“There’s the drawing-room and the dining-room, and that’s the — — 

“Kezia!” 

Oh, what a start they gave! 

“Kezia!” 

It was Aunt Beryl’s voice. They turned round. At the back door stood 
Aunt Beryl, staring as if she couldn’t believe what she saw. 

“How dare you ask the little Kelveys into the courtyard?” said her cold, 
furious voice. “You know as well as I do, you’re not allowed to talk to 
them. Run away, children, run away at once. And don’t come back again,” 
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said Aunt Beryl. And she stepped into the yard and shooed them out as if 
they were chickens. 

“Off you go immediately!” she called, cold and proud. 

They did not need telling twice. Burning with shame, shrinking together, 
Lil huddling along like her mother, our Else dazed, somehow they crossed 
the big courtyard and squeezed through the white gate. 

“Wicked, disobedient little girl!” said Aunt Beryl bitterly to Kezia, and 
she slammed the doll’s house to. 

The afternoon had been awful. A letter had come from Willie Brent, a 
terrifying, threatening letter, saying if she did not meet him that evening in 
Pulman’s Bush, he’d come to the front door and ask the reason why! But 
now that she had frightened those little rats of Kelveys and given Kezia a 
good scolding, her heart felt lighter. That ghastly pressure was gone. She 
went back to the house humming. 

When the Kelveys were well out of sight of Burnells’, they sat down to 
rest on a big red drainpipe by the side of the road. Lil’s cheeks were still 
burning; she took off the hat with the quill and held it on her knee. 
Dreamily they looked over the hay paddocks, past the creek, to the group of 
wattles where Logan’s cows stood waiting to be milked. What were their 
thoughts? Presently our Else nudged up close to her sister. But now she had 
forgotten the cross lady. She put out a finger and stroked her sister’s quill; 
she smiled her rare smile. 

“T seen the little lamp,” she said, softly. 

Then both were silent once more. 


Honeymoon 


And when they came out of the lace shop there was their own driver and the 
cab they called their own cab waiting for them under a plane tree. What 
luck! Wasn’t it luck? Fanny pressed her husband’s arm. These things 
seemed always to be happening to them ever since they — came abroad. 
Didn’t he think so too? But George stood on the pavement edge, lifted his 
stick, and gave a loud “Hi!” Fanny sometimes felt a little uncomfortable 
about the way George summoned cabs, but the drivers didn’t seem to mind, 
so it must have been all right. Fat, good-natured, and smiling, they stuffed 
away the little newspaper they were reading, whipped the cotton cover off 
the horse, and were ready to obey. 

“T say,” George said as he helped Fanny in, “suppose we go and have tea 
at the place where the lobsters grow. Would you like to?” 

“Most awfully,” said Fanny, fervently, as she leaned back wondering why 
the way George put things made them sound so very nice. 

“R-right, bien.” He was beside her. “Allay” he cried gaily, and off they 
went. 

Off they went, spanking along lightly, under the green and gold shade of 
the plane trees, through the small streets that smelled of lemons and fresh 
coffee, past the fountain square where women, with water-pots lifted, 
stopped talking to gaze after them, round the corner past the café, with its 
pink and white umbrellas, green tables, and blue siphons, and so to the sea 
front. There a wind, light, warm, came flowing over the boundless sea. It 
touched George, and Fanny it seemed to linger over while they gazed at the 
dazzling water. And George said, “Jolly, isn’t it?” And Fanny, looking 
dreamy, said, as she said at least twenty times a day since they — came 
abroad: “Isn’t it extraordinary to think that here we are quite alone, away 
from everybody, with nobody to tell us to go home, or to — to order us 
about except ourselves?” 

George had long since given up answering “Extraordinary!” As a rule he 
merely kissed her. But now he caught hold of her hand, stuffed it into his 
pocket, pressed her fingers, and said, “I used to keep a white mouse in my 
pocket when I was a kid.” 


“Did you?” said Fanny, who was intensely interested in everything 
George had ever done. “Were you very fond of white mice?” 

“Fairly,” said George, without conviction. He was looking at something, 
bobbing out there beyond the bathing steps. Suddenly he almost jumped in 
his seat. “Fanny!” he cried. “.There’s a chap out there bathing. Do you see? 
I’d no idea people had begun. I’ve been missing it all these days.” George 
glared at the reddened face, the reddened arm, as though he could not look 
away. “At any rate,” he muttered, “wild horses won’t keep me from going 
in to-morrow morning.” 

Fanny’s heart sank. She had heard for years of the frightful dangers of the 
Mediterranean. It was an absolute death-trap. Beautiful, treacherous 
Mediterranean. There it lay curled before them, its white, silky paws 
touching the stones and gone again... But she’d made up her mind long 
before she was married that never would she be the kind of woman who 
interfered with her husband’s pleasures, so all she said was, airily, “I 
suppose one has to be very up in the currents, doesn’t one?” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” said George. “People talk an awful lot of rot about 
the danger.” 

But now they were passing a high wall on the land side, covered with 
flowering heliotrope, and 

Fanny’s little nose lifted. “Oh George,” she breathed. “The smell! The 
most divine...” 

“Topping villa,” said George. “Look, you can see it through the palms.” 

“Isn’t it rather large?” said Fanny, who somehow could not look at any 
villa except as a possible habitation for herself and George. 

“Well, you’d need a crowd of people if you stayed there long,” replied 
George. “Deadly, otherwise. I say, it is ripping. I wonder who it belongs to.” 
And he prodded the driver in the back. 

The lazy, smiling driver, who had no idea, replied, as he always did on 
these occasions, that it was the property of a wealthy Spanish family. 

“Masses of Spaniards on this coast,” commented George, leaning back 
again, and they were silent until, as they rounded a bend, the big, bone- 
white hotel-restaurant came into view. Before it there was a small terrace 
built up against the sea, planted with umbrella palms, set out with tables, 
and at their approach, from the terrace, from the hotel, waiters came 
running to receive, to welcome Fanny and George, to cut them off from any 
possible kind of escape. 


“Outside?” 

Oh, but of course they would sit outside. The sleek manager, who was 
marvellously like a fish in a frock coat, skimmed forward. 

“Dis way, sir. Dis way, sir. I have a very nice little table,” he gasped. 
“Just the little table for you, sir, over in de corner. Dis way.” 

So George, looking most dreadfully bored, and Fanny, trying to look as 
though she’d spent years of life threading her way through strangers, 
followed after. 

“Here you are, sir. Here you will be very nice,” coaxed the manager, 
taking the vase off the table, and putting it down again as if it were a fresh 
little bouquet out of the air. But George refused to sit down immediately. He 
saw through these fellows; he wasn’t going to be done. These chaps were 
always out to rush you. So he put his hands in his pockets, and said to 
Fanny, very calmly, “This all right for you? Anywhere else you’d prefer? 
How about over there?” And he nodded to a table right over the other side. 

What it was to be a man of the world! Fanny admired him deeply, but all 
she wanted to do was to sit down and look like everybody else. 

“T — ] like this,” said she. 

“Right,” said George, hastily, and he sat down almost before Fanny, and 
said quickly, “Tea for two and chocolate éclairs.” 

“Very good, sir,” said the manager, and his mouth opened and shut as 
though he was ready for another dive under the water. “You will not ‘ave 
toasts to start with? We’ ave very nice toasts, sir.” 

“No,” said George, shortly. “You don’t want toast, do you, Fanny?” 

“Oh, no, thank you, George,” said Fanny, praying the manager would go. 

“Or perhaps de lady might like to look at de live lobsters in de tank while 
de tea is coming?” And he grimaced and smirked and flicked his serviette 
like a fin. 

George’s face grew stony. He said “No” again, and Fanny bent over the 
table, unbuttoning her gloves. When she looked up the man was gone. 
George took off his hat, tossed it on to a chair, and pressed back his hair. 

“Thank God,” said he, “that chap’s gone. These foreign fellows bore me 
stiff. The only way to get rid of them is simply to shut up as you saw I did. 
Thank Heaven!” sighed George again, with so much emotion that if it 
hadn’t been ridiculous Fanny might have imagined that he had been as 
frightened of the manager as she. As it was she felt a rush of love for 
George. His hands were on the table, brown, large hands that she knew so 


well. She longed to take one of them and squeeze it hard. But, to her 
astonishment, George did just that thing. Leaning across the table, he put 
his hand over hers, and said, without looking at her, “Fanny, darling 
Fanny!” 

“Oh, George!” It was in that heavenly moment that Fanny heard a twing- 
twing-tootle-tootle, and a light strumming. There’s going to be music, she 
thought, but the music didn’t matter just then. Nothing mattered except 
love. Faintly smiling she gazed into that faintly smiling face, and the feeling 
was so blissful that she felt inclined to say to George, “Let us stay here — 
where we are — at this little table. It’s perfect, and the sea is perfect. Let us 
stay.” But instead her eyes grew serious. 

“Darling,” said Fanny. “I want to ask you something fearfully important. 
Promise me you’ll answer. Promise.” 

“I promise,” said George, too solemn to be quite as serious as she. 

“Tt’s this.” Fanny paused a moment, looked down, looked up again. “Do 
you feel,” she said, softly, “that you really know me now? But really, really 
know me?” 

It was too much for George. Know his Fanny? He gave a broad, childish 
grin. “I should jolly well think I do,” he said, emphatically. “Why, what’s 
up?” 

Fanny felt he hadn’t quite understood. She went on quickly: “What I 
mean is this. So often people, even when they love each other, don’t seem 
to — to — it’s so hard to say — know each other perfectly. They don’t 
seem to want to. And I think that’s awful. They misunderstand each other 
about the most important things of all.” Fanny looked horrified. “George, 
we couldn’t do that, could we? We never could.” 

“Couldn’t be done,” laughed George, and he was just going to tell her 
how much he liked her little nose, when the waiter arrived with the tea and 
the band struck up. It was a flute, a guitar, and a violin, and it played so 
gaily that Fanny felt if she wasn’t careful even the cups and saucers might 
grow little wings and fly away. George absorbed three chocolate éclairs, 
Fanny two. The funny-tasting tea—” Lobster in the kettle,” shouted George 
above the music — was nice all the same, and when the tray was pushed 
aside and George was smoking, Fanny felt bold enough to look at the other 
people. But it was the band grouped under one of the dark trees that 
fascinated her most. The fat man stroking the guitar was like a picture. The 


dark man playing the flute kept raising his eyebrows as though he was 
astonished at the sounds that came from it. The fiddler was in shadow. 

The music stopped as suddenly as it had begun. It was then she noticed a 
tall old man with white hair standing beside the musicians. Strange she 
hadn’t noticed him before. He wore a very high, glazed collar, a coat green 
at the seams, and shamefully shabby button boots. Was he another 
manager? He did not look like a manager, and yet he stood there gazing 
over the tables as though thinking of something different and far away from 
all this. Who could he be? 

Presently, as Fanny watched him, he touched the points of his collar with 
his fingers, coughed slightly, and half-turned to the band. It began to play 
again. Something boisterous, reckless, full of fire, full of passion, was 
tossed into the air, was tossed to that quiet figure, which clasped its hands, 
and still with that far-away look, began to sing. 

“Good Lord!” said George. It seemed that everybody was equally 
astonished. Even the little children eating ices stared, with their spoons in 
the air... Nothing was heard except a thin, faint voice, the memory of a 
voice singing something in Spanish. It wavered, beat on, touched the high 
notes, fell again, seemed to implore, to entreat, to beg for something, and 
then the tune changed, and it was resigned, it bowed down, it knew it was 
denied. 

Almost before the end a little child gave a squeak of laughter, but 
everybody was smiling — except Fanny and George. Is life like this too? 
thought Fanny. There are people like this. There is suffering. And she 
looked at that gorgeous sea, lapping the land as though it loved it, and the 
sky, bright with the brightness before evening. Had she and George the right 
to be so happy? Wasn’t it cruel? There must be something else in life which 
made all these things possible. What was it? She turned to George. 

But George had been feeling differently from Fanny. The poor old boy’s 
voice was funny in a way, but, God, how it made you realise what a terrific 
thing it was to be at the beginning of everything, as they were, he and 
Fanny! George, too, gazed at the bright, breathing water, and his lips 
opened as if he could drink it. How fine it was! There was nothing like the 
sea for making a chap feel fit. And there sat Fanny, his Fanny, leaning 
forward, breathing so gently. 

“Fanny!” George called to her. 


As she turned to him something in her soft, wondering look made George 
feel that for two pins he would jump over the table and carry her off. 

“IT say,” said George, rapidly, “let’s go, shall we? Let’s go back to the 
hotel. Come. Do, Fanny darling. Let’s go now.” 

The band began to play. “Oh, God!” almost groaned George. “Let’s go 
before the old codger begins squawking again.” 

And a moment later they were gone. 


A Cup of Tea 


Rosemary Fell was not exactly beautiful. No, you couldn’t have called her 
beautiful. Pretty? Well, if you took her to pieces... But why be so cruel as to 
take anyone to pieces? She was young, brilliant, extremely modern, 
exquisitely well dressed, amazingly well read in the newest of the new 
books, and her parties were the most delicious mixture of the really 
important people and... artists — quaint creatures, discoveries of hers, some 
of them too terrifying for words, but others quite presentable and amusing. 

Rosemary had been married two years. She had a duck of a boy. No, not 
Peter — Michael. And her husband absolutely adored her. They were rich, 
really rich, not just comfortably well off, which is odious and stuffy and 
sounds like one’s grandparents. But if Rosemary wanted to shop she would 
go to Paris as you and I would go to Bond Street. If she wanted to buy 
flowers, the car pulled up at that perfect shop in Regent Street, and 
Rosemary inside the shop just gazed in her dazzled, rather exotic way, and 
said: “I want those and those and those. Give me four bunches of those. 
And that jar of roses. Yes, I'll have all the roses in the jar. No, no lilac. I 
hate lilac. It’s got no shape.” The attendant bowed and put the lilac out of 
sight, as though this was only too true; lilac was dreadfully shapeless. “Give 
me those stumpy little tulips. Those red and white ones.” And she was 
followed to the car by a thin shopgirl staggering under an immense white 
paper armful that looked like a baby in long clothes... 

One winter afternoon she had been buying something in a little antique 
shop in Curzon Street. It was a shop she liked. For one thing, one usually 
had it to oneself. And then the man who kept it was ridiculously fond of 
serving her. He beamed whenever she came in. He clasped his hands; he 
was so gratified he could scarcely speak. Flattery, of course. All the same, 
there was something... 

“You see, madam,” he would explain in his low respectful tones, “I love 
my things. I would rather not part with them than sell them to someone who 
does not appreciate them, who has not that fine feeling which is so rare...” 
And, breathing deeply he unrolled a tiny square of blue velvet and pressed 
it on the glass counter with his pale finger-tips. 


To-day it was a little box. He had been keeping it for her. He had shown 
it to nobody as yet. An exquisite little enamel box with a glaze so fine it 
looked as though it had been baked in cream. On the lid a minute creature 
stood under a flowery tree, and a more minute creature still had her arms 
round his neck. Her hat, really no bigger than a geranium petal, hung from a 
branch; it had green ribbons. And there was a pink cloud like a watchful 
cherub floating above their heads. Rosemary took her hands out of her long 
gloves. She always took off her gloves to examine such things. Yes, she 
liked it very much. She loved it; 1t was a great duck. She must have it. And, 
turning the creamy box, opening and shutting it, she couldn’t help noticing 
how charming her hands were against the blue velvet. The shopman, in 
some dim cavern of his mind, may have dared to think so too. For he took a 
pencil, leant over the counter, and his pale bloodless fingers crept timidly 
towards those rosy, flashing ones, as he murmured gently: “If I may venture 
to point out to madam, the flowers on the little lady’s bodice.” 

“Charming!” Rosemary admired the flowers. But what was the price? For 
a moment the shopman did not seem to hear. Then a murmur reached her. 
“Twenty-eight guineas, madam.” 

“Twenty-eight guineas.” Rosemary gave no sign. She laid the little box 
down; she buttoned her gloves again. Twenty-eight guineas. Even if one is 
rich... She looked vague. She stared at a plump tea-kettle like a plump hen 
above the shopman’s head, and her voice was dreamy as she answered: 
“Well, keep it for me — will you? LIL...” 

But the shopman had already bowed as though keeping it for her was all 
any human being could ask. He would be willing, of course, to keep it for 
her for ever. 

The discreet door shut with a click. She was outside on the step, gazing at 
the winter afternoon. Rain was falling, and with the rain it seemed the dark 
came too, spinning down like ashes. There was a cold bitter taste in the air, 
and the new-lighted lamps looked sad. Sad were the lights in the houses 
opposite. Dimly they burned as if regretting something. And people hurried 
by, hidden under their hateful umbrellas. Rosemary felt a strange pang. She 
pressed her muff against her breast; she wished she had the little box, too, to 
cling to. Of course, the car was there. She’d only to cross the pavement. But 
still she waited. There are moments, horrible moments in life, when one 
emerges from shelter and looks out, and it’s awful. One oughtn’t to give 
way to them. One ought to go home and have an extra-special tea. But at 


the very instant of thinking that, a young girl, thin, dark, shadowy — where 
had she come from? — was standing at Rosemary’s elbow and a voice like 
a sigh, almost like a sob, breathed: “Madam, may I speak to you a 
moment?” 

“Speak to me?” Rosemary turned. She saw a little battered creature with 
enormous eyes, someone quite young, no older than herself, who clutched 
at her coat-collar with reddened hands, and shivered as though she had just 
come out of the water. 

“M-madam,” stammered the voice. “Would you let me have the price of a 
cup of tea?” 

“A cup of tea?” There was something simple, sincere in that voice; it 
wasn’t in the least the voice of a beggar. “Then have you no money at all?” 
asked Rosemary. 

“None, madam,” came the answer. 

“How extraordinary!” Rosemary peered through the dusk, and the girl 
gazed back at her. How more than extraordinary! And suddenly it seemed to 
Rosemary such an adventure. It was like something out of a novel by 
Dostoevsky, this meeting in the dusk. Supposing she took the girl home? 
Supposing she did do one of those things she was always reading about or 
seeing on the stage, what would happen? It would be thrilling. And she 
heard herself saying afterwards to the amazement of her friends: “I simply 
took her home with me,” as she stepped forward and said to that dim person 
beside her: “Come home to tea with me.” 

The girl drew back startled. She even stopped shivering for a moment. 
Rosemary put out a hand and touched her arm. “I mean it,” she said, 
smiling. And she felt how-simple and kind her smile was. “Why won’t you? 
Do. Come home with me now in my car and have tea.” 

“You — you don’t mean it, madam,” said the girl, and there was pain in 
her voice. 

“But I do,” cried Rosemary. “I want you to. To please me. Come along.” 

The girl put her fingers to her lips and her eyes devoured Rosemary. 
“You’re — you’re not taking me to the police station?” she stammered. 

“The police station!” Rosemary laughed out. “Why should I be so cruel? 
No, I only want to make you warm and to hear — anything you care to tell 
me.” 

Hungry people are easily led. The footman held the door of the car open, 
and a moment later they were skimming through the dusk. 


“There!” said Rosemary. She had a feeling of triumph as she slipped her 
hand through the velvet strap. She could have said, “Now I’ve got you,” as 
she gazed at the little captive she had netted. But of course she meant it 
kindly. Oh, more than kindly. She was going to prove to this girl that — 
wonderful things did happen in life, that — fairy godmothers were real, that 
— rich people had hearts, and that women were sisters. She turned 
impulsively, saying: “Don’t be frightened. After all, why shouldn’t you 
come back with me? We’re both women. If I’m the more fortunate, you 
ought to expect...” 

But happily at that moment, for she didn’t know how the sentence was 
going to end, the car stopped. The bell was rung, the door opened, and with 
a charming, protecting, almost embracing movement, Rosemary drew the 
other into the hall. Warmth, softness, light, a sweet scent, all those things so 
familiar to her she never even thought about them, she watched that other 
receive. It was fascinating. She was like the rich little girl in her nursery 
with all the cupboards to open, all the boxes to unpack. 

“Come, come upstairs,” said Rosemary, longing to begin to be generous. 
“Come up to my room.” And, besides, she wanted to spare this poor little 
thing from being stared at by the servants; she decided as they mounted the 
stairs she would not even ring for Jeanne, but take off her things by herself. 
The great thing was to be natural! 

And “There!” cried Rosemary again, as they reached her beautiful big 
bedroom with the curtains drawn, the fire leaping on her wonderful lacquer 
furniture, her gold cushions and the primrose and blue rugs. 

The girl stood just inside the door; she seemed dazed. But Rosemary 
didn’t mind that. 

“Come and sit down,” she cried, dragging her big chair up to the fire, “in 
this comfy chair. Come and get warm. You look so dreadfully cold.” 

“T daren’t, madam,” said the girl, and she edged backwards. 

“Oh, please,” — Rosemary ran forward—” you mustn’t be frightened, 
you mustn’t, really. Sit down, and when I’ve taken off my things we shall 
go into the next room and have tea and be cosy. Why are you afraid? “And 
gently she half pushed the thin figure into its deep cradle. 

But there was no answer. The girl stayed just as she had been put, with 
her hands by her sides and her mouth slightly open. To be quite sincere, she 
looked rather stupid. But Rosemary wouldn’t acknowledge it. She leant 


over her, saying:” Won’t you take off your hat? Your pretty hair is all wet. 
And one is so much more comfortable without a hat, isn’t one?” 

There was a whisper that sounded like “Very good, madam,” and the 
crushed hat was taken off. 

“And let me help you off with your coat, too,” said Rosemary. 

The girl stood up. But she held on to the chair with one hand and let 
Rosemary pull. It was quite an effort. The other scarcely helped her at all. 
She seemed to stagger like a child, and the thought came and went through 
Rosemary’s mind, that if people wanted helping they must respond a little, 
just a little, other- wise it became very difficult indeed. And what was she to 
do with the coat now? She left it on the floor, and the hat too. She was just 
going to take a cigarette off the mantelpiece when the girl said quickly, but 
so lightly and strangely: “I’m very sorry, madam, but I’m going to faint. I 
shall go off, madam, if I don’t have something.” 

“Good heavens, how thoughtless I am!” Rosemary rushed to the bell. 

“Tea! Tea at once! And some brandy immediately!” 

The maid was gone again, but the girl almost cried out. “No, I don’t want 
no brandy. I never drink brandy. It’s a cup of tea I want, madam.” And she 
burst into tears. 

It was a terrible and fascinating moment. Rosemary knelt beside her 
chair. 

“Don’t cry, poor little thing,” she said. “Don’t cry.” And she gave the 
other her lace handkerchief. She really was touched beyond words. She put 
her arm round those thin, bird-like shoulders. 

Now at last the other forgot to be shy, forgot everything except that they 
were both women, and gasped out: “I can’t go on no longer like this. I can’t 
bear it. I can’t bear it. I shall do away with myself. I can’t bear no more.” 

“You shan’t have to. I'll look after you. Don’t cry any more. Don’t you 
see what a good thing it was that you met me? We’ ll have tea and you’ ll tell 
me everything. And I shall arrange something. I promise. Do stop crying. 
It’s so exhausting. Please!” 

The other did stop just in time for Rosemary to get up before the tea 
came. She had the table placed between them. She plied the poor little 
creature with everything, all the sandwiches, all the bread and butter, and 
every time her cup was empty she filled it with tea, cream and sugar. People 
always said sugar was so nourishing. As for herself she didn’t eat; she 
smoked and looked away tactfully so that the other should not be shy. 


And really the effect of that slight meal was marvellous. When the tea- 
table was carried away a new being, a light, frail creature with tangled hair, 
dark lips, deep, lighted eyes, lay back in the big chair in a kind of sweet 
languor, looking at the blaze. Rosemary lit a fresh cigarette; it was time to 
begin. 

“And when did you have your last meal?” she asked softly. 

But at that moment the door-handle turned. 

“Rosemary, may I come in?” It was Philip. 

“Of course.” 

He came in. “Oh, I’m so sorry,” he said, and stopped and stared. 

“It’s quite all right,” said Rosemary smiling. “This is my friend, Miss — 


“Smith, madam,” said the languid figure, who was strangely still and 
unafraid. 

“Smith,” said Rosemary. “We are going to have a little talk.” 

“Oh, yes,” said Philip. “Quite,” and his eye caught sight of the coat and 
hat on the floor. He came over to the fire and turned his back to it. “It’s a 
beastly afternoon,” he said curiously, still looking at that listless figure, 
looking at its hands and boots, and then at Rosemary again. 

“Yes, isn’t it?” said Rosemary enthusiastically. “Vile.” 

Philip smiled his charming smile. “As a matter of fact,” said he, “I 
wanted you to come into the library for a moment. Would you? Will Miss 
Smith excuse us?” 

The big eyes were raised to him, but Rosemary answered for her. “Of 
course she will.” And they went out of the room together. 

“T say,” said Philip, when they were alone. “Explain. Who is she? What 
does it all mean?” 

Rosemary, laughing, leaned against the door and said: “I picked her up in 
Curzon Street. Really. She’s a real pick-up. She asked me for the price of a 
cup of tea, and I brought her home with me.” 

“But what on earth are you going to do with her?” cried Philip. 

“Be nice to her,” said Rosemary quickly. “Be frightfully nice to her. Look 
after her. I don’t know how. We haven’t talked yet. But show her — treat 
her — make her fee] — —” 

“My darling girl,” said Philip, “you’re quite mad, you know. It simply 
can’t be done.” 


“TI knew you’d say that,” retorted Rosemary. “Why not? I want to. Isn’t 
that a reason? And besides, one’s always reading about these things. I 
decided 

“But,” said Philip slowly, and he cut the end of a cigar, “she’s so 
astonishingly pretty.” 

“Pretty?” Rosemary was so surprised that she blushed. “Do you think so? 
I hadn’t thought about it.” 

“Good Lord!” Philip struck a match. “She’s absolutely lovely. Look 
again, my child. I was bowled over when I came into your room just now. 
However... I think you’re making a ghastly mistake. Sorry, darling, if ’'m 
crude and all that. But let me know if Miss Smith is going to dine with us in 
time for me to look up The Milliner s Gazette.” 

“You absurd creature!” said Rosemary, and she went out of the library, 
but not back to her bedroom. She went to her writing-room and sat down at 
her desk. Pretty! Absolutely lovely! Bowled over! Her heart beat like a. 
heavy bell. Pretty! Lovely! She drew her cheque-book towards her. But no, 
cheques would be no use, of course. She opened a drawer and took out five 
pound notes, looked at them, put two back, and holding the three squeezed 
in her hand, she went back to her bedroom. 

Half an hour later Philip was still in the library, when Rosemary came in. 

“TI only wanted to tell you,” said she, and she leaned against the door 
again and looked at him with her dazzled exotic gaze, “Miss Smith won’t 
dine with us to-night.” 

Philip put down the paper. “Oh, what’s happened? Previous 
engagement?” 

Rosemary came over and sat down on his knee. “She insisted on going,” 
said she, “so I gave the poor little thing a present of money. I couldn’t keep 
her against her will, could I?” she added softly. 

Rosemary had just done her hair, darkened her eyes a little, and put on 
her pearls. She put up her hands and touched Philip’s cheeks. 

“Do you like me?” said she, and her tone, sweet, husky, troubled him. 

“T like you awfully,” he said, and he held her tighter. “Kiss me.” 

There was a pause. 

Then Rosemary said dreamily. “I saw a fascinating little box to-day. It 
cost twenty-eight guineas. May I have it?” 

Philip jumped her on his knee. “You may, little wasteful one,” said he. 

But that was not really what Rosemary wanted to say. 
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“Philip,” she whispered, and she pressed his head against her bosom, “tam 
I pretty?” 


Taking the Veil 


It seemed impossible that anyone should be unhappy on such a beautiful 
morning. Nobody was, decided Edna, except herself. The windows were 
flung wide in the houses. From within there came the sound of pianos, little 
hands chased after each other and ran away from each other, practising 
scales. The trees fluttered in the sunny gardens, all bright with spring 
flowers. Street boys whistled, a little dog barked; people passed by, walking 
so lightly, so swiftly, they looked as though they wanted to break into a run. 
Now she actually saw in the distance a parasol, peach-coloured, the first 
parasol of the year. 

Perhaps even Edna did not look quite as unhappy as she felt. It is not easy 
to look tragic at eighteen, when you are extremely pretty, with the cheeks 
and lips and shining eyes of perfect health. Above all, when you are 
wearing a French blue frock and your new spring hat trimmed with 
cornflowers. True, she carried under her arm a book bound in horrid black 
leather. Perhaps the book provided a gloomy note, but only by accident; it 
was the ordinary Library binding. For Edna had made going to the Library 
an excuse for getting out of the house to think, to realise what had 
happened, to decide somehow what was to be done now. 

An awful thing had happened. Quite suddenly, at the theatre last night, 
when she and Jimmy were seated side by side in the dress-circle, without a 
moment’s warning — in fact, she had just finished a chocolate almond and 
passed the box to him again — she had fallen in love with an actor. But — 
fallen — in — love... 

The feeling was unlike anything she had ever imagined before. It wasn’t 
in the least pleasant. It was hardly thrilling. Unless you can call the most 
dreadful sensation of hopeless misery, despair, agony and wretchedness, 
thrilling. Combined with the certainty that if that actor met her on the 
pavement after, while Jimmy was fetching their cab, she would follow him 
to the ends of the earth, at a nod, at a sign, without giving another thought 
to Jimmy or her father and mother or her happy home and countless friends 
again... 

The play had begun fairly cheerfully. That was at the chocolate almond 
stage. Then the hero had gone blind. Terrible moment! Edna had cried so 


much she had to borrow Jimmy’s folded, smooth-feeling handkerchief as 
well. 

Not that crying mattered. Whole rows were in tears. Even the men blew 
their noses with a loud trumpeting noise and tried to peer at the programme 
instead of looking at the stage. Jimmy, most mercifully dry-eyed — for 
what would she have done without his handkerchief? — squeezed her free 
hand, and whispered “Cheer up, darling girl!” And it was then she had 
taken a last chocolate almond to please him and passed the box again. Then, 
there had been that ghastly scene with the hero alone on the stage in a 
deserted room at twilight, with a band playing outside and the sound of 
cheering coming from the street. He had tried — ah! how painfully, how 
pitifully! — to grope his way to the window. He had succeeded at last. 
There he stood holding the curtain while one beam of light, just one beam, 
shone full on his raised sightless face, and the band faded away into the 
distance... 

It was — really, it was absolutely — oh, the most — it was simply — in 
fact, from that moment Edna knew that life could never be the same. She 
drew her hand away from Jimmy’s, leaned back, and shut the chocolate box 
for ever. This at last was love! 

Edna and Jimmy were engaged. She had had her hair up for a year and a 
half; they had been publicly engaged for a year. But they had known they 
were going to marry each other ever since they walked in the Botanical 
Gardens with their nurses, and sat on the grass with a wine biscuit and a 
piece of barley-sugar each for their tea. It was so much an accepted thing 
that Edna had worn a wonderfully good imitation of an engagement-ring 
out of a cracker all the time she was at school. And up till now they had 
been devoted to each other. 

But now it was over. It was so completely over that Edna found it 
difficult to believe that Jimmy did not realise it too. She smiled wisely, 
sadly, as she turned into the gardens of the Convent of the Sacred Heart and 
mounted the path that led through them to Hill Street. How much better to 
know it now than to wait until after they were married! Now it was possible 
that Jimmy would get over it. No, it was no use deceiving herself; he would 
never get over it! His life was wrecked, was ruined; that was inevitable. But 
he was young... Time, people always said, Time might make a little, just a 
little difference. In forty years when he was an old man, he might be able to 
think of her calmly — perhaps. But she, — what did the future hold for her? 


Edna had reached the top of the path. There under a new-leafed tree, 
hung with little bunches of white flowers, she sat down on a green bench 
and looked over the Convent flower-beds. In the one nearest to her there 
grew tender stocks, with a border of blue, shell-like pansies, with at one 
corner a clump of creamy freezias, their light spears of green criss-crossed 
over the flowers. The Convent pigeons were tumbling high in the air, and 
she could hear the voice of Sister Agnes who was giving a singing lesson. 
Ah-me, sounded the deep tones of the nun, and Ah-me, they were echoed... 

If she did not marry Jimmy, of course she would marry nobody. The man 
she was in love with, the famous actor — Edna had far too much common- 
sense not to realise that would never be. It was very odd. She didn’t even 
want it to be. Her love was too intense for that. It had to be endured, 
silently; it had to torment her. It was, she supposed, simply that kind of 
love. 

“But, Edna!” cried Jimmy. “Can you never change? Can I never hope 
again? ‘: 

Oh, what sorrow to have to say it, but it must be said.” No, Jimmy, I will 
never change.” 

Edna bowed her head; and a little flower fell on her lap, and the voice of 
Sister Agnes cried suddenly Ah-no, and the echo came, Ah-no... 

At that moment the future was revealed. Edna saw it all. She was 
astonished; it took her breath away at first. But, after all, what could be 
more natural? She would go into a convent... Her father and mother do 
everything to dissuade her, in vain. As for Jimmy, his state of mind hardly 
bears thinking about. Why can’t they understand? How can they add to her 
suffering like this? The world is cruel, terribly cruel! After a last scene 
when she gives away her jewellery and so on to her best friends — she so 
calm, they so brokenhearted — into a convent she goes. No, one moment. 
The very evening of her going 1s the actor’s last evening at Port Willin. He 
receives by a strange messenger a box. It is full of white flowers. But there 
is no name, no card. Nothing? Yes, under the roses, wrapped in a white 
handkerchief, Edna’s last photograph with, written underneath, 

The world forgetting, by the world forgot. 

Edna sat very still under the trees; she clasped the black book in her 
fingers as though it were her missal. She takes the name of Sister Angela. 
Snip! Snip! All her lovely hair is cut off. Will she be allowed to send one 
curl to Jimmy? It is contrived somehow. And in a blue gown with a white 


head-band Sister Angela goes from the convent to the chapel, from the 
chapel to the convent with something unearthly in her look, in her sorrowful 
eyes, and in the gentle smile with which they greet the little children who 
run to her. A saint! She hears it whispered as she paces the chill, wax- 
smelling corridors. A saint! And visitors to the chapel are told of the nun 
whose voice is heard above the other voices, of her youth, her beauty, of her 
tragic, tragic love. “There is a man in this town whose life is ruined...” 

A big bee, a golden furry fellow, crept into a freezia, and the delicate 
flower leaned over, swung, shook; and when the bee flew away it fluttered 
still as though it were laughing. Happy, careless flower! 

Sister Angela looked at it and said, “Now it is winter.” One night, lying in 
her icy cell she hears a cry. Some stray animal is out there in the garden, a 
kitten or a lamb or — well, whatever little animal might be there. Up rises 
the sleepless nun. All in white, shivering but fearless, she goes and brings it 
in. But next morning, when the bell rings for matins, she is found tossing in 
high fever... in delirium... and she never recovers. In three days all is over. 
The service has been said in the chapel, and she is buried in the corner of 
the cemetery reserved for the nuns, where there are plain little crosses of 
wood. Rest in Peace, Sister Angela... 

Now it is evening. Two old people leaning on each other come slowly to 
the grave and kneel down sobbing, “Our daughter! Our only daughter!” 
Now there comes another. He is all in black; he comes slowly. But when he 
is there and lifts his black hat, Edna sees to her horror his hair is snow- 
white. Jimmy! Too late, too late! The tears are running down his face; he is 
crying now. Too late, too late! The wind shakes the leafless trees in the 
churchyard. He gives one awful bitter cry. Edna’s black book fell with a 
thud to the garden path. She jumped up, her heart beating. My darling! No, 
it’s not too late. It’s all been a mistake, a terrible dream. Oh, that white hair! 
How could she have done it? She has not done it. Oh, heavens! Oh, what 
happiness! She is free, young, and nobody knows her secret. Everything is 
still possible for her and Jimmy. The house they have planned may still be 
built, the little solemn boy with his hands behind his back watching them 
plant the standard roses may still be born. His baby sister... But when Edna 
got as far as his baby sister, she stretched out her arms as though the little 
love came flying through the air to her, and gazing at the garden, at the 
white sprays on the tree, at those darling pigeons blue against the blue, and 
the Convent with its narrow windows, she realised that now at last for the 


first time in her life — she had never imagined any feeling like it before — 
she knew what it was to be in love, but — 1n — love! 


The Fly 


“Y° are very snug in here,” piped old Mr. Woodifield, and he peered out of 
the great, green leather armchair by his friend the boss’s desk as a baby 
peers out of its pram. His talk was over; it was time for him to be off. But 
he did not want to go. Since he had retired, since his... stroke, the wife and 
the girls kept him boxed up in the house every day of the week except 
Tuesday. On Tuesday he was dressed and brushed and allowed to cut back 
to the City for the day. Though what he did there the wife and girls couldn’t 
imagine. Made a nuisance of himself to his friends, they supposed... Well, 
perhaps so. All the same, we cling to our last pleasures as the tree clings to 
its last leaves. So there sat old Woodifield, smoking a cigar and staring 
almost greedily at the boss, who rolled in his office chair, stout, rosy, five 
years older than he, and still going strong, still at the helm. It did one good 
to see him. Wistfully, admiringly, the old voice added, “It’s snug in here, 
upon my word!” 

“Yes, it’s comfortable enough,” agreed the boss, and he flipped the 
Financial Times with a paper-knife. As a matter of fact he was proud of his 
room; he liked to have it admired, especially by old Woodifield. It gave him 
a feeling of deep, solid satisfaction to be planted there in the midst of it in 
full view of that frail old figure in the muffler. 

“I’ve had it done up lately,” he explained, as he had explained for the past 
— how many? — weeks. “New carpet,” and he pointed to the bright red 
carpet with a pattern of large white rings. “New furniture,” and he nodded 
towards the massive bookcase and the table with legs like twisted treacle. 
“Electric heating!” He waved almost exultantly towards the five 
transparent, pearly sausages glowing so softly in the tilted copper pan. 

But he did not draw old Woodifield’s attention to the photograph over the 
table of a grave-looking boy in uniform standing in one of those spectral 
photographers’ parks with photographers’ storm-clouds behind him. It was 
not new. It had been there for over six years. 

“There was something I wanted to tell you,” said old Woodifield, and his 
eyes grew dim remembering. “Now what was it? I had it in my mind when I 
started out this morning.” His hands began to tremble, and patches of red 
showed above his beard. 


Poor old chap, he’s on his last pins, thought the boss. And, feeling kindly, 
he winked at the old man, and said jokingly, “I tell you what. I’ve got a 
little drop of something here that’1l do you good before you go out into the 
cold again. It’s beautiful stuff. It wouldn’t hurt a child.” He took a key off 
his watch-chain, unlocked a cupboard below his desk, and drew forth a 
dark, squat bottle. “That’s the medicine,” said he. “And the man from 
whom I got it told me on the strict Q.T. it came from the cellars at Windsor 
Cassel.” 

Old Woodifield’s mouth fell open at the sight. He couldn’t have looked 
more surprised if the boss had produced a rabbit. 

“It’s whisky, ain’t it?” he piped, feebly. 

The boss turned the bottle and lovingly showed him the label. Whisky it 
was. 

“D’you know,” said he, peering up at the boss wonderingly, “they won’t 
let me touch it at home.” And he looked as though he was going to cry. 

“Ah, that’s where we know a bit more than the ladies,” cried the boss, 
swooping across for two tumblers that stood on the table with the water- 
bottle, and pouring a generous finger into each. “Drink it down. It’Il do you 
good. And don’t put any water with it. It’s sacrilege to tamper with stuff 
like this. Ah!” He tossed off his, pulled out his handkerchief, hastily wiped 
his moustaches, and cocked an eye at old Woodifield, who was rolling his 
in his chaps. 

The old man swallowed, was silent a moment, and then said faintly, “It’s 
nutty!” 

But it warmed him; it crept into his chill old brain — he remembered. 

“That was it,” he said, heaving himself out of his chair. “I thought you’d 
like to know. The girls were in Belgium last week having a look at poor 
Reggie’s grave, and they happened to come across your boy’s. They’re 
quite near each other, it seems.” 

Old Woodifield paused, but the boss made no reply. Only a quiver in his 
eyelids showed that he heard. 

“The girls were delighted with the way the place is kept,” piped the old 
voice. “Beautifully looked after. Couldn’t be better if they were at home. 
You’ve not been across, have yer?” 

“No, no!” For various reasons the boss had not been across. 

“There’s miles of it,” quavered old Woodifield, “and it’s all as neat as a 
garden. Flowers growing on all the graves. Nice broad paths.” It was plain 


from his voice how much he liked a nice broad path. 

The pause came again. Then the old man brightened wonderfully. 

“D’you know what the hotel made the girls pay for a pot of jam?” he 
piped. “Ten - francs! Robbery, I call it. It was a little pot, so Gertrude says, 
no bigger than a half-crown. And she hadn’t taken more than a spoonful 
when they charged her ten francs. Gertrude brought the pot away with her 
to teach ’em a lesson. Quite right, too; it’s trading on our feelings. They 
think because we’re over there having a look round we’re ready to pay 
anything. That’s what it is.” And he turned towards the door. 

“Quite right, quite right!” cried the boss, though what was quite right he 
hadn’t the least idea. He came round by his desk, followed the shuffling 
footsteps to the door, and saw the old fellow out. Woodifield was gone. 

For a long moment the boss stayed, staring at nothing, while the grey- 
haired office messenger, watching him, dodged in and out of his cubby hole 
like a dog that expects to be taken for a run. Then: “I'll see nobody for half 
an hour, Macey,” said the boss. “Understand? Nobody at all.” 

“Very good, sir.” 

The door shut, the firm heavy steps recrossed the bright carpet, the fat 
body plumped down in the spring chair, and leaning forward, the boss 
covered his face with his hands. He wanted, he intended, he had arranged to 
weep... 

It had been a terrible shock to him when old Woodifield sprang that 
remark upon him about the boy’s grave. It was exactly as though the earth 
had opened and he had seen the boy lying there with Woodifield’s girls 
staring down at him. For it was strange. Although over six years had passed 
away, the boss never thought of the boy except as lying unchanged, 
unblemished in his uniform, asleep for ever. “My son !’’groaned the boss. 
But no tears came yet. In the past, in the first months and even years after 
the boy’s death, he had only to say those words to be overcome by such 
grief that nothing short of a violent fit of weeping could relieve him. Time, 
he had declared then, he had told everybody, could make no difference. 
Other men perhaps might recover, might live their loss down, but not he. 
How was it possible? His boy was an only son. Ever since his birth the boss 
had worked at building up this business for him; it had no other meaning if 
it was not for the boy. Life itself had come to have no other meaning. How 
on earth could he have slaved, denied himself, kept going all those years 


without the promise for ever before him of the boy’s stepping into his shoes 
and carrying on where he left off? 

And that promise had been so near being fulfilled. The boy had been in 
the office learning the ropes for a year before the war. Every morning they 
had started off together; they had come back by the same train. And what 
congratulations he had received as the boy’s father! No wonder; he had 
taken to it marvellously. As to his popularity with the staff, every man jack 
of them down to old Macey couldn’t make enough of the boy. And he 
wasn’t in the least spoilt. No, he was just his bright, natural self, with the 
right word for everybody, with that boyish look and his habit of saying, 
“Simply splendid!” 

But all that was over and done with as though it never had been. The day 
had come when Macey had handed him the telegram that brought the whole 
place crashing about his head. “Deeply regret to inform you...” And he had 
left the office a broken man, with his life in ruins. 

Six years ago, six years... How quickly time passed! It might have 
happened yesterday. The boss took his hands from his face; he was puzzled. 
Something seemed to be wrong with him. He wasn’t feeling as he wanted to 
feel. He decided to get up and have a look at the boy’s photograph. But it 
wasn’t a favourite photograph of his; the expression was unnatural. It was 
cold, even stern-looking. The boy had never looked like that. 

At that moment the boss noticed that a fly had fallen into his broad 
inkpot, and was trying feebly but desperately to clamber out again. Help! 
help! said those struggling legs. But the sides of the inkpot were wet and 
slippery; it fell back again and began to swim. The boss took up a pen, 
picked the fly out of the ink, and shook it on to a piece of blotting-paper. 
For a fraction of a second it lay still on the dark patch that oozed round it. 
Then the front legs waved, took hold, and, pulling its small, sodden body up 
it began the immense task of cleaning the ink from its wings. Over and 
under, over and under, went a leg along a wing, as the stone goes over and 
under the scythe. Then there was a pause, while the fly, seeming to stand on 
the tips of its toes, tried to expand first one wing and then the other. It 
succeeded at last, and, sitting down, it began, like a minute cat, to clean its 
face. Now one could imagine that the little front legs rubbed against each 
other lightly, joyfully. The horrible danger was over; it had escaped; it was 
ready for life again. 


But just then the boss had an idea. He plunged his pen back into the ink, 
leaned his thick wrist on the blotting paper, and as the fly tried its wings 
down came a great heavy blot. What would it make of that? What indeed I 
The little beggar seemed absolutely cowed, stunned, and afraid to move 
because of what would happen next. But then, as if painfully, it dragged 
itself forward. The front legs waved, caught hold, and, more slowly this 
time, the task began from the beginning. 

He’s a plucky little devil, thought the boss, and he felt a real admiration 
for the fly’s courage. That was the way to tackle things; that was the right 
spirit. Never say die; it was only a question of... But the fly had again 
finished its laborious task, and the boss had just time to refill his pen, to 
shake fair and square on the new-cleaned body yet another dark drop. What 
about it this time? A painful moment of suspense followed. But behold, the 
front legs were again waving; the boss felt a rush of relief. He leaned over 
the fly and said to it tenderly, “You artful little b...” And he actually had the 
brilliant notion of breathing on it to help the drying process. All the same, 
there was something timid and weak about its efforts now, and the boss 
decided that this time should be the last, as he dipped the pen deep into the 
inkpot. 

It was. The last blot fell on the soaked blotting-paper, and the draggled 
fly lay in it and did not stir. The back legs were stuck to the body; the front 
legs were not to be seen. 

“Come on,” said the boss. “Look sharp!” And he stirred it with his pen — 
in vain. Nothing happened or was likely to happen. The fly was dead. 

The boss lifted the corpse on the end of the paper-knife and flung it into 
the waste-paper basket. But such a grinding feeling of wretchedness seized 
him that he felt positively frightened. He started forward and pressed the 
bell for Macey. 

“Bring me some fresh blotting-paper,” he said, sternly, “and look sharp 
about it.” And while the old dog padded away he fell to wondering what it 
was he had been thinking about before. What was it? It was... He took out 
his handkerchief and passed it inside his collar. For the life of him he could 
not remember. 


The Canary 


... You see that big nail to the right of the front door? I can scarcely look 
at it even now and yet I could not bear to take it out. I should like to think it 
was there always even after my time. I sometimes hear the next people 
saying, “There must have been a cage hanging from there.” And it comforts 
me; I feel he is not quite forgotten. 

... You cannot imagine how wonderfully he sang. It was not like the 
singing of other canaries. And that isn’t just my fancy. Often, from the 
window, I used to see people stop at the gate to listen, or they would lean 
over the fence by the mock-orange for quite a long time — carried away. I 
suppose it sounds absurd to you — it wouldn’t if you had heard him — but 
it really seemed to me that he sang whole songs with a beginning and an 
end to them. 

For instance, when I’d finished the house in the afternoon, and changed 
my blouse and brought my sewing on to the verandah here, he used to hop, 
hop, hop from one perch to another, tap against the bars as if to attract my 
attention, sip a little water just as a professional singer might, and then 
break into a song so exquisite that I had to put my needle down to listen to 
him. I can’t describe it; I wish I could. But it was always the same, every 
afternoon, and I felt that I understood every note of it. 

... | loved him. How I loved him! Perhaps it does not matter so very much 
what it is one loves in this world. But love something one must. Of course 
there was always my little house and the garden, but for some reason they 
were never enough. Flowers respond wonderfully, but they don’t 
sympathise. Then I loved the evening star. Does that sound foolish? I used 
to go into the backyard, after sunset, and wait for it until it shone above the 
dark gum tree. I used to whisper “There you are, my darling.” And just in 
that first moment it seemed to be shining for me alone. It seemed to 
understand this... something which is like longing, and yet it is not longing. 
Or regret — it is more like regret. And yet regret for what? I have much to 
be thankful for. 

... But after he came into my life I forgot the evening star; I did not need 
it any more. But it was strange. When the Chinaman who came to the door 
with birds to sell held him up in his tiny cage, and instead of fluttering, 


fluttering, like the poor little goldfinches, he gave a faint, small chirp, I 
found myself saying, just as I had said to the star over the gum tree, “There 
you are, my darling.” From that moment he was mine. 

... It surprises me even now to remember how he and I shared each 
other’s lives. The moment I came down in the morning and took -the cloth 
off his cage he greeted me with a drowsy little note. I knew it meant 
“Missus! Missus!” Then I hung him on the nail outside while I got my three 
young men their breakfasts, and I never brought him in until we had the 
house to ourselves again. Then, when the washing-up was done, it was quite 
a little entertainment. I spread a newspaper over a corner of the table and 
when I put the cage on it he used to beat with his wings despairingly, as if 
he didn’t know what was coming. “You’re a regular little actor,” I used to 
scold him. I scraped the tray, dusted it with fresh sand, filled his seed and 
water tins, tucked a piece of chickweed and half a chilli between the bars. 
And I am perfectly certain he understood and appreciated every item of this 
little performance. You see by nature he was exquisitely neat. There was 
never a speck on his perch. And you’d only to see him enjoy his bath to 
realise he had a real small passion for cleanliness. His bath was put in last. 
And the moment it was in he positively leapt into it. First he fluttered one 
wing, then the other, then he ducked his head and dabbled his breast 
feathers. Drops of water were scattered all over the kitchen, but still he 
would not get out. I used to say to him, “Now that’s quite enough. You’re 
only showing off.” And at last out he hopped and, standing on one leg, he 
began to peck himself dry. Finally he gave a shake, a flick, a twitter and he 
lifted his throat — Oh, I can hardly bear to recall it. I was always cleaning 
the knives at the time. And it almost seemed to me the knives sang too, as I 
rubbed them bright on the board. 

... Company, you see — that was what he was. Perfect company. If you 
have lived alone you will realise how precious that is. Of course there were 
my three young men who came in to supper every evening, and sometimes 
they stayed in the dining-room afterwards reading the paper. But I could not 
expect them to be interested in the little things that made my day. Why 
should they be? I was nothing to them. In fact, I overheard them one 
evening talking about me on the stairs as “the Scarecrow.” No matter. It 
doesn’t matter. Not in the least. I quite understand. They are young. Why 
should I mind? But I remember feeling so especially thankful that I was not 
quite alone that evening. I told him, after they had gone out. I said “Do you 


know what they call Missus?” And he put his head on one side and looked 
at me with his little bright eye until I could not help laughing. It seemed to 
amuse him.. 

... Have you kept birds? If you haven’t all this must sound, perhaps, 
exaggerated. People have the idea that birds are heartless, cold little 
creatures, not like dogs or cats. My washerwoman used to say on Mondays 
when she wondered why I didn’t keep “a nice fox terrier,” 

“There’s no comfort, Miss, in a canary.” Untrue. Dreadfully untrue. I 
remember one night. I had had a very awful dream — dreams can be 
dreadfully cruel — even after I had woken up I could not get over it. So I 
put on my dressing-gown and went down to the kitchen for a glass of water. 
It was a winter night and raining hard. I suppose I \ was still half asleep, but 
through the kitchen window, that hadn’t a blind, it seemed to me the dark 
was staring in, spying. And suddenly I felt it was unbearable that I had no 
one to whom I could say “I’ve had such a dreadful dream,” or — or “Hide 
me from the dark.” I even covered my face for a minute. And then there 
came a little “Sweet! Sweet!” His cage was on the table, and the cloth had 
slipped so that a chink of light shone through. “Sweet! Sweet!” said the 
darling little fellow again, softly, as much as to say, “I’m here, Missus! I’m 
here!” That was so beautifully comforting that I nearly cried. 

... And now he’s gone. I shall never have another bird, another pet of any 
kind. How could I? When I found him, lying on his back, with his eye dim 
and his claws wrung, when I realised that never again should I hear my 
darling sing, something seemed to die in me. My heart felt hollow, as if it 
was his cage. I shall get over it. Of course. I must. One can get over 
anything in time. And people always say I have a cheerful disposition. They 
are quite right. I thank my God I have.... All the same, without being 
morbid, and giving way to — to memories and so on, I must confess that 
there does seem to me something sad in life. It is hard to say what it is. I 
don’t mean the sorrow that we all know, like illness and poverty and death. 
No, it is something different. It is there, deep down, deep down, part of one, 
like one’s breathing. However hard I work and tire myself I have only to 
stop to know it is there, waiting. I often wonder if everybody feels the same. 
One can never know. But isn’t it extraordinary that under his sweet, joyful 
little singing it was just this — sadness? — Ah, what is it? — that I heard. 


A Married Man’s Story 


It is evening. Supper is over. We have left the small, cold dining-room, we 
have come back to the sitting-room where there is a fire. All is as usual. I 
am sitting at my writing table which is placed across a corner so that I am 
behind it, as it were, and facing the room. The lamp with the green shade is 
alight; I have before me two large books of reference, both open, a pile of 
papers... All the paraphernalia, in fact, of an extremely occupied man. My 
wife, with her little boy on her lap, is in a low chair before the fire. She is 
about to put him to bed before she clears away the dishes and piles them up 
in the kitchen for the servant girl to-morrow morning. But the warmth, the 
quiet, and the sleepy baby, have made her dreamy. One of his red woollen 
boots is off, one is on. She sits, bent forward, clasping the little bare foot, 
staring into the glow, and as the fire quickens, falls, flares again, her 
shadow — an immense Mother and Child — 1s here and gone again upon 
the wall... 

Outside it is raining. I like to think of that cold drenched window behind 
the blind, and beyond, the dark bushes in the garden, their broad leaves 
bright with rain, and beyond the fence, the gleaming road with the two 
hoarse little gutters singing against each other, and the wavering reflections 
of the lamps, like fishes’ tails. While I am here, I am there, lifting my face 
to the dim sky, and it seems to me it must be raining all over the world — 
that the whole earth is drenched, is sounding with a soft quick patter or hard 
steady drumming, or gurgling and something that is like sobbing and 
laughing mingled together, and that light playful splashing that is of water 
falling into still lakes and flowing rivers. And all at one and the same 
moment I am arriving in a strange city, slipping under the hood of the cab 
while the driver whips the cover off the breathing horse, running from 
shelter to shelter, dodging someone, swerving by someone else. I am 
conscious of tall houses, their doors and shutters sealed against the night, of 
dripping balconies and sodden flower-pots. I am brushing through deserted 
gardens and falling into moist smelling summer-houses (you know how soft 
and almost crumbling the wood of a summer-house is in the rain), I am 
standing on the dark quayside, giving my ticket into the wet red hand of the 
old sailor in an oilskin. How strong the sea smells! How loudly the tied-up 


boats knock against one another! I am crossing the wet stackyard, hooded in 
an old sack, carrying a lantern, while the house-dog, like a soaking 
doormat, springs, shakes himself over me. And now I am walking along a 
deserted road — it is impossible to miss the puddles, and the trees are 
stirring — stirring. 

But one could go on with such a catalogue for ever — on and on — until 
one lifted the single arum lily leaf and discovered the tiny snails clinging, 
until one counted... and what then? Aren’t those just the signs, the traces of 
my feeling? The bright green streaks made by someone who walks over the 
dewy grass? Not the feeling itself. And as I think that, a mournful glorious 
voice begins to sing in my bosom. Yes, perhaps that is nearer what I mean. 
What a voice! What power! What velvety softness! Marvellous! 

Suddenly my wife turns round quickly. She knows — how long has she 
known? — that I am not ‘working.’ It is strange that with her full, open 
gaze, she should smile so timidly — and that she should say in such a 
hesitating voice, ““What are you thinking?” 

I smile and draw two fingers across my forehead in the way I have. 
“Nothing,” I answer softly. 

At that she stirs, and still trying not to make it sound important, she says, 
“Oh, but you must have been thinking of something!” 

Then I really meet her gaze, meet it fully, and I fancy her face quivers. 
Will she never grow accustomed to these simple — one might say — 
everyday little lies? Will she never learn not to expose herself — or to build 
up defences? “Truly, I was thinking of nothing.” There! I seem to see it dart 
at her. She urns away, pulls the other red sock off the baby, sits him up, and 
begins to unbutton him behind. I wonder if that little soft rolling bundle 
sees anything, feels anything? Now she turns him over on her knee, and in 
this light, his soft arms and legs waving, he is extraordinarily like a young 
crab. A queer thing is I can’t connect him with my wife and myself; I’ve 
never accepted him as ours. Each time when I come into the hall and see the 
perambulator, I catch myself thinking: “H’m, someone has brought a baby!” 
Or, when his crying wakes me at night, I feel inclined to blame my wife for 
having brought the baby in from outside. The truth is, that though one might 
suspect her of strong maternal feelings, my wife doesn’t seem to me the 
type of woman who bears children in her own body. There’s an immense 
difference! Where is that... animal ease and playfulness, that quick kissing 
and cuddling one has been taught to expect of young mothers? She hasn’t a 


sign of it. I believe that when she ties its bonnet she feels like an aunt and 
not a mother. But of course I may be wrong; she may be passionately 
devoted... I don’t think so. At any rate, isn’t it a trifle indecent to feel like 
this about one’s own wife? Indecent or not, one has these feelings. And one 
other thing. How can I reasonably expect my wife, a brokenhearted, 
woman, to spend her time tossing the baby? But that is beside the mark. She 
never even began to toss when her heart was whole. 

And now she has carried the baby to bed. I hear her soft, deliberate steps 
moving between the dining-room and the kitchen, there and back again, to 
the tune of the clattering dishes. And now all is quiet. What is happening 
now? Oh, I know just as surely as if I’d gone to see — she is standing in the 
middle of the kitchen facing the rainy window. Her head is bent, with one 
finger she is tracing something — nothing — on the table. It is cold in the 
kitchen; the gas jumps; the tap drips; it’s a forlorn picture. And nobody is 
going to come behind her, to take her in his arms, to kiss her soft hair, to 
lead her to the fire and to rub her hands warm again. Nobody is going to 
call her or to wonder what she is doing out there. And she knows it. And 
yet, being a woman, deep down, deep down, she really does expect the 
miracle to happen; she really could embrace that dark, dark deceit, rather 
than live — like this. 


To live like this... I write those words, very carefully, very beautifully. 
For some reason I feel inclined to sign them, or to write underneath — 
Trying a New Pen. But seriously, isn’t it staggering to think what may be 
contained in one innocent-looking little phrase? It tempts me — it tempts 
me terribly. Scene. The supper-table. My wife has just handed me my tea. I 
stir it, lift the spoon, idly chase and then carefully capture a speck of tea- 
leaf, and having brought it ashore, I murmur, quite gently, “How long shall 
we continue to live — like — this?” And immediately there is that famous 
“blinding flash and deafening roar. Huge pieces of debris (I must say I like 
debris) are flung into the air... and when the dark clouds of smoke have 
drifted away...” But this will never happen; I shall never know it. It will be 
found upon me ‘intact’ as they say. “Open my heart and you will see...” 

Why? Ah, there you have me I There is the most difficult question of all 
to answer. Why do people stay together? Putting aside “for the sake of the 
children,” and “the habit of years” and “economic reasons” as lawyers’ 
nonsense — it’s not much more — if one really does try to find out why it 


is that people don’t leave each other, one discovers a mystery. It is because 
they can’t; they are bound. And nobody on earth knows what are the bonds 
that bind them except those two. Am I being obscure? Well, the thing itself 
isn’t so frightfully crystal clear, is it? Let me put it like this. Supposing you 
are taken, absolutely, first into his confidence and then into hers. Supposing 
you know all there is to know about the situation. And having given it not 
only your deepest sympathy but your most honest impartial criticism, you 
declare, very calmly, (but not without the slightest suggestion of relish — 
for there is — I swear there is — in the very best of us — something that 
leaps up and cries ‘A-ahh!’ for joy at the thought of destroying), “Well, my 
opinion is that you two people ought to part. You’ll do no earthly good 
together. Indeed, it seems to me, it’s the duty of either to set the other free.” 
What happens then? He — and she — agree. It is their conviction too. You 
are only saying what they have been thinking all last night. And away they 
go to act on your advice, immediately... And the next time you hear of them 
they are still together. You see — you’ve reckoned without the unknown 
quantity — which is their secret relation to each other — and that they can’t 
disclose even if they want to. Thus far you may tell and no further. Oh, 
don’t misunderstand me! It need not necessarily have anything to do with 
their sleeping together... But this brings me to a thought I’ve often half 
entertained. Which is that human beings, as we know them, don’t choose 
each other at all. It is the owner, the second self inhabiting them, who 
makes the choice for his own particular purposes, and — this may sound 
absurdly farfetched — it’s the second self in the other which responds. 
Dimly — dimly — or so it has seemed to me — we realise this, at any rate 
to the extent that we realise the hopelessness of trying to escape. So that, 
what it all amounts to is — if the impermanent selves of my wife and me 
are happy — tant mieux pour nous — if miserable — tant pis... But I don’t 
know, I don’t know. And it may be that it’s something entirely individual in 
me — this sensation (yes, it is even a sensation) of how extraordinarily 
shell-like we are as we are — little creatures, peering out of the sentry-box 
at the gate, ogling through our glass case at the entry, wan little servants, 
who never can say for certain, even, if the master is out or in... 

The door opens... My wife. She says, “I am going to bed.” 

And I look up vaguely, and vaguely say, “You are going to bed.” 

“Yes.” A tiny pause. “Don’t forget — will you? — to turn out the gas in 
the hall.” 


And again I repeat, “The gas in the hall.” 

There was a time — the time before — when this habit of mine — it 
really has become a habit now — it wasn’t one then — was one of our 
sweetest jokes together. It began, of course, when on several occasions I 
really was deeply-engaged and I didn’t hear. I emerged only to see her 
shaking her head and laughing at me, “You haven’t heard a word!” 

“No. What did you say?” 

Why should she think that so funny and charming? She did; it delighted 
her. “Oh, my darling, it’s so like you! It’s so — so—” And I knew she loved 
me for it. I knew she positively looked forward to coming in and disturbing 
me, and so — as one does — I played up. I was guaranteed to be wrapped 
away every evening at 10.30 p m. But now? For some reason I feel it would 
be crude to stop my performance. It’s simplest to play on. But what is she 
waiting for to-night? Why doesn’t she go? Why prolong this? She is going. 
No, her hand on the door-knob, she turns round again, and she says in the 
most curious, small, breathless voice, “You’re not cold?” 

Oh, it’s not fair to be as pathetic as that! That was simply damnable. I 
shuddered all over before I managed to bring out a slow “No-o!” while my 
left hand ruffles the reference pages. 

She is gone; she will not come back again to-night. It is not only I who 
recognise that; the room changes too. It relaxes, like an old actor. Slowly 
the mask is rubbed off; the look of strained attention changes to an air of 
heavy sullen brooding. Every line, every fold breathes fatigue. The mirror is 
quenched; the ash whitens; only my sly lamp burns on... But what a cynical 
indifference to me it all shows! Or should I perhaps be flattered? No, we 
understand each other. You know those stories of little children who are 
suckled by wolves and accepted by the tribe, and how for ever after they 
move freely among their fleet, grey brothers? Something like that has 
happened to me. But wait! That about the wolves won’t do. Curious! Before 
I wrote it down, while it was still in my head, I was delighted with it. It 
seemed to express, and more, to suggest, just what I wanted to say. But 
written, I can smell the falseness immediately and the... source of the smell 
is in that word fleet. Don’t you agree? Fleet, grey brothers! “Fleet.” A word 
I never use. When I wrote “wolves” it skimmed across my mind like a 
shadow and I couldn’t resist it. Tell me! Tell me! Why is it so difficult to 
write simply — and not only simply but sotto voce, 1f you know what I 


mean? That is how I long to write. No fine effects — no bravura. But just 
the plain truth, as only a liar can tell it. 

§ 

I light a cigarette, lean back, inhale deeply — and find myself wondering 
if my wife is asleep. Or is she lying in her cold bed, staring into the dark, 
with those trustful, bewildered eyes. Her eyes are like the eyes of a cow that 
is being driven along a road. “Why am I being driven — what harm have I 
done?” But I really am not responsible for that look; it’s her natural 
expression. One day, when she was turning out a cupboard, she found a 
little old photograph of herself, taken when she was a girl at school. In her 
confirmation dress, she explained. And there were the eyes, even then. I 
remember saying to her, “Did you always look so sad?” Leaning over my 
shoulder, she laughed lightly, “Do I look sad? I think it’s just... me.” And 
she waited for me to say something about it. But I was marvelling at her 
courage at having shown it to me at all. It was a hideous photograph! And I 
wondered again if she realised how plain she was, and comforted herself 
with the idea that people who loved each other didn’t criticise but accepted 
everything, or if she really rather liked her appearance and expected me to 
say something complimentary. 

Oh, that was base of me! How could I have forgotten all the numberless 
times when I have known her turn away to avoid the light, press her face 
into my shoulders. And, above all, how could I have forgotten the afternoon 
of our wedding day when we sat on the green bench in the Botanical 
Gardens and listened to the band, how, in an interval between two pieces, 
she suddenly turned to me and said in the voice in which one says, “Do you 
think the grass is damp?” or “Do you think it’s time for tea?”..., “Tell me, 
do you think physical beauty is so very important?” I don’t like to think 
how often she had rehearsed that question. And do you know what I 
answered? At that moment, as if at my command there came a great gush of 
hard, bright sound from the band, and I managed to shout above it 
cheerfully, “I didn’t hear what you said.” Devilish! Wasn’t it? Perhaps not 
wholly. She looked like the poor patient who hears the surgeon say, “It will 
certainly be necessary to perform the operation — but not now!” 

§ 

But all this conveys the impression that my wife and I were never really 
happy together. Not true! Not true! We were marvellously, radiantly happy. 
We were a model couple. If you had seen us together, any time, any place, if 


you had followed us, tracked us down, spied, taken us off our guard, you 
still would have been forced to confess, “I have never seen a more ideally 
suited pair.” Until last autumn. 

But really to explain what happened then I should have to go back and 
back, I should have to dwindle until my two hands clutched the bannisters, 
the stair-rail was higher than my head, and I peered through to watch my 
father padding softly up and down. There were coloured windows on the 
landings. As he came up, first his bald head was scarlet; then it was yellow. 
How frightened I was! And when they put me to bed, it was to dream that 
we were living inside one of my father’s big coloured bottles. For he was a 
chemist. I was born nine years after my parents were married. I was an only 
child, and the effect to produce even me — small, withered bud I must have 
been — sapped all my mother’s strength. She never left her room again. 
Bed, sofa, window, she moved between the three. Well I can see her, on the 
window days, sitting, her cheek in her hand, staring out. Her room looked 
over the street. Opposite there was a wall plastered with advertisements for 
travelling shows and circuses and so on. I stand beside her, and we gaze at 
the slim lady in a red dress hitting a dark gentleman over the head with her 
parasol, or at the tiger peering through the jungle while the clown, close by, 
balances a bottle on his nose, or at a little golden-haired girl sitting on the 
knee-of an old black man in a broad cotton hat... She says nothing. On sofa 
days there is a flannel dressing gown that I loathe, and a cushion that keeps 
on slipping off the hard sofa. I pick it up. It has flowers and writing sewn 
on. I ask what the writing says, and she whispers, “Sweet Repose!” In bed 
her fingers plait, in tight little plaits, the fringe of the quilt, and her lips are 
thin. And that is all there is of my mother, except the last queer ‘episode’ 
that comes later. 

My father... Curled up in the corner on the lid of a round box that held 
sponges, I stared at my father so long, it’s as though his image, cut off at the 
waist by the counter, has remained solid in my memory. Perfectly bald, 
polished head, shaped like a thin egg, creased, creamy cheeks, little bags 
under the eyes, large pale ears like handles. His manner was discreet, sly, 
faintly amused and tinged with impudence. Long before I could appreciate 
it, I knew the mixture... I even used to copy him in my corner, bending 
forward, with a small reproduction of his faint sneer. In the evening his 
customers were, chiefly, young women; some of them came in every day 
for his famous five-penny pick-me-up. Their gaudy looks, their voices, their 


free ways, fascinated me. I longed to be my father, handing them across the 
counter the little glass of bluish stuff they tossed off so greedily. God knows 
what it was made of. Years after I drank some, just to see what it tasted like, 
and I felt as though someone had given me a terrific blow on the head; I felt 
stunned. 

One of those evenings I remember vividly. It was cold; it must have been 
autumn, for the flaring gas was lighted after my tea. I sat in my corner and 
my father was mixing some- thing; the shop was empty. Suddenly the bell 
jangled and a young woman rushed in, crying so loud, sobbing so hard, that 
it didn’t sound real. She wore a green cape trimmed with fur and a hat with 
cherries dangling. My father came from behind the screen. But she couldn’t 
stop herself at first. She stood in the middle of the shop and wrung her 
hands and moaned; I’ve never heard such crying since. Presently she 
managed to gasp out, “Give me a pick-me-up!” Then she drew a long 
breath, trembled away from him and quavered, “I’ve had bad news /”” And 
in the flaring gaslight I saw the whole side of her face was puffed up and 
purple; her lip was cut, and her eyelid looked as though it was gummed fast 
over the wet eye. My father pushed the glass across the counter, and she 
took the purse out of her stocking and paid him. But she couldn’t drink; 
clutching the glass, she stared in front of her as if she could not believe 
what she saw. Each time she put her head back the tears spurted out again. 
Finally she put the glass down. It was no use. Holding the cape with one 
hand, she ran in the same way out of the shop again. My father gave no 
sign. But long after she had gone I crouched in my corner, and when I think 
back it’s as though I felt my whole body vibrating—” So that’s what it is 
outside,” I thought. “That’s what it’s like out there.” 

§ 

Do you remember your childhood? I am always coming across these 
marvellous accounts by writers who declare that they remember 
“everything.” I certainly don’t. The dark stretches, the blanks, are much 
bigger than the bright glimpses. I seem to have spent most of my time like a 
plant in a cupboard. Now and again, when the sun shone, a careless hand 
thrust me out on to the window-sill, and a careless hand whipped me in 
again — and that was all. But what happened in the darkness — I- wonder? 
Did one grow? Pale stem... timid leaves... white reluctant bud. No wonder I 
was hated at school. Even the masters shrank from me. I somehow knew 
that my soft hesitating voice disgusted them. I knew, too, how they turned 


away from my shocked, staring eyes. I was small and thin, and I smelled of 
the shop; my nickname was Gregory Powder. School was a tin building, 
stuck on the raw hillside. There were dark red streaks like blood in the 
oozing clay banks of the playground. I hide in the dark passage, where the 
coats hang, and am discovered there by one of the masters. “What are you 
doing there in the dark?” His terrible voice kills me; I die before his eyes. I 
am standing in a ring of thrust-out heads; some are grinning, some look 
greedy, some are spitting. And it is always cold. Big crushed-up clouds 
press across the sky; the rusty water in the school tank is frozen; the bell 
sounds numb. One day they put a dead bird in my overcoat pocket. I found 
it just when I reached home. Oh, what a strange nutter there was at my heart 
when I drew out that terribly soft, cold little body, with the legs thin as pins 
and the claws wrung. I sat on the back door step in the yard and put the bird 
in my cap. The feathers round the neck looked wet, and there was a tiny tuft 
just above the closed eyes that stood up too. How tightly the beak was shut! 
I could not see the mark where it was divided. I stretched out one wing and 
touched the soft, secret down underneath; I tried to make the claws curl 
round my little finger. But I didn’t feel sorry for it — no! I wondered. The 
smoke from our kitchen chimney poured downwards, and flakes of soot 
floated — soft, light in the air. Through a big crack in the cement yard a 
poor-looking plant with dull, reddish flowers had pushed its way. I looked 
at the dead bird again... And that is the first time that I remember singing — 
rather... listening to a silent voice inside a little cage that was me. 

§ 

But what has all this to do with my married happiness? How can all this 
affect my wife and me? Why — to tell what happened last autumn — do I 
run all this way back into the Past? The Past — what is the Past? I might 
say the star-shaped flake of soot on a leaf of the poor-looking plant, and the 
bird lying on the quilted lining of my cap, and my father’s pestle and my 
mother’s cushion belong to it. But that is not to say they are any less mine 
than they were when I looked upon them with my very eyes, and touched 
them with these fingers. No, they are more; they are a living part of me. 
Who am I, in fact, as I sit here at this table, but my own past? If I deny that, 
I am nothing. And if I were to try to divide my life into childhood, youth, 
early manhood and so on, it would be a kind of affectation; I should know I 
was doing it just because of the pleasantly important sensation it gives one 
to rule lines, and to use green ink for childhood, red for the next stage, and 


purple for the period of adolescence. For, one thing I have learnt, one thing 
I do believe is, Nothing Happens Suddenly. Yes, that is my religion, I 
suppose. 

My mother’s death, for instance. Is it more distant from me to-day than it 
was then? It is just as close, as strange, as puzzling, and in spite of all the 
countless times I have recalled the circumstances, I know no more now than 
I did then, whether I dreamed them, or whether they really occurred. It 
happened when I was thirteen and I slept in a little strip of a room on what 
was called the half-landing. One night I woke up with a start to see my 
mother, in her night-gown, without even the hated flannel dressing-gown, 
sitting on my bed. But the strange thing which frightened me was, she 
wasn’t looking at me. Her head was bent; the short, thin tail of hair lay 
between her shoulders; her hands were pressed between her knees, and my 
bed shook; she was shivering. It was the first time I had ever seen her out of 
her own room. I said, or I think I said, “Is that you, Mother?” And as she 
turned round, I saw in the moonlight how queer she looked. Her face looked 
small — quite different. She looked like one of the boys at the school baths, 
who sits on a step, shivering just like that, and wants to go in and yet is 
frightened. 

“Are you awake?” she said. Her eyes opened; I think she smiled. She 
leaned towards me. “I’ve been poisoned,” she whispered. “Your father’s 
poisoned me.” And she nodded. Then, before I could say a word, she was 
gone; I thought I heard the door shut. I sat quite still, I couldn’t move, I 
think I expected something else to happen. For a long time I listened for 
something; there wasn’t a sound. The candle was by my bed, but I was too 
frightened to stretch out my hand for the matches. But even while I 
wondered what I ought to do, even while my heart thumped — everything 
became confused. I lay down and pulled the blankets round me. I fell 
asleep, and the next morning my mother was found dead of failure of the 
heart. 

Did that visit happen? Was it a dream? Why did she come to tell me? Or 
why, if she came, did she go away so quickly? And her expression — so 
joyous under the frightened look — was that real? I believed it fully the 
afternoon of the funeral, when I saw my father dressed up for his part, hat 
and all. That tall hat so gleaming black and round was like a cork covered 
with black sealing-wax, and the rest of my father was awfully like a bottle, 
with his face for the label — Deadly Poison. It flashed into my mind as I 


stood opposite him in the hall. And Deadly Poison, or old D. P., was my 
private name for him from that day. 

§ 

Late, it grows late. I love the night. I love to feel the tide of darkness 
rising slowly and slowly washing, turning over and over, lifting, floating, 
all that lies strewn upon the dark beach, all that lies hid in rocky hollows. I 
love, I love this strange feeling of drifting — whither? After my mother’s 
death I hated to go to bed. I used to sit on the window-sill, folded up, and 
watch the sky. It seemed to me the moon moved much faster than the sun. 
And one big, bright green star I chose for my own. My star! But I never 
thought of it beckoning to me, or twinkling merrily for my sake. Cruel, 
indifferent, splendid — it burned in the airy night. No matter — it was 
mine! But, growing close up against the window, there was a creeper with 
small, bunched-up pink and purple flowers. These did know me. These, 
when I touched them at night, welcomed my fingers; the little tendrils, so 
weak, so delicate, knew I would not hurt them. When the wind moved the 
leaves I felt I understood their shaking. When I came to the window, it 
seemed to me the flowers said among themselves, “The boy is here.” 

As the months passed, there was often a light in my father’s room below. 
And I heard voices and laughter. “He’s got some woman with him,” I 
thought. But it meant nothing to me. Then the gay voice, the sound of the 
laughter, gave me the idea it was one of the girls who used to come to the 
shop in the evenings — and gradually I began to imagine which girl it was. 
It was the dark one in the red coat and skirt, who once had given me a 
penny. A merry face stooped over me — warm breath tickled my neck — 
there were little beads of black on her long lashes, and when she opened her 
arms to kiss me, there came a marvellous wave of scent! Yes, that was the 
one. 

Time passed, and I forgot the moon and my green star and my shy 
creeper — I came to the window to wait for the light in my father’s 
window, to listen for the laughing voice, until one night I dozed and I 
dreamed she came again — again she drew me to her, something soft, 
scented, warm and merry hung over me like a cloud. But when I tried to 
see, her eyes only mocked me, her red lips opened and she hissed, “Little 
sneak! Little sneak!” But not as if she were angry, — as if she understood, 
and her smile somehow was like a rat — hateful! 


The night after, I lighted the candle and sat down at the table instead. By 
and by, as the flame steadied, there was a small lake of liquid wax, 
surrounded by a white, smooth wall. I took a pin and made little holes in 
this wall and then sealed them up faster than the wax could escape. After a 
time I fancied the candle flame joined in the game; it leapt up, quivered, 
wagged; it even seemed to laugh. But while I played with the candle and 
smiled and broke off the tiny white peaks of wax that rose above the wall 
and floated them on my lake, a feeling of awful dreariness fastened on me 
— yes, that’s the word. It crept up from my knees to my thighs, into my 
arms; I ached all over with misery. And I felt so strangely that I couldn’t 
move. Something bound me there by the table — I couldn’t even let the pin 
drop that I held between my finger and thumb. For a moment I came to a 
stop, as it were. 

Then the shrivelled case of the bud split and fell, the plant in the 
cupboard came into flower. “Who am I?” I thought. “What is all this?” And 
I looked at my room, at the broken bust of the man called Hahnemann on 
top of the cupboard, at my little bed with the pillow like an envelope. I saw 
it all, but not as I had seen before... Everything lived, everything. But that 
was not all. I was equally alive and — it’s the only way I can express it — 
the barriers were down between us — I had come into my own world! 

§ 

The barriers were down. I had been all my life a little outcast; but until 
that moment no one had “accepted” me; I had lain in the cupboard — or the 
cave forlorn. But now I was taken, I was accepted, claimed. I did not 
consciously turn away from the world of human beings; I had never known 
it; but I from that night did beyond words consciously turn towards my 
silent brothers... 


The Doves’ Nest 


After lunch Milly and her mother were sitting as usual on the balcony 
beyond the salon, admiring for the five hundredth time the stocks, the roses, 
the small, bright grass beneath the palms, and the oranges against a wavy 
line of blue, when a card was brought them by Marie. Visitors at the Villa 
Martin were very rare. True, the English clergyman, Mr. Sandi-man, had 
called, and he had come a second time with his wife to tea. But an awful 
thing had happened on that second occasion. Mother had made a mistake. 
She had said “More tea, Mr. Sandybags?” Oh, what a frightful thing to have 
happened! How could she have done it? Milly still flamed at the thought. 
And he had evidently not forgiven them; he’d never come again. So this 
card put them both into quite a flutter. 

Mr. Walter Prodger, they read. And then an American address, so very 
much abbreviated that neither of them understood it. Walter Prodger? But 
they’d never heard of him. Mother looked from the card to Milly. 

“Prodger, dear?” she asked mildly, as though helping Milly to a slice of a 
never-before-tasted pudding. 

And Milly seemed to be holding her plate back in the way she answered 
don’t — know, Mother.” 

“These are the occasions,” said Mother, becoming a little flustered, 
“when one does so feel the need of our dear English servants. Now if I 
could just say, “What is he like, Annie?’ I should know whether to see him 
or not. But he may be some common man, selling something — one of 
those American inventions for peeling things, you know, dear. Or he may 
even be some kind of foreign sharper.” Mother winced at the hard, bright 
little word as though she had given herself a dig with her embroidery 
SCISSOFS. 

But here Marie smiled at Milly and murmured, “C’est un trés beau 
Monsieur.” 

“What does she say, dear?” 

“She says he looks very nice, Mother.” 

“Well, we’d better — —” began Mother. 

“Where is he now, I wonder.” 

Marie answered “In the vestibule, Madame.” 
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In the hall! Mother jumped up, seriously alarmed. In the hall, with all 
those valuable little foreign things that didn’t belong to them scattered over 
the tables. 

“Show him in, Marie. Come, Milly, come dear. We will see him in the 
salon. Oh, why isn’t Miss Anderson here?” almost wailed Mother. 

But Miss Anderson, Mother’s new companion, never was on the spot 
when she was wanted. She had been engaged to be a comfort, a support to 
them both. Fond of travelling, a cheerful disposition, a good packer and so 
on. And then, when they had come all this way and taken the Villa Martin 
and moved in, she had turned out to be a Roman Catholic. Half her time, 
more than half, was spent wearing out the knees of her skirts in cold 
churches. It was really too... 

The door opened. A middle-aged, cleanshaven, very well dressed 
stranger stood bowing before them. His bow was stately. Milly saw it 
pleased Mother very much; she bowed her Queen Alexandra bow back. As 
for Milly, she never could bow. She smiled, feeling shy, but deeply 
interested. 

“Have I the pleasure,” said the stranger very courteously, with a strong 
American accent, “of speaking with Mrs. Wyndham Fawcett?” 

“T am Mrs. Fawcett,” said Mother, graciously, “and this is my daughter, 
Mildred.” 

“Pleased to meet you, Miss Fawcett.” And the stranger shot a fresh, chill 
hand at Milly, who grasped it just in time before it was gone again. 

“Won’t you sit down?” said Mother, and she waved faintly at all the gilt 
chairs. 

“Thank you, I will,” said the stranger. 

Down he sat, still solemn, crossing his legs, and, most surprisingly, his 
arms as well. His face looked at them over his dark arms as over a gate. 

“Milly, sit down, dear.” 

So Milly sat down, too, on the Madame Recamier couch, and traced a 
filet lace flower with her finger. There was a little pause. She saw the 
stranger swallow; Mother’s fan opened and shut. 

Then he said “I took the liberty of calling, Mrs. Fawcett, because I had 
the pleasure of your husband’s acquaintance in the States when he was 
lecturing there some years ago. I should like very much to renoo our — 
well — I venture to hope we might call it friendship. Is he with you at 
present? Are you expecting him out? I noticed his name was not mentioned 


in the local paper. But I put that down to a foreign custom, perhaps — 
giving precedence to the lady.” 

And here the stranger looked as though he might be going to smile. 

But as a matter of fact it was extremely awkward. Mother’s mouth shook. 
Milly squeezed her hands between her knees, but she watched hard from 
under her eyebrows. Good, noble little Mummy! How Milly admired her as 
she heard her say, gently and quite simply, “I am sorry to say my husband 
died two years ago.” Mr. Prodger gave a great start. “Did he?” He thrust out 
his under lip, frowned, pondered. “I am truly sorry to hear that, Mrs. 
Fawcett. I hope you’ll believe me when I say I had no idea your husband 
had... passed over.” 

“Of course.” Mother softly stroked her skirt. 

“T do trust,” said Mr. Prodger, more seriously still, “that my inquiry didn’t 
give you too much pain.” 

“No, no. It’s quite all right,” said the gentle voice. 

But Mr. Prodger insisted. “You’re sure? You’re positive?” 

At that Mother raised her head and gave him one of her still, bright, 
exalted glances that Milly knew so well. “I’m not in the least hurt,” she 
said, as one might say it from the midst of the fiery furnace. 

Mr. Prodger looked relieved. He changed his attitude and continued. “I 
hope this regrettable circumstance will not deprive me of your — —” 

“Oh, certainly not. We shall be delighted. We are always so pleased to 
know any one who — —” Mother gave a little bound, a little flutter. She 
flew from her shadowy branch on to a sunny one. “Is this your first visit to 
the Riviera?” 

“Tt is,” said Mr. Prodger. “The fact is I was in Florence until recently. But 
I took a heavy cold there — —” 

“Florence so damp,” cooed Mother. 

“And the doctor recommended I should come here for the sunshine 
before I started for home.” 

“The sun is so very lovely here,” agreed Mother, enthusiastically. 

“Well, I don’t think we get too much of it,” said Mr. Prodger, dubiously, 
and two lines showed at his lips. “I seem to have been sitting around in my 
hotel more days than I care to count.” 

“Ah, hotels are so very trying,’ said Mother, and she drooped 
sympathetically at the thought of a lonely man in an hotel... “You are alone 


here?” she asked, gently, just in case... one never knew... it was better to be 
on the safe, the tactful side. 

But her fears were groundless. 

“Oh, yes, I’m alone,” cried Mr. Prodger, more heartily than he had 
spoken yet, and he took a speck of thread off his immaculate trouser leg. 
Something in his voice puzzled Milly. What was it? 

“Still, the scenery is so very beautiful,” said Mother, “that one really does 
not feel the need of friends. I was only saying to my daughter yesterday I 
could live here for years without going outside the garden gate. It 1s all so 
beautiful.” 

“Is that so?” said Mr. Prodger, soberly. He added, “You have a very 
charming villa.” And he glanced round the salon. “Is all this antique 
furniture genuine, may I ask?” 

“I believe so,” said Mother. “I was certainly given to understand it was. 
Yes, we love our villa. But of course it is very large for two, that is to say 
three, ladies. My companion, Miss Anderson, is with us. But unfortunately 
she is a Roman Catholic, and so she is out most of the time.” 

Mr. Prodger bowed as one who agreed that Roman Catholics were very 
seldom in. 

“But I am so fond of space,” continued Mother, “and so is my daughter. 
We both love large rooms and plenty of them — don’t we, Milly?” 

This time Mr. Prodger looked at Milly quite cordially and remarked, 
“Yes, young people like plenty of room to run about.” 

He got up, put one hand behind his back, slapped the other upon it and 
went over to the balcony. 

“You’ve a view of the sea from here,” he observed. 

The ladies might well have noticed it; the whole Mediterranean swung 
before the windows. 

“We are so fond of the sea,” said Mother, getting up, too. 

Mr. Prodger looked towards Milly. “Do you see those yachts, Miss 
Fawcett?” 

Milly saw them. 

“Do you happen to know what they’re doing?” asked Mr. Prodger. 

What they were doing? What a funny question! Milly stared and bit her 
lip. 

“They’re racing!” said Mr. Prodger, and this time he did actually smile at 
her. 


“Oh, yes, of course,” stammered Milly. “Of course they are.” She knew 
that. 

“Well, they’re not always at it,” said Mr. Prodger, good-humouredly. And 
he turned to Mother and began to take a ceremonious farewell. 

“IT wonder,” hesitated Mother, folding her little hands and eyeing him, “if 
you would care to lunch with us — if you would not be too dull with two 
ladies. We should be so very pleased.” 

Mr. Prodger became intensely serious again. He seemed to brace himself 
to meet the luncheon invitation. “Thank you very much, Mrs. Fawcett. I 
should be delighted.” 

“That will be very nice,” said Mother, warmly. “Let me see. To-day is 
Monday — isn’t it, Milly? Would Wednesday suit you?” 

“Mr. Prodger replied,” It would suit me excellently to lunch with you on 
Wednesday, Mrs. Fawcett. At mee-dee, I presume, as they call it here.” 

“Oh, no! We keep our English times. At one o’clock,” said Mother. 

And that being arranged, Mr. Prodger became more and more 
ceremonious and bowed himself out of the room. 

Mother rang for Marie to look after him, and a moment later the big, 
glass hall-door shut. 

“Well!” said Mother. She was all smiles. Little smiles like butterflies, 
alighting on her lips and gone again. “That was an adventure, Milly, wasn’t 
it, dear? And I thought he was such a very charming man, didn’t you?” 

Milly made a little face at Mother and rubbed her eye. 

“Of course you did. You must have, dear. And his appearance was so 
satisfactory — wasn’t it?” Mother was obviously enraptured. “I mean he 
looked so very well kept. Did you notice his hands? Every nail shone like a 
diamond. I must say I do like to see...” 

She broke off. She came over to Milly and patted her big collar straight. 

“You do think it was right of me to ask him to lunch — don’t you, dear?” 
said Mother pathetically. 

Mother made her feel so big, so tall. But she was tall. She could pick 
Mother up in her arms. Sometimes, rare moods came when she did. 
Swooped on Mother who squeaked like a mouse and even kicked. But not 
lately. Very seldom now... 

“It was so strange,” said Mother. There was the still, bright, exalted 
glance again. “I suddenly seemed to hear Father say to me ‘Ask him to 
lunch.’ And then there was some — warning... I think it was about the 


wine. But that I didn’t catch — very unfortunately,” she added, mournfully. 
She put her hand on her breast; she bowed her head. “Father is still so near,” 
she whispered. 

Milly looked out of the window. She hated Mother going on like this. But 
of course she couldn’t say anything. Out of the window there was the sea 
and the sunlight silver on the palms, like water dripping from silver oars. 
Milly felt a yearning — what was it? — it was like a yearning to fly. 

But Mother’s voice brought her back to the salon, to the gilt chairs, the 
gilt couches, sconces, cabinets, the tables with the heavy-sweet flowers, the 
faded brocade, the pink-spotted Chinese dragons on the mantelpiece and the 
two Turks’ heads in the fireplace that supported the broad logs. 

“T think a leg of lamb would be nice, don’t you, dear?” said Mother. “The 
lamb is so very small and delicate just now. And men like nothing so much 
as plain roast meat. Yvonne prepares it so nicely, too, with that little frill of 
paper lace round the top of the leg. It always reminds me of something — I 
can’t think what. But it certainly makes it look very attractive indeed.” 

§ 

Wednesday came. And the flutter that Mother and Milly had felt over the 
visiting card extended to the whole villa. Yes, it was not too much to say 
that the whole villa thrilled and fluttered at the idea of having a man to 
lunch. Old, flat-footed Yvonne came waddling back from market with a 
piece of gorgonzola in so perfect a condition that when she found Marie in 
the kitchen she flung down her great basket, snatched the morsel up and 
held it, rustling in its paper, to her quivering bosom. 

“Jai trouvé un morceau de gorgonzola,” she panted, rolling up her eyes 
as though she invited the heavens themselves to look down upon it. “J’ai un 
morceau de gorgonzola ici pour un prr-ince, ma fille.” And hissing the word 
“prr-ince” like lightning, she thrust the morsel under Marie’s nose. Marie, 
who was a delicate creature, almost swooned at the shock. 

“Do you think,” cried Yvonne, scornfully, “that I would ever buy such 
cheese pour ces dames? Never. Never. Jamais de ma vie.”’ Her sausage 
finger wagged before her nose, and she minced in a dreadful imitation of 
Mother’s French, “We have none of us large appetites, Yvonne. We are very 
fond of boiled eggs and mashed potatoes and a nice, plain salad. Ah-Bah!” 
With a snort of contempt she flung away her shawl, rolled up her sleeves, 
and began unpacking the basket. At the bottom there was a flat bottle 
which, sighing, she laid aside. 


“De quoi pour mes cors,” said she. 

And Marie, seizing a bottle of Sauterne and bearing it off to the dining- 
room murmured, as she shut the kitchen door behind her, “Et voila pour les 
cors de Monsieur!” 

The dining-room was a large room panelled in dark wood. It had a 
massive mantelpiece and carved chairs covered in crimson damask. On the 
heavy, polished table stood an oval glass dish decorated with little gilt 
swags. This dish, which it was Marie’s duty to keep filled with fresh 
flowers, fascinated her. The sight of it gave her a frisson. It reminded her 
always, as it lay solitary on the dark expanse, of a little tomb. And one day, 
passing through the long windows on to the stone terrace and down the 
steps into the garden she had the happy thought of so arranging the flowers 
that they would be appropriate to one of the ladies on a future tragic 
occasion. Her first creation had been terrible. Tomb of Mademoiselle 
Anderson in black pansies, lily-of-the-valley, and a frill of heliotrope. It 
gave her a most intense, curious pleasure to hand Miss Anderson the 
potatoes at lunch, and at the same time to gaze beyond her at her triumph. It 
was like (O ciel!), it was like handing potatoes to a corpse. 

The Jomb of Madame was on the contrary almost gay. Foolish little 
flowers, half yellow, half blue, hung over the edge, wisps of green trailed 
across, and in the middle there was a large scarlet rose. Coeur saignant, 
Marie had called it. But it did not look in the least like a coeur saignant. It 
looked flushed and cheerful, like Mother emerging from the luxury of a 
warm bath. 

Milly’s, of course, was all white. White stocks, little white rose-buds, 
with a sprig or two of dark box edging. It was Mother’s favourite. 

Poor innocent! Marie, at the sideboard, had to turn her back when she 
heard Mother exclaim, “Isn’t it pretty, Milly? Isn’t 1t sweetly pretty? Most 
artistic. So original.” And she had said to Marie, “C’est tés joli, Marie. Trés 
original.” 

Marie’s smile was so remarkable that Milly, peeling a tangerine, 
remarked to Mother, “I don’t think she likes you to admire them. It makes 
her uncomfortable.” 

But to-day — the glory of her opportunity made Marie feel quite faint as 
she seized her flower scissors. Zombeau d’un beau Monsieur. She was 
forbidden to cut the orchids that grew round the fountain basin. But what 
were orchids for if not for such an occasion? Her fingers trembled as the 


scissors snipped away. They were enough; Marie added two small sprays of 
palm. And back in the dining-room she had the happy idea of binding the 
palm together with a twist of gold thread deftly torn off the fringe of the 
dining-room curtains. The effect was superb. Marie almost seemed to see 
her beau Monsieur, very small, very small, at the bottom of the bow], in full 
evening dress with a ribbon across his chest and his ears white as wax. 

What surprised Milly, however, was that Miss Anderson should pay any 
attention to Mr. Prodger’s coming. She rustled to breakfast in her best black 
silk blouse, her Sunday blouse, with the large, painful-looking crucifix 
dangling over the front. Milly was alone when Miss Anderson entered the 
dining-room. This was unfortunate, for she always tried to avoid being left 
alone with Miss Anderson. She could not say exactly why; it was a feeling. 
She had the feeling that Miss Anderson might say something about God, or 
something fearfully intimate. Oh, she would sink through the floor if such a 
thing happened; she would expire. Supposing she were to say “Milly, do 
you believe in our Lord?” Heavens! It simply didn’t bear thinking about. 

Good-morning, my dear,” said Miss Anderson, and her fingers, cold, 
pale, like church candles, touched Milly’s cheeks. 

“Good-morning, Miss Anderson. May I give you some coffee?” said 
Milly, trying to be natural. 

“Thank you, dear child,” said Miss Anderson, and laughing her light, 
nervous laugh, she hooked on her eyeglasses and stared at the basket of 
rolls. “And is it to-day that you expect your guest?” she asked. 

Now why did she ask that? Why pretend when she knew perfectly well? 
That was all part of her strangeness. Or was it because she wanted to be 
friendly? Miss Anderson was more than friendly; she was genial. But there 
was always this something. Was she spying? People said at school that 
Roman Catholics spied... Miss Anderson rustled, rustled about the house 
like a dead leaf. Now she was on the stairs, now in the upstairs passage. 
Sometimes, at night, when Milly was feverish, she woke up and heard that 
rustle outside her door. Was Miss Anderson looking through the keyhole? 
And one night she actually had the idea that Miss Anderson had bored two 
holes in the wall above her head and was watching her from there. The 
feeling was so strong that next time she went into Miss Anderson’s room 
her eyes flew to the spot. To her horror a large picture hung there. Had it 
been there before’... 

“Guest?” The crisp breakfast roll broke in half at the word. 


“Yes, I think it is,” said Milly, vaguely, and her blue, flower-like eyes 
were raised to Miss Anderson in a vague stare. 

“Tt will make quite a little change in our little party,” said the much-too- 
pleasant voice. “I confess I miss very much the society of men. I have had 
such a great deal of it in my life. I think that ladies by themselves are apt to 
get a little — h’m — h’m...” And helping herself to cherry jam, she spilt it 
on the cloth. 

Milly took a large, childish bite out of her roll. There was nothing to 
reply to this. But how young Miss Anderson made her feel! She made her 
want to be naughty, to pour milk over her head or make a noise with a 
spoon. 

“Ladies by themselves,” went on Miss Anderson, who realised none of 
this, “‘are very apt to find their interests limited.” 

“Why?” said Milly, goaded to reply. People always said that; it sounded 
most unfair. 

“T think,” said Miss Anderson, taking off her eyeglasses and looking a 
little dim, “‘it is the absence of political discussion.” 

“Oh, politics!” cried Milly, airily. “I hate politics. Father always said — 
—” But here she pulled up short. She crimsoned. She didn’t want to talk 
about Father to Miss Anderson. 

“Oh! Look! Look! A butterfly!” cried Miss Anderson, softly and hastily. 
“Look, what a darling!” Her own cheeks flushed a slow red at the sight of 
the darling butterfly fluttering so softly over the glittering table. 

That was very nice of Miss Anderson — fearfully nice of her. She must 
have realised that Milly didn’t want to talk about Father and so she had 
mentioned the butterfly on purpose. Milly smiled at Miss Anderson as she 
never had smiled at her before. And she said in her warm, youthful voice, 
“He is a duck, isn’t he? I love butterflies. I think they are great lambs.” 

§ 

The morning whisked away as foreign mornings do. Mother had half 
decided to wear her hat at lunch. 

“What do you think, Milly? Do you think as head of the house it might be 
appropriate? On the other hand one does not want to do anything at all 
extreme.” 

“Which do you mean, Mother? Your mushroom or the jampot?” 

“Oh, not the jampot, dear.” Mother was quite used to Milly’s name for it. 
“T somehow don’t feel myself in a hat without a brim. And to tell you the 


truth I am still not quite certain whether I was wise in buying the jampot. I 
cannot help the feeling that if I were to meet Father in it he would be a little 
too surprised. More than once lately,” went on Mother quickly, “I have 
thought of taking off the trimming, turning it upside down, and making it 
into a nice little workbag. What do you think, dear? But we must not go into 
it now, Milly. This is not the moment for such schemes. Come on to the 
balcony. I have told Marie we shall have coffee there. What about bringing 
out that big chair with the nice, substantial legs for Mr. Prodger? Men are so 
fond of nice, substantial... No, not by yourself, love! Let me help you.” 

When the chair was carried out Milly thought it looked exactly like Mr. 
Prodger. It was Mr. Prodger admiring the view. 

“No, don’t sit down on it. You mustn’t,” she cried hastily, as Mother 
began to subside. She put her arm through Mother’s and drew her back into 
the salon. 

Happily, at that moment there was a rustle and Miss Anderson was upon 
them. In excellent time, for once. She carried a copy of the Morning Post. 

“IT have been trying to find out from this,” said she, lightly tapping the 
newspaper with her eyeglasses, “whether Congress is sitting at present. But 
unfortunately, after reading my copy right through, I happened to glance at 
the heading and discovered it was five weeks’ old.” 

Congress! Would Mr. Prodger expect them to talk about Congress? The 
idea terrified Mother. Congress! The American parliament, of course, 
composed of senators — grey-bearded old men in frock coats and turn- 
down collars, rather like missionaries. But she did not feel at all competent 
to discuss them. 

“T think we had better not be too intellectual,” she suggested, timidly, 
fearful of disappointing Miss Anderson, but more fearful still of the 
alternative. 

“Still, one likes to be prepared,” said Miss Anderson. And after a pause 
she added softly, “One never knows.” 

Ah, how true that is! One never does. Miss Anderson and Mother seemed 
both to ponder this truth. They sat silent, with head bent, as though listening 
to the whisper of the words. 

“One never knows,” said the pink-spotted dragons on the mantelpiece 
and the Turks’ heads pondered. Nothing is known — nothing. Everybody 
just waits for things to happen as they were waiting there for the stranger 
who came walking towards them through the sun and shadow under the 


budding plane trees, or driving, perhaps, in one of the small, cotton-covered 
cabs... An angel passed over the Villa Martin. In that moment of hovering 
silence something timid, something beseeching seemed to lift, seemed to 
offer itself, as the flowers in the salon, uplifted, gave themselves to the 
light. 

Then Mother said, “I hope Mr. Prodger will not find the scent of the 
mimosa too powerful. Men are not fond of flowers in a room as a rule. I 
have heard it causes actual hay-fever in some cases. What do you think, 

Milly? Ought we perhaps — —” But there was no time to do anything. A 
long, firm trill sounded from the hall door. It was a trill so calm and 
composed and unlike the tentative little push they gave the bell that it 
brought them back to the seriousness of the moment. They heard a man’s 
voice; the door clicked shut again. He was inside. A stick rattled on the 
table. There was a pause, and then the door handle of the salon turned and 
Marie, in frilled muslin cutis and an apron shaped like a heart, ushered in 
Mr. Prodger. 

Only Mr. Prodger after all? But whom had Milly expected to see? The 
feeling was there and gone again that she would not have been surprised to 
see somebody quite different, before she realised this wasn’t quite the same 
Mr. Prodger as before. He was smarter than ever; all brushed, combed, 
shining. The ears that Marie had seen white as wax flashed as if they had 
been pink enamelled. Mother fluttered up in her pretty little way, so hoping 
he had not found the heat of the day too trying to be out in... but happily it 
was a little early in the year for dust. Then Miss Anderson was introduced. 
Milly was ready this time for that fresh hand, but she almost gasped; it was 
so very chill. It was like a hand stretched out to you from the water. Then 
together they all sat down. 

“Ts this your first visit to the Riviera?” asked Miss Anderson, graciously, 
dropping her handkerchief. 

“It is,’ answered Mr. Prodger composedly, and he folded his arms as 
before. “I was in Florence until recently, but I caught a heavy cold — —” 

“Florence so — —” began Mother, when the beautiful brass gong, that 
burned like a fallen sun in the shadows of the hall, began to throb. First it 
was a low muttering, then it swelled, it quickened, it burst into a clash of 
triumph under Marie’s sympathetic fingers. Never had they been treated to 
such a performance before. Mr. Prodger was all attention. 

“That’s a very fine gong,” he remarked approvingly. 


“We think it is so very oriental,” said Mother. “It gives our little meals 
quite an Eastern flavour. Shall we...” 

Their guest was at the door bowing. 

“So many gentlemen and only one lady,” fluttered Mother. “What I mean 
is the boot is on the other shoe. That is to say — come, Milly, come, dear.” 
And she led the way to the dining-room. 

Well, there they were. The cold, fresh napkins were shaken out of their 
charming shapes and Marie handed the omelette. Mr. Prodger sat on 
Mother’s right, facing Milly, and Miss Anderson had her back to the long 
windows. But after all — why should the fact of their having a man with 
them make such a difference? It did; it made all the difference. 

Why should they feel so stirred at the sight of that large hand outspread, 
moving among the wine glasses? Why should the sound of that loud, 
confident “Ah-hm!” change the very look of the dining-room? It was not a 
favourite room of theirs as a rule; it was overpowering. They bobbed 
uncertainly at the pale table with a curious feeling of exposure. They were 
like those meek guests who arrive unexpectedly at the fashionable hotel, 
and are served with whatever may be ready, while the real luncheon, the 
real guests lurk important and contemptuous in the background. And 
although it was impossible for Marie to be other than deft, nimble and 
silent, what heart could she have in ministering to that most uninspiring of 
spectacles — three ladies dining alone? 

Now all was changed. Marie filled their glasses to the brim as if to 
reward them for some marvellous feat of courage. These timid English 
ladies had captured a live lion, a real one, smelling faintly of eau de 
cologne, and with a tip of handkerchief showing, white as a flake of snow. 

“He is worthy of it,” decided Marie, eyeing her orchids and palms. 

Mr. Prodger touched his hot plate with appreciative fingers. 

“You'll hardly believe it, Mrs. Fawcett,” he remarked, turning to Mother, 
“but this is the first hot plate ve happened on since I left the States. I had 
begun to believe there were two things that just weren’t to be had in 
Europe. One was a hot plate and the other was a glass of cold water. Well, 
the cold water one can do without; but a hot plate is more difficult. I’d got 
so discouraged with the cold wet ones I encountered everywhere that when 
I was arranging with Cook’s Agency about my room here I explained to 
them ‘I don’t mind where I go to. I don’t care what the expense may be. But 


for mercy’s sake find me an hotel where I can get a hot plate by ringing for 
it.” 

Mother, though outwardly all sympathy, found this a little bewildering. 
She had a momentary vision of Mr. Prodger ringing for hot plates to be 
brought to him at all hours. Such strange things to want in any numbers. 

“I have always heard the American hotels are so very well equipped,” 
said Miss Anderson. “Telephones in all the rooms and even tape machines.” 

Milly could see Miss Anderson reading that tape machine. 

“T should like to go to America awfully,” she cried, as Marie brought in 
the lamb and set it before Mother. 

“There’s certainly nothing wrong with America,” said Mr. Prodger, 
soberly. “America’s a great country. What are they? Peas? Well, Pll just 
take a few. I don’t eat peas as a rule. No, no salad, thank you. Not with the 
hot meat.” 

“But what makes you want to go to America?” Miss Anderson ducked 
forward, smiling at Milly, and her eyeglasses fell into her plate, just 
escaping the gravy. 

Because one wants to go everywhere, was the real answer. But Milly’s 
flower-blue gaze rested thoughtfully on Miss Anderson as she said, “The 
ice-cream. I adore ice-cream.” 

“Do you?” said Mr. Prodger, and he put down his fork; he seemed 
moved. “So you’re fond of ice-cream, are you, Miss Fawcett?” 

Milly transferred her dazzling gaze to him. It said she was. 

“Well,” said Mr. Prodger quite playfully, and he began eating again, “I’d 
like to see you get it. I’m sorry we can’t manage to ship some across. I like 
to see young people have just what they want. It seems right, somehow.” 

Kind man! Would he have any more lamb? 

Lunch passed so pleasantly, so quickly, that the famous piece of 
gorgonzola was on the table in all its fatness and richness before there had 
been an awkward moment. The truth was that Mr. Prodger proved most 
easy to entertain, most ready to chat. As a rule men were not fond of chat as 
Mother understood it. They did not seem to understand that it does not 
matter very much what one says; the important thing is not to let the 
conversation drop. Strange! Even the best of men ignored that simple rule. 
They refused to realise that conversation is like a dear little baby that is 
brought in to be handed round. You must rock it, nurse it, keep it on the 
move if you want it to keep on smiling. What could be simpler? But even 


Father... Mother winced away from memories that were not as sweet as 
memories ought to be. 

All the same she could not help hoping that Father saw what a successful 
little lunch party it was. He did so love to see Milly happy, and the child 
looked more animated than she had done for weeks. She had lost that 
dreamy expression, which, though very sweet, did not seem natural at her 
age. Perhaps what she wanted was not so much Easton’s Syrup as taking 
out of herself. 

“T have been very selfish,” thought Mother, blaming herself as usual. She 
put her hand on Milly’s arm; she pressed it gently as they rose from the 
table. And Marie held the door open for the white and the grey figure; for 
Miss Anderson, who peered shortsightedly, as though looking for 
something; for Mr. Prodger who brought up the rear, walking stately, with 
the benign air of a Monsieur who had eaten well. 

§ 

Beyond the balcony, the garden, the palms and the sea lay bathed in 
quivering brightness. 

Not a leaf moved; the oranges were little worlds of burning light. There 
was the sound of grasshoppers ringing their tiny tambourines, and the hum 
of bees as they hovered, as though to taste their joy in advance, before 
burrowing close into the warm wide-open stocks and roses. The sound of 
the sea was like a breath, was like a sigh. 

Did the little group on the balcony hear it? Mother’s fingers moved 
among the black and gold coffee-cups; Miss Anderson brought the most 
uncomfortable chair out of the salon and sat down. Mr. Prodger put his 
large hand on to the yellow stone ledge of the balcony and remarked 
gravely, “This balcony rail is just as hot as it can be.” 

“They say,” said Mother, “that the greatest heat of the day is at about 
half-past two. We have certainly noticed it is very hot then.” 

“Yes, it’s lovely then,” murmured Milly, and she stretched out her hand to 
the sun. “It’s simply baking!” 

“Then you’re not afraid of the sunshine?” said Mr. Prodger, taking his 
coffee from Mother. “No, thank you. I won’t take any cream. Just one lump 
of sugar.” And he sat down balancing the little, chattering cup on his broad 
knee. 

“No, I adore it,” answered Milly, and she began to nibble the lump of 
sugar... 


Six Years After 


It was not the afternoon to be on deck — on the contrary. It was exactly the 
afternoon when there is no snugger place than a warm cabin, a warm bunk. 
Tucked up with a rug, a hot-water bottle and a piping hot cup of tea she 
would not have minded the weather in the least. But he — hated cabins, 
hated to be inside anywhere more than was absolutely necessary. He had a 
passion for keeping, as he called it, above board, especially when he was 
travelling. And it wasn’t surprising, considering the enormous amount of 
time he spent cooped up in the office. So, when he rushed away from her as 
soon as they got on board and came back five minutes later to say he had 
secured two deck chairs on the lee side and the steward was undoing the 
rugs, her voice through the high sealskin collar murmured “Good” ; and 
because he was looking at her, she smiled with bright eyes and blinked 
quickly, as if to say, “Yes, perfectly all right — absolutely.” And she meant 
it. 

“Then we’d better — —” said he, and he tucked her hand inside his arm 
and began to rush her off to where their chairs stood. But she just had time 
to breathe, “Not so fast, Daddy, please,” when he remembered too and 
slowed down. 

Strange! They had been married twenty-eight years, and it was still an 
effort to him, each time, to adapt his pace to hers. 

“Not cold, are you?” he asked, glancing sideways at her. Her little nose, 
geranium pink above the dark fur, was answer enough. But she thrust her 
free hand into the velvet pocket of her jacket and murmured gaily, “I shall 
be glad of my rug.” 

He pressed her tighter to his side — a quick, nervous pressure. He knew, 
of course, that she ought to be down in the cabin; he knew that it was no 
afternoon for her to be sitting on deck, in this cold and raw mist, lee side or 
no lee side, rugs or no rugs, and he realised how she must be hating it. But 
he had come to believe that it really was easier for her to make these 
sacrifices than it was for him. Take their present case, for instance. If he had 
gone down to the cabin with her, he would have been miserable the whole 
time, and he couldn’t have helped showing it. At any rate, she would have 
found him out. Whereas, having made up her mind to fall in with his ideas, 


he would have betted anybody she would even go so far as to enjoy the 
experience. Not because she was without personality of her own. Good 
Lord! She was absolutely brimming with it. But because... but here his 
thoughts always stopped. Here they always felt the need of a cigar, as it 
were. And, looking at the cigar-tip, his fine blue eyes narrowed. It was a 
law of marriage, he supposed... All the same, he always felt guilty when he 
asked these sacrifices of her. That was what the quick pressure meant. His 
being said to her being: “You do understand, don’t you?” and there was an 
answering tremor of her fingers, “I understand.” 

Certainly, the steward — good little chap — had done all in his power to 
make them comfortable. He had put up their chairs in whatever warmth 
there was and out of the smell. She did hope he would be tipped adequately. 
It was on occasions like these (and her life seemed to be full of such 
occasions) that she wished it was the woman who controlled the purse. 

“Thank you, steward. That will do beautifully.” 

‘Why are stewards so often delicate-looking?’ she wondered, as her feet 
were tucked under. ‘This poor little chap looks as though he’d got a chest, 
and yet one would have thought... the sea air...’ 

The button of the pigskin purse was undone. 

The tray was tilted. She saw sixpences, shillings, half-crowns. 

T should give him five shillings,’ she decided, ‘and tell him to buy 
himself a good nourishing — —’ 

He was given a shilling, and he touched his cap and seemed genuinely 
grateful. 

Well, it might have been worse. It might have been sixpence. It might, 
indeed. For at that moment Father turned towards her and said, half- 
apologetically, stuffing the purse back, “I gave him a shilling. I think it was 
worth it, don’t you?” 

“Oh, quite! Every bit!” said she. 

It is extraordinary how peaceful it feels on a little steamer once the bustle 
of leaving port is over. In a quarter of an hour one might have been at sea 
for days. There is something almost touching, childish, in the way people 
submit themselves to the new conditions. They go to bed in the early 
afternoon, they shut their eyes and “it’s night” like little children who turn 
the table upside down and cover themselves with the tablecloth. And those 
who remain on deck — they seem to be always the same, those few 
hardened men travellers — pause, light their pipes, stamp softly, gaze out to 


sea, and their voices are subdued as they walk up and down. The long- 
legged little girl chases after the red-cheeked boy, but soon both are 
captured; and the old sailor, swinging an unlighted lantern, passes and 
disappears... 

He lay back, the rug up to his chin and she saw he was breathing deeply. 
Sea air! If anyone believed in sea air, it was he. He had the strongest faith in 
its tonic qualities. But the great thing was, according to him, to fill the lungs 
with it the moment you came on board. Otherwise, the sheer strength of it 
was enough to give you a chill... 

She gave a small chuckle, and he turned to her quickly. “What is it?” 

“It’s your cap,” she said. “I never can get used to you in a cap. You look 
such a thorough burglar.” 

“Well, what the deuce am I to wear?” He shot up one grey eyebrow and 
wrinkled his nose. “It’s a very good cap, too. Very fine specimen of its kind. 
It’s got a very rich white satin lining.” He paused. He declaimed, as he had 
hundreds of times before at this stage, “Rich and rare were the gems she 
wore.” 

But she was thinking he really was childishly proud of the white satin 
lining. He would like to have taken off his cap and made her feel it. “Feel 
the quality!” How often had she rubbed between finger and thumb his coat, 
his shirt cuff, tie, sock, linen handkerchief, while he said that. 

She slipped down more deeply into her chair. 

And the little steamer pressed on, pitching gently, over the grey, 
unbroken, gently-moving water, that was veiled with slanting rain. 

Far out, as though idly, listlessly, gulls were flying. Now they settled on 
the waves, now they beat up into the rainy air, and shone against the pale 
sky like the lights within a pearl. They looked cold and lonely. How lonely 
it will be when we have passed by, she thought. There will be nothing but 
the waves and those birds and rain falling. 

She gazed through the rust-spotted railing along which big drops 
trembled, until suddenly she shut her lips. It was as if a warning voice 
inside her had said, “Don’t look!” 

“No, I won’t,” she decided. “It’s too depressing, much too depressing.” 

But immediately, she opened her eyes and looked again. Lonely birds, 
water lifting, white pale sky — how were they changed? 

And it seemed to her there was a presence far out there, between the sky 
and the water; someone very desolate and longing watched them pass and 


cried as if to stop them — but cried to her alone. 

“Mother!” 

‘Don’t leave me,’ sounded in the cry. ‘Don’t forget me! You are 
forgetting me, you know you are! ‘And it was as though from her own 
breast there came the sound of childish weeping. 

“My son — my precious child — it isn’t true!” 

Sh! How was it possible that she was sitting there on that quiet steamer 
beside Father and at the same time she was hushing and holding a little 
slender boy — so pale — who had just waked out of a dreadful dream? 

“IT dreamed I was in a wood — somewhere far away from everybody, — 
and I was lying down and a great blackberry vine grew over me. And I 
called and called to you — and you wouldn’t come — you wouldn’t come 
— so I had to lie there for ever.” 

What a terrible dream! He had always had terrible dreams. How often, 
years ago, when he was small, she had made some excuse and escaped from 
their friends in the dining-room or the drawing-room to come to the foot of 
the stairs and listen. “Mother!” And when he was asleep, his dream had 
journeyed with her back into the circle of lamplight; it had taken its place 
there like a ghost. And now —— 

Far more often — at all times — in all places — like now, for instance — 
she never settled down, she was never off her guard for a moment but she 
heard him. He wanted her. “I am coming as fast as I can! As fast as I can!” 
But the dark stairs have no ending, and the worst dream of all — the one 
that is always the same — goes for ever and ever uncomforted. 

This is anguish! How is it to be borne? Still, it is not the idea of her 
suffering which is unbearable — it is his. Can one do nothing for the dead? 
And for a long time the answer had been — Nothing! 

... But softly without a sound the dark curtain has rolled down. There is 
no more to come. That is the end of the play. But it can’t end like that — so 
suddenly. There must be more. No, it’s cold, it’s still. There is nothing to be 
gained by waiting. 

But — did he go back again? Or, when the war was over, did he come 
home for good? Surely, he will marry — later on — not for several years. 
Surely, one day I shall remember his wedding and my first grandchild — a 
beautiful dark-haired boy born in the early morning — a lovely morning — 
spring! 


‘Oh, Mother, it’s not fair to me to put these ideas into my head! Stop, 
Mother, stop! When I think of all I have missed, I can’t bear it.’ 

“T can’t bear it!” She sits up breathing the words and tosses the dark rug 
away. It is colder than ever, and now the dusk is falling, falling like ash 
upon the pallid water. 

And the little steamer, growing determined, throbbed on, pressed on, as if 
at the end of the journey there waited... 


Daphne 


I had been in Port Willin six months when I decided to give a one-man 
show. Not that I was particularly keen, but little Field, the picture-shop 
man, had just started a gallery and he wanted me — begged me, rather — to 
kick of! for him. He was a decent little chap; I hadn’t the heart to refuse. 
And besides, as it happened, I had a good deal of stuff that I felt it would be 
rather fun to palm off on any one who was fool enough to buy it. So with 
these high aims I had the cards printed, the pictures framed in plain white 
frames, and God knows how many cups and saucers ordered for the Private 
View. 

What was I doing in Port Willin? Oh well — why not? Pll own it does 
sound an unlikely spot, but when you are an impermanent movable, as I am, 
it’s just those unlikely spots that have a trick of holding you. I arrived, 
intending to stay a week and go on to Fiji. But I had letters to one or two 
people, and the morning of my arrival, hanging over the side of the ship 
while we were waiting in the stream, with nothing on earth to do but stare, I 
took an extraordinary” fancy to the shape — to the look of the place. 

It’s a small town, you know, planted at the edge of a fine deep harbour 
like a lake. Behind it, on either side there are hills. The houses are built of 
light painted wood. They have iron roofs coloured red. And there are big 
dark plumy trees massed together, breaking up those light shapes, giving a 
depth — warmth — making a composition of it well worth looking at... 
Well, we needn’t go into that — But it had me that fine morning. And the 
first days after my arrival, walking, or driving out in one of the big 
swinging, rocking cabs, I took an equal fancy to the people. 

Not to quite all of them. The men left me cold. Yes, I must say, colonial 
men are not the brightest specimens. But I never struck a place where the 
average of female attractiveness was so high. You can’t help noticing it, for 
a peculiarity of Port Willin is the number of its teashops and the vast 
quantity of tea absorbed by its inhabitants. Not tea only — sandwiches, 
cream cakes, ices, fruit salad with fresh pineapples. From eleven o’clock in 
the morning you meet with couples, and groups, of girls and young married 
women hurrying off to their first tea. It was a real eleven o’clock function. 
Even the business men knocked off and went to a cafe. And the same thing 


happened in the afternoon. From four until half-past six the streets were gay 
as a garden. Which reminds me, it was early-spring when I arrived and the 
town smelled of moist earth and the first flowers. In fact, wherever one 
went one got a strong whiff, like the whiff of violets in a wood, which was 
enough in itself to make one feel like lingering... 

There was a theatre too, a big bare building plastered over with red and 
blue bills which gave it an oriental look in that blue air, and a touring 
company was playing “San Toy.” I went my first evening. I found it, for 
some reason, fearfully exciting. The inside smelled of gas, of glue and burnt 
paper. Whistling draughts cut along the corridors — a strong wind among 
the orchestra kept the palms trembling, and now and again the curtain blew 
out and there was a glimpse of a pair of large feet walking rapidly away. 
But what women! What girls in muslin dresses with velvet sashes and little 
caps edged with swansdown! In the intervals long ripples of laughter 
sounded from the stalls, from the dress-circle. And I leaned against a pillar 
that looked as though it was made of wedding-cake icing — and fell in love 
with whole rows at a time... 

Then I presented my letters, I was asked out to dine, and I met these 
charmers in their own homes. That decided it. They were something I had 
never known before — so gay, so friendly, so impressed with the idea of 
one’s being an artist! It was rather like finding oneself in the playground of 
an extremely attractive girls’ school. 

I painted the Premier’s daughter, a dark beauty, against a tree hung with 
long bell-like flowers, as white as wax. I painted a girl with a pig-tail curled 
up on a white sofa playing with a pale-red fan... and a little blonde in a 
black jacket with pearl-grey gloves... I painted like fury. 

I’m fond of women. As a matter of fact I’m a great deal more at my ease 
with women than I am with men. Because I’ve cultivated them, I suppose. 
You see, it’s like this with me. I’ve always had enough money to live on and 
the consequence 1s I have never had to mix with people more than I wished. 
And I’ve equally always had — well, I suppose you might call it a passion 
— for painting. Painting is far and away the most important thing in life — 
as I see it. But — my work’s my own affair. It’s the separate compartment 
which is me. No strangers allowed in. I haven’t the smallest desire to 
explain what it is I’m after — or to hear other men. If people like my work 
I’m pleased. If they don’t — well, if I was a shrugging person, I’d shrug. 


This sounds arrogant. It isn’t; I know my limitations. But the truth about 
oneself always sounds arrogant, as no doubt you’ve observed. 

But women — well, I can only speak for myself — I find the presence of 
women, the consciousness of women, an absolute necessity. I know they are 
considered a distraction, that the very Big Pots seal themselves in their 
hives to keep away. All I can say is work without women would be to me 
like dancing without music or food without wine or a sailing boat without a 
breeze. They just give me that... what is it? Stimulus is not enough; 
inspiration is far too much. That — well, if I knew what it is, I should have 
solved a bigger problem than my own! And problems aren’t in my line. 

I expected a mob at my Private View, and I got it, too... What I hadn’t 
reckoned on was that there would be no men. It was one thing to ask a 
painter fellow to knock you up something to the tune of fifty guineas or so, 
but it was quite another to make an ass of yourself staring. The Port Willin 
men would as soon have gazed into shops. True, when you came to Europe, 
you visited the galleries, but then you shop-gazed too. It didn’t matter what 
you did in Europe. You could walk about for a week without being 
recognised. 

So there were little Field and I absolutely alone among all that loveliness; 
it frightened him out of his life, but I didn’t mind, I thought it rather fun, 
especially as the sightseers didn’t hesitate to find my pictures amusing. I’m 
by no means an out-and-out modern, as they say; people like violins and 
landscapes of telegraph poles leave me cold. But Port Willin is still trying to 
swallow Rossetti, and Hope by Watts is looked upon as very advanced. It 
was natural my pictures should surprise them. The fat old Lady Mayoress 
became quite hysterical. She drew me over to one drawing, she patted my 
arm with her fan. 

“T don’t wonder you drew her slipping out,” she gurgled. “And how 
depressed she looks! The poor dear never could have sat down in it. It’s 
much too small. There ought to be a little cake of Pear’s Soap on the floor.” 
And overcome by her own joke, she flopped on the little double bench that 
ran down the middle of the room, and even her fan seemed to laugh. 

At that moment two girls passed in front of us. One I knew, a big fair girl 
called May Pollock, pulled her companion by the sleeve. “Daphne!” she 
said. “Daphne!” And the other turned towards her, then towards us, smiled 
and was born, christened part of my world from that moment. 

“Daphne!” Her quick beautiful smile answered... 


Saturday morning was gloriously fine. When I woke up and saw the sun 
streaming over the polished floor I felt like a little boy who has been 
promised a picnic. It was all I could do not to telephone Daphne. Was she 
feeling the same? It seemed somehow such a terrific lark that we should be 
going off together like this, just with a couple of rucksacks and our bathing 
suits. I thought of other week-ends, the preparation, the emotional tension, 
the amount of managing they’d needed. But I couldn’t really think of them; 
I couldn’t be bothered, they belonged to another life... 

It seemed to me suddenly so preposterous, that two people should be as 
happy as we were and not be happier. Here we were, alone, miles away 
from everybody, free as air, and in love with each other. I looked again at 
Daphne, at her slender shoulders, her throat, her bosom, and, passionately 
in love, I decided, with fervour: Wouldn’t it be rather absurd, then, to 
behave like a couple of children? Wouldn’t she even, in spite of all she had 
said, be disappointed if we did?... 

And I went off at a tremendous pace, not because I thought she’d run 
after me, but I did think she might call, or I might look round... 

It was one of those still, hushed days when the sea and the sky seem to 
melt into one another, and it is long before the moisture dries on the leaves 
and grasses. One of those days when the sea smells strong and there are 
gulls standing in a row on the sand. The smoke from our wood fire hung in 
the air and the smoke of my pipe mingled with it. I caught myself staring at 
nothing. I felt dull and angry. I couldn’t get over the ridiculous affair. You 
see, My amour propre was wounded. 

Monday morning was grey, cloudy, one of those mornings peculiar to the 
sea-side when everything, the sea most of all, seems exhausted and sullen. 
There had been a very high tide, the road was wet — on the beach there 
stood a long line of sickly-looking gulls... 

When we got on board she sat down on one of the green benches and, 
muttering something about a pipe, I walked quickly away. It was intolerable 
that we should still be together after what had happened. It was indecent. I 
only asked — I only longed for one thing — to be free of this still, 
unsmiling and pitiful — that was the worst of it — creature who had been 
my playful Daphne. 

For answer I telephoned her at once and asked if I might come and see 
her that evening. Her voice sounded grave, unlike the voice I remembered, 


and she seemed to deliberate. There was a long pause before she said, “Yes 
perhaps that would be best.” 

“Then I shall come at half-past six.” 

“Very well.” 

And we went into a room full of flowers and very large art photographs 
of the Harbour by Night, A Misty Day, Moonrise over the Water, and I 
know I wondered if she admired them. 

“Why did you send me that letter?” 

“Oh, but I had to,” said Daphne. “I meant every word of it. I only let you 
come to-night to... No, I know I shall disappoint you. I’m wiser than you 
are for all your experience. I shan’t be able to live up to it. I’m not the 
person for you. Really I’m not!”’... 


Father and the Girls 


At midday, Ernestine, who had come down from the mountains with her 
mother to work in the vineyards belonging to the hotel, heard the faint, far- 
away chuff-chuff of the train from Italy. Trains were a novelty to Ernestine; 
they were fascinating, unknown, terrible. What were they like as they came 
tearing their way through the valley, plunging between the mountains as if 
not even the mountains could stop them? When she saw the dark, flat breast 
of the engine, so bare, so powerful, hurled as it were towards her, she felt a 
weakness; she could have sunk to the earth. And yet she must look. So she 
straightened up, stopped pulling at the blue-green leaves, tugging at the 
long, bright-green, curly suckers, and, with eyes like a bird, stared. The 
vines were very tall. There was nothing to be seen of Ernestine but her 
beautiful, youthful bosom buttoned into a blue cotton jacket and her small, 
dark head covered with a faded cherry-coloured handkerchief. 

Chiff-chuff-chaff. Chiff-chuff-chaff, sounded the train. Now a wisp of 
white smoke shone and melted. Now there was another, and the monster 
itself came into sight and snorting horribly drew up at the little, toy-like 
station five minutes away. The railway ran at the bottom of the hotel garden 
which was perched high and surrounded by a stone wall. Steps cut in the 
stone led to the terraces where the vines were planted. Ernestine, looking 
out from the leaves like a bright bird, saw the terrible engine and looked 
beyond it at doors swinging open, at strangers stepping down. She would 
never know who they were or where they had come from. A moment ago 
they were not here; perhaps by to-morrow they would be gone again. And 
looking like a bird herself, she remembered how, at home, in the late 
autumn, she had sometimes seen strange birds in the fir tree that were there 
one day and gone the next. Where from? Where to? She felt an ache in her 
bosom. Wings were tight-folded there. Why could she not stretch them out 
and fly away and away’... 

§ 

From the first-class carriage tall, thin Emily alighted and gave her hand to 
Father whose brittle legs seemed to wave in the air as they felt for the iron 
step. Taller, thinner Edith followed, carrying Father’s light overcoat, his 
field-glasses on a strap, and his new Baedeker. The blond hotel porter came 


forward. Wasn’t that nice? He could speak as good English as you or me. 
So Edith had no trouble at all in explaining how, as they were going on by 
the morning train to-morrow, they would only need their suit-cases, and 
what was left in the compartment. Was there a carriage outside? Yes, a 
carriage was there. But if they cared to walk there was a private entrance 
through the hotel gardens... No, they wouldn’t walk. 

“You wouldn’t care to walk, would you, Father dear?” 

“No, Edith, I won’t walk. Do you girls wanna walk?” 

“Why no, Father, not without you, dear.” 

And the blond hotel porter leading, they passed through the little knot of 
sturdy peasants at the station gate to where the carriage waited under a 
group of limes. 

“Did you ever see anything as big as that horse, Edith!” cried Emily. She 
was always the first to exclaim about things. 

“It is a very big horse,” sang Edith, more sober. “It’s a farm horse, from 
the look of it and it’s been working. See how hot it is.” Edith had so much 
observation. The big, brown horse, his sides streaked with dark sweat, 
tossed his head and the bells on his collar set up a loud jangling. 

“Hu-yup!” called the young peasant driver warningly, from his seat on 
the high box. 

Father, who was just about to get in, drew back, a little scared. 

“You don’t think that horse will run away with us, do you, Edith?” he 
quavered. 

“Why no, Father dear,” coaxed Edith. “That horse is just as tame as you 
or me.” So in they got, the three of them. And as the horse bounded forward 
his ears seemed to twitch in surprise at his friend the driver. Call that a 
load? Father and the girls weighed nothing. They might have been three 
bones, three broomsticks, three umbrellas bouncing up and down on the 
hard seats of the carriage. It was a mercy the hotel was so close. Father 
could never have stood that for more than a minute, especially at the end of 
a journey. Even as it was his face was quite green when Emily helped him 
out, straightened him, and gave him a little pull. 

“It’s shaken you, dear, hasn’t it?” she said tenderly. 

But he refused her arm into the hotel. That would create a wrong 
impression. 

“No, no, Emily. I’m all right. All right,” said Father, as staggering a little 
he followed them through big glass doors into a hall as dim as a church and 


as chill and as deserted. 

My! Wasn’t that hall cold! The cold seemed to come leaping at them 
from the floor. It clasped the peaked knees of Edith and Emily; it leapt high 
as the fluttering heart of Father. For a moment they hesitated, drew together, 
almost gasped. But then out from the Bureau a cheerful young person, her 
smiling face spotted with mosquito bites, ran to meet them, and welcomed 
them with such real enthusiasm (in English too) that the chill first moment 
was forgotten. 

“Aw-yes. Aw-yes. I can let you ave very nice rooms on de firs floor wid a 
lif. Two rooms and bart and dressing-room for de chentleman. Beautiful 
rooms wid sun but nort too hot. Very naice. Till to-morrow. I taike you. If 
you please. It is dis way. You are tired wid the churney? Launch 1s at half- 
pas tvelf. Hort worter? Aw-yes. It is wid de bart. If you please.” 

Father and the girls were drawn by her cheerful smiles and becks and 
nods along a cloister-like corridor, into the lift and up, until she flung open 
a heavy, dark door and stood aside for them to enter. 

“It is a suite,” she explained. “Wid a hall and tree doors.” Quickly she 
opened them. “Now I gaw to see when your luggage is gum.” 

And she went. 

“Well!” cried Emily. 

Edith stared. 

Father craned his thin, old neck, looking, too. 

“Did you — ever see the like, Edith?” cried Emily, in a little rush. 

And Edith softly clasped her hands. Softly she sang “No, I never did, 
Emily. ve never seen anything just like this before.” 

“Sims to me a nice room,” quavered Father, still hovering. “Do you girls 
wanna change it?” 

Change it! “Why, Father dear, it’s just the loveliest thing we’ve ever set 
eyes on, isn’t it, Emily? Sit down, Father dear, sit down in the armchair.” 

Father’s pale claws gripped the velvet arms. He lowered himself, he sank 
with an old man’s quick sigh. 

Edith still stood, as if bewitched, at the door. But Emily ran over to the 
window and leaned out, quite girlish... 

For a long time now — for how long? — for countless ages — Father 
and the girls had been on the wing. Nice, Montreux, Biarritz, Naples, 
Mentone, Lake Maggiore, they had seen them all and many, many more. 
And still they beat on, beat on, flying as if unwearied, never stopping 


anywhere for long. But the truth was — Oh, better not enquire what the 
truth was. Better not ask what it was that kept them going. Or why the only 
word that daunted Father was the word — home... 

Home! To sit around, doing nothing, listening to the clock, counting up 
the years, thinking back... thinking! To stay fixed in one place as if waiting 
for something or somebody. No! no! Better far to be blown over the earth 
like the husk, like the withered pod that the wind carries and drops and 
bears aloft again. 

“Are you ready, girls?” 

“Yes, Father dear.” 

“Then we’d better be off if we’re to make that train.” 

But oh, it was a weariness, it was an unspeakable wearinesss. Father 
made no secret of his age; he was eighty-four. As for Edith and Emily — 
well, he looked now like their elder brother. An old, old brother and two 
ancient sisters, so the lovely room might have summed them up. But its 
shaded brightness, its beauty, the flutter of leaves at the creamy stone 
windows seemed only to whisper “Rest! Stay!” 

Edith looked at the pale, green-panelled walls, at the doors that had 
lozenges and squares of green picked out in gold. She made the amazing 
discovery that the floor had the same pattern in wood that was traced on the 
high, painted ceiling. But the colour of the shining floor was marvellous; it 
was like tortoiseshell. In one corner there was a huge, tilted stove, milky 
white and blue. The low wooden bed, with its cover of quilted yellow satin, 
had sheaves of corn carved on the bed posts. It looked to fanciful, tired 
Edith — yes, — that bed looked as if it were breathing, softly, gently 
breathing. Outside the narrow, deep-set windows, beyond their wreaths of 
green, she could see a whole, tiny landscape bright as a jewel in the summer 
heat. 

“Rest! Stay!” Was it the sound of the leaves outside? No, it was in the air; 
it was the room itself that whispered joyfully, shyly. Edith felt so strange 
that she could keep quiet no longer. 

“This is a very old room, Emily,” she warbled softly. “I know what it is. 
This hotel has not always been a hotel. It’s been an old chateau. I feel as 
sure of that as that I’m standing here.” Perhaps she wanted to convince 
herself that she was standing there. “Do you see that stove?” She walked 
over to the stove. “It’s got figures on it. Emily,” she warbled faintly, “it’s 
1623.” 


“Isn’t that too wonderful!” cried Emily. 

Even Father was deeply moved. 

“1623? Nearly three hundred years old.” And suddenly, in spite of his 
tiredness, he gave a thin, airy, old man’s chuckle. “Makes yer feel quite a 
chicken, don’t it?” said Father. 

Emily’s breathless little laugh answered him; it too was gay. 

“I’m going to see what’s behind that door,” she cried. And half running to 
the door in the middle wall she lifted the slender steel catch. It led into a 
larger room, into Edith’s and her bedroom. But the walls were the same and 
the floor, and there were the same deep-set windows. Only two beds instead 
of one stood side by side with blue silk quilts instead of yellow. And what a 
beautiful old chest there was under the windows! 

“Oh,” cried Emily, in rapture. “Isn’t it all too perfectly historical for 
words, Edith! 

It makes me feel — —” She stopped, she looked at Edith who had 
followed her and whose thin shadow lay on the sunny floor. “Queer!” said 
Emily, trying to put all she felt into that one word. “I don’t know what it is.” 

Perhaps if Edith, the discoverer, had had time, she might have satisfied 
Emily. But a knock sounded at the outer door; it was the luggage boy. And 
while he brought in their suitcases there came from downstairs the ringing 
of the luncheon bell. Father mustn’t be kept waiting. Once a bell had gone 
he liked to follow it up right then. So without even a glance at the mirror — 
they had reached the age when it is as natural to avoid mirrors as it is to 
peer into them when one is young — Edith and Emily were ready. 

“Are you ready, girls?” 

“Yes, Father dear.” 

And off they went again, to the left, to the right, down a stone staircase 
with a broad, worn balustrade, to the left again, finding their way as if by 
instinct — Edith first, then Father, and Emily close behind. 

But when they reached the salle a manger, which was as big as a ball- 
room, it was still empty. All gay, all glittering, the long French windows 
open on to the green and gold garden, the salle a manger stretched before 
them. And the fifty little tables with the fifty pots of dahlias looked as if 
they might begin dancing with... 


All Serene 


At breakfast that morning they were in wonderfully good spirits. Who was 
responsible — he or she? It was true she made a point of looking her best in 
the morning; she thought it part of her duty to him — to their love, even, to 
wear charming little caps, funny little coats, coloured mules at breakfast 
time, and to see that the table was perfect as he and she — fastidious pair! 
— understood the word. But he, too, so fresh, well-groomed and content, 
contributed his share... She had been down first, sitting at her place when he 
came in. He leaned over the back of her chair, his hands on her shoulders; 
he bent down and lightly rubbed his cheek against hers, murmuring gently 
but with just enough pride of proprietorship to make her flush with delight, 
Give me my tea, love.” And she lifted the silver teapot that had a silver pear 
modelled on the lid and gave him his tea. 

“Thanks... You know you look awfully well this morning!” 

“Do I?” 

“Yes. Do that again. Look at me again. It’s your eyes. They’re like a 
child’s. ’'ve never known anyone have such shining eyes as you.” 

“Oh, dear!” She sighed for joy. “I do love having sweet things said to 
me!” 

“Yes, you do — spoilt child! Shall I give you some of this?” 

“No, thank you... Darling!” Her hand flew across the table and clasped 
his hand. 

“Yes?” 

But she said nothing, only “Darling!” again. There was the look on his 
face she loved — a kind of sweet jesting. He was pretending he didn’t know 
what she meant, and yet of course he did know. He was pretending to be 
feeling “Here she is — trust a woman all ready for a passionate love 
scene over the breakfast table at nine o’clock in the morning.” But she 
wasn’t deceived. She knew he felt just the same as she did. That amused 
tolerance, that mock despair was part of the ways of men — no more. 

“May I be allowed to use this knife please, or to put it down?” 

Really! Mona had never yet got accustomed to her husband’s smile. They 
had been married for three years. She was in love with him for countless 
reasons, but apart from them all, a special reason all to itself, was because 


of his smile. If it hadn’t sounded nonsense she would have said she fell in 
love at first sight over and over again when he smiled. Other people felt the 
charm of it, too. Other women, she was certain. Sometimes she thought that 
even the servants watched for it... 

“Don’t forget we’re going to the theatre to-night.” 

“Oh, good egg! I had forgotten. It’s ages since we went to a show.” 

“Yes, isn’t it? I feel quite thrilled.” 

“Don’t you think we might have a tiny small celebration at dinner?” 
(‘Tiny small’ was one of her expressions. But why did it sound so sweet 
when he used it?) 

“Yes, let’s. You mean champagne?” And she looked into the distance, and 
said in a faraway voice: “Then I must revise the sweet.” 

At that moment the maid came in with the letters. There were four for 
him, three for her. No, one of hers belonged to him, too, rather a grimy little 
envelope with a dab of sealing wax on the back. 

“Why do you get all the letters?” she wailed, handing it across. “It’s 
awfully unfair. I love letters and I never get any.” 

“Well, I do like that!” said he. “How can you sit there and tell such awful 
bangers? It’s the rarest thing on earth for me to get a letter in the morning. 
It’s always you who get those mysterious epistles from girls you were at 
college with or faded aunts. Here, have half my pear — it’s a beauty.” She 
held out her plate. 

The Rutherfords never shared their letters. It was her idea that they 
should not. He had been violently opposed to it at first. She couldn’t help 
laughing; he had so absolutely misunderstood her reason. 

“Good God! my dear. You’re perfectly welcome to open any letters of 
mine that come to the house — or to read any letters of mine that may be 
lying about. I think I can promise you...” 

“Oh no, no, darling, that’s not what I mean. I don’t suspect you.” And she 
put her hands on his cheeks and kissed him quickly. He looked like an 
offended boy. “But so many of Mother’s old friends write to me — confide 
in me — don’t you know? — tell me things they wouldn’t for the world tell 
a man. I feel it wouldn’t be fair to them. Don’t you see?” 

He gave way at last. But “I’m old fashioned,” he said, and his smile was 
a little rueful. “I like to feel my wife reads my letters.” 

“My precious dear! I’ve made you unhappy.” She felt so repentant; she 
didn’t know quite about what. “Of course I’d love to read...” 


“No, no! That’s all right. It’s understood. We’ll keep the bond.” And they 
had kept it. 

He slit open the grimy envelope. He began to read. “Damn!” he said and 
thrust out his under lip. 

“Why, what is it? Something horrid?” 

“No — annoying. I shall be late this evening. A man wants to meet me at 
the office at six o’clock.” 

“Was that a business letter?” She sounded surprised. 

“Yes, why?” 

“It looked so awfully unbusinesslike. The sealing-wax and the funny 
writing — much more like a woman’s than a man’s.” 

He laughed. He folded the letter, put it in his pocket and picked up the 
envelope. “Yes,” he said, “it is queer, isn’t it. I shouldn’t have noticed. How 
quick you are! But it does look exactly like a woman’s hand. That capital R, 
for instance” — he flipped the envelope across to her. 

“Yes, and that squiggle underneath. I should have said a rather 
uneducated female...” 

“As a matter of fact,” said Hugh, “he’s a mining engineer.” And he got 
up, began to stretch and then stopped. “I say, what a glorious morning! Why 
do I have to go to the office instead of staying at home and playing with 
you?” And he came over to her and locked his arms round her neck. “Tell 
me that, little lovely one.” 

“Oh,” she leaned against him, “I wish you could. Life’s arranged badly 
for people like you and me. And now you’re going to be late this evening.” 

“Never mind,” said he. “All the rest of the time’s ours. Every single bit of 
it. We shan’t come back from the theatre to find — —” 

“Our porch black with mining engineers.” She laughed. Did other people 
— could other people — was it possible that any one before had ever loved 
as they loved? She squeezed her head against him — she heard his watch 
ticking — precious watch! 

“What are those purple floppy flowers in my bedroom?” he murmured. 

“Petunias.” 

“You smell exactly like a petunia.” 

And he raised her up. She drew towards him. “Kiss me,” said he. 

§ 

It was her habit to sit on the bottom stair and watch his final preparations. 
Strange it should be so fascinating to see someone brush his hat, choose a 


pair of gloves, and give a last quick look in the round mirror. But it was the 
same when he was shaving. Then she loved to curl up on the hard little 
couch in his dressing room; she was as absorbed, as intent as he. How 
fantastic he looked, like a pierrot, like a mask, with those dark eyebrows, 
liquid eyes and the brush of fresh colour on his cheek- bones above the 
lather! But that was not her chief feeling. No, it was what she felt on the 
stairs, too. It was, “So this is my husband, so this is the man I’ve married, 
this is the stranger who walked across the lawn that afternoon swinging his 
tennis racket and bowed, rolling up his shirt-sleeves. This is not only my 
lover and my husband but my brother, my dearest friend, my playmate, 
even at times a kind of very perfect father too. And here is where we live. 
Here is his room — and here is our hall.’”’ She seemed to be showing their 
house and him to her other self, the self she had been before she had met 
him. Deeply admiring, almost awed by so much happiness, that other self 
looked on... 

“Will I do?” He stood there smiling, stroking on his gloves. But although 
he wouldn’t like her to say the things she often longed to say about his 
appearance, she did think she detected that morning just the very faintest 
boyish showing off. Children who know they are admired look like that at 
their mother. 

“Yes, you'll do...” Perhaps at that moment she was proud of him as a 
mother is proud; she could have blessed him before he went his way. 
Instead she stood in the porch thinking, “There he goes. The man I’ve 
married. The stranger who came across the lawn.” The fact was never less 
wonderful... 

It was never less wonderful, never. It was even more wonderful if 
anything and the reason was — Mona ran back into the house, into the 
drawing-room and sat down to the piano. Oh, why bother about reasons — 
She began to sing, 

See, love, I bring thee flowers 

To charm thy pain! 

But joy — joy breathless and exulting thrilled in her voice, on the word 
‘pain’ her lips parted in such a happy — dreadfully unsympathetic smile 
that she felt quite ashamed. She stopped playing, she turned round on the 
piano stool facing the room. How different it looked in the morning, how 
severe and remote. The grey chairs with the fuchsia-coloured cushions, the 
black and gold carpet, the bright green silk curtains might have belonged to 


anybody. It was like a stage setting with the curtain still down. She had no 
right to be there, and as she thought that a queer little chill caught her; it 
seemed so extraordinary that anything, even a chair, should turn away from, 
should not respond to her happiness. 

“T don’t like this room in the morning, I don’t like it at all,” she decided, 
and she ran upstairs to finish dressing. Ran into their big shadowy 
bedroom... and leaned over the starry petunias.... 


A Bad Idea 


Something’s happened to me — something bad. And I don’t know what to 
do about it. I don’t see any way out for the life of me. The worst of it is, I 
can’t get this thing into focus — if you know what I mean. I just feel in a 
muddle — in the hell of a muddle. It ought to be plain to anyone that I’m 
not the kind of man to get mixed up in a thing like this. I’m not one of your 
actor Johnnies, or a chap in a book. I’m — well, I knew what I was all right 
until yesterday. But now — I feel helpless, yes, that’s the word, helpless. 
Here I sit, chucking stones at the sea like a child that’s missed its mother. 
And everybody else has cut along home hours ago and tea’s over and it’s 
getting on for time to light the lamp. I shall have to go home too, sooner or 
later. I see that, of course. In fact, would you believe it? at this very moment 
I wish I was there in spite of everything. What’s she doing? My wife, I 
mean. Has she cleared away? Or has she stayed there staring at the table 
with the plates pushed back? My God! when I think that I could howl like a 
dog — if you know what I mean... 

I should have realised it was all U.P. this morning when she didn’t get up 
for breakfast. I did, in a way. But I couldn’t face it. I had the feeling that if I 
said nothing special and just treated it as one of her bad headache days and 
went off to the office, by the time I got back this evening the whole affair 
would have blown over somehow. No, that wasn’t it. I felt a bit like I do 
now, ‘helpless.’ What was I to do? Just go on. That was all I could think of. 
So I took her up a cup of tea and a couple of slices of thin bread and butter 
as per usual on her headache days. The blind was still down. She was lying 
on her back. I think she had a wet handkerchief on her forehead. I’m not 
sure, for I couldn’t look at her. It was a beastly feeling. And she said in a 
weak kind of voice, “Put the jug on the table, will you?” I put it down. I 
said, “Can I do anything?” And she said, “No. Ill be all right in half an 
hour.” But her voice, you know! It did for me. I barged out as quick as I 
could, snatched my hat and stick from the hall-stand and dashed off for the 
tram. 

Here’s a queer thing — you needn’t believe me if you don’t want to — 
the moment I got out of the house I forgot that about my wife. 


It was a splendid morning, soft, with the sun making silver ducks on the 
sea. The kind of morning when you know it’s going to keep hot and fine all 
day. Even the tram bell sounded different, and the little school kids 
crammed between people’s knees had bunches of flowers. I don’t know — I 
can’t understand why — I just felt happy, but happy in a way I’d never been 
before, happy to beat the band! That wind that had been so strong the night 
before was still blowing a bit. It felt like her — the other — touching me. 
Yes, it did. Brought it back, every bit of it. If I told you how it took me, 
you’d say I was mad. I felt reckless — didn’t care if I was late for the office 
or not and I wanted to do every one a kindness. I helped the little kids out of 
the tram. One little chap dropped his cap, and when I picked it up for him 
and said, “Here, sonny!” ... well, it was all I could do not to make a fool of 
myself. 

At the office it was just the same. It seemed to me I’d never known the 
fellows at the office before. When old Fisher came over to my desk and put 
down a couple of giant sweet peas as per usual with his “Beat ‘em, old man, 
beat’ em!” — I didn’t feel annoyed. I didn’t care that he was riddled with 
conceit about his garden. I just looked at them and I said quietly, “Yes, 
you’ve done it this time.” He didn’t know what to make of it. Came back in 
about five minutes and asked me if I had a headache. 

And so it went on all day. In the evening I dashed home with the home- 
going crowd, pushed open the gate, saw the hall-door open as it always is 
and sat down on the little chair just inside to take off my boots. My slippers 
were there, of course. This seemed to me a good sign. I put my boots into 
the rack in the cupboard under the stairs, changed my office coat and made 
for the kitchen. I knew my wife was there. Wait a bit. The only thing I 
couldn’t manage was my whistling as per usual, “I often lie awake and 
think, What a dreadful thing is work...” I had a try, but nothing came of it. 
Well, I opened the kitchen-door and said, “Hullo! How’s everybody?” But 
as soon as I’d said that — even before — I knew the worst had happened. 
She was standing at the table beating the salad dressing. And when she 
looked up and gave a kind of smile and said “Hullo!” you could have 
knocked me down! My wife looked dreadful — there’s no other word for it. 
She must have been crying all day. She’d put some white flour stuff on her 
face to take away the marks — but it only made her look worse. She must 
have seen I spotted something, for she caught up the cup of cream and 
poured some into the salad bowl — like she always does, you know, so 


quick, so neat, in her own way — and began beating again. I said, “Is your 
head better?” But she didn’t seem to hear. She said, “Are you going to water 
the garden before or after supper?” What could I say? I said, “After,” and 
went off to the dining-room, opened the evening paper and sat by the open 
window — well, hiding behind that paper, I suppose. 

I shall never forget sitting there. People passing by, going down the road, 
sounded so peaceful. And a man passed with some cows. I — I envied him. 
My wife came in and out. Then she called me to supper and we sat down. I 
suppose we ate some cold meat and salad. I don’t remember. We must have. 
But neither of us spoke. It’s like a dream now. Then she got up, changed the 
plates, and went to the larder for the pudding. Do you know what the 
pudding was? Well, of course, it wouldn’t mean anything to you. It was my 
favourite — the kind she only made me on special occasions — honeycomb 
cream... 


A Man and his Dog 


To look at Mr. Potts one would have thought that there at least went 
someone who had nothing to boast about. He was a little insignificant 
fellow with a crooked tie, a hat too small for him and a coat too large. The 
brown canvas portfolio that he carried to and from the Post Office every 
day was not like a business man’s portfolio. It was like a child’s school 
satchel; it did up even with a round-eyed button. One imagined there were 
crumbs and an apple core inside. And then there was something funny 
about his boots, wasn’t there? Through the laces his coloured socks peeped 
out. What the dickens had the chap done with the tongues? “Fried ‘em,” 
suggested the wit of the Chesney bus. Poor old Potts! “More likely buried’ 
em in his garden.” Under his arm he clasped an umbrella. And in wet 
weather when he put it up, he disappeared completely. He was not. He was 
a walking umbrella — no more — the umbrella became his shell. 

Mr. Potts lived in a little bungalow on Chesney Flat. The bulge of the 
water tank to one side gave it a mournful air, like a little bungalow with the 
toothache. There was no garden. A path had been cut in the paddock turf 
from the gate to the front door, and two beds, one round, one oblong, had 
been cut in what was going to be the front lawn. Down that path went Potts 
every morning at half-past eight and was picked up by the Chesney bus; up 
that path walked Potts every evening while the great kettle of a bus droned 
on. In the late evening, when he crept as far as the gate, eager to smoke a 
pipe — he wasn’t allowed to smoke any nearer to the house than that — so 
humble, so modest was his air, that the big, merrily-shining stars seemed to 
wink at each other, to laugh, to say, “Look at him! Let’s throw something!” 

When Potts got out of the tram at the Fire Station to change into the 
Chesney bus he saw that something was up. The car was there all right, but 
the driver was off his perch; he was flat on his face half under the engine, 
and the conductor, his cap off, sat on a step rolling a cigarette and looking 
dreamy. A little group of business men and a woman clerk or two stood 
staring at the empty car; there was something mournful, pitiful about the 
way it leaned to one side and shivered faintly when the driver shook 
something. It was like some- one who’d had an accident and tries to say: 
“Don’t touch me! Don’t come near me! Don’t hurt me!” 


But all this was so familiar — the cars had only been running to Chesney 
the last few months — that nobody said anything, nobody asked anything. 
They just waited on the off chance. In fact, two or three decided to walk it 
as Potts came up. But Potts didn’t want to walk unless he had to. He was 
tired. He’d been up half the night rubbing his wife’s chest — she had one of 
her mysterious pains — and helping the sleepy servant girl heat compresses 
and hot-water bottles and make tea. The window was blue and the roosters 
had started crowing before he lay down finally with feet like ice. And all 
this was familiar, too. 

Standing at the edge of the pavement and now and again changing his 
brown canvas portfolio from one hand to the other Potts began to live over 
the night before. But it was vague, shadowy. He saw himself moving like a 
crab, down the passage to the cold kitchen and back again. The two candles 
quivered on the dark chest of drawers, and as he bent over his wife her big 
eyes suddenly flashed and she cried: 

“T get no sympathy — no sympathy. You only do it because you have to. 
Don’t contradict me. I can see you grudge doing it.” Trying to soothe her 
only made matters worse. There had been an awful scene ending with her 
sitting up and saying solemnly with her hand raised: “Never mind, it will 
not be for long now.” But the sound of these words frightened her so 
terribly that she flung back on the pillow and sobbed, “Robert! Robert!” 
Robert was the name of the young man to whom she had been engaged 
years ago, before she met Potts. And Potts was very glad to hear him 
invoked. He had come to know that meant the crisis was over and she’d 
begin to quieten down... 

By this time Potts had wheeled round; he had walked across the 
pavement to the paling fence that ran beside. A piece of light grass pushed 
through the fence and some slender silky daisies. Suddenly he saw a bee 
alight on one of the daisies and the flower leaned over, swayed, shook, 
while the little bee clung and rocked. And as it flew away the petals 
fluttered as if joyfully... Just for an instant Potts dropped into the world 
where this happened. He brought from it the timid smile with which he 
walked back to the car. But now everybody had disappeared except one 
young girl who stood beside the empty car reading. 

At the tail of the procession came Potts in a cassock so much too large for 
him that it looked like a night-shirt and you felt that he ought to be carrying 
not a hymn and a prayer book but a candle. His voice was a very light 


plaintive tenor. It surprised everybody. It seemed to surprise him, too. But it 
was so plaintive that when he cried ‘for the wings, for the wings of a dove’ 
the ladies in the congregation wanted to club together and buy him a pair. 

Lino’s nose quivered so pitifully, there was such a wistful, timid look in 
his eyes, that Potts’ heart was wrung. But of course he would not show it. 
“Well,” he said sternly, “I suppose you’d better come home.” And he got up 
off the bench. Lino got up, too, but stood still, holding up a paw. 

“But there’s one thing,” said Potts, turning and facing him squarely, “that 
we'd better be clear about before you do come. And it’s this.” He pointed 
his finger at Lino who started as though he expected to be shot. But he kept 
his bewildered wistful eyes upon his master. “Stop this pretence of being a 
fighting dog,” said Potts more sternly than ever. “You’re not a fighting dog. 
You’re a watch dog. That’s what you are. Very well. Stick to it. But it’s this 
infernal boasting I can’t stand. It’s that that gets me.” 

In the moment’s pause that followed while Lino and his master looked at 
each other it was curious how strong a resemblance was between them. 
Then Potts turned again and made for home. 

And timidly, as though falling over his own paws, Lino followed after the 
humble little figure of his master... 


Such a Sweet Old Lady 


Why did old Mrs. Travers wake so early nowadays? She would like to have 
slept for another three hours at least. But no, every morning at almost 
precisely the same time, at half-past four, she was wide awake. For — 
nowadays, again — she woke always in the same way, with a slight start, a 
small shock, lifting her head from the pillow with a quick glance as if she 
fancied someone had called her, or as if she were trying to remember for 
certain whether this was the same wallpaper, the same window she had seen 
last night before Warner switched off the light... Then the small, silvery 
head pressed the white pillow again and just for a moment, before the 
agony of lying awake began, old Mrs. Travers was happy. Her heart 
quietened down, she breathed deeply, she even smiled. Yet once more the 
tide of darkness had risen, had floated her, had carried her away; and once 
more it had ebbed, it had withdrawn, casting her up where it had found her, 
shut in by the same wallpaper, stared at by the same window — still safe — 
still there! 

Now the church clock sounded from outside, slow, languid, faint, as if it 
chimed the half hour in its sleep. She felt under the pillow for her watch; 
yes, it said the same. Half-past four. Three and a half hours before Warner 
came in with her tea. Oh dear, would she be able to stand it? She moved her 
legs restlessly. And, staring at the prim, severe face of the watch, it seemed 
to her that the hand — the minute hand especially — knew that she was 
watching them and held back — just a very little — on purpose... Very 
strange, she had never got over the feeling that watch hated her. It had been 
Henry’s. Twenty years ago, when standing by poor Henry’s bed, she had 
taken it into her hands for the first time and wound it, it had felt cold and 
heavy. And two days later, when she undid a hook of her crape bodice and 
thrust it inside, it had lain in her bosom like a stone... It had never felt at 
home there. It’s place was — ticking, keeping perfect time, against Henry’s 
firm ribs. It had never trusted her, just as he had never trusted her in those 
ways. And on the rare occasions when she had forgotten to wind it, she had 
felt a pang of almost terror, and she had murmured as she fitted the little 
key: “Forgive me, Henry!” 


Old Mrs. Travers sighed, and pushed the watch under the pillow again. It 
seemed to her that lately this feeling that it hated her had become more 
definite... Perhaps that was because she looked at it so often, especially now 
that she was away from home. Foreign clocks never go. They are always 
stopped at twenty minutes to two. Twenty minutes to two! Such an 
unpleasant time, neither one thing nor the other. If one arrived anywhere 
lunch was over and it was too early to expect a cup of tea... But she mustn’t 
begin thinking about tea. Old Mrs. Travers pulled herself up in the bed, and 
like a tired baby, she lifted her arms and let them fall on the eiderdown. 

The room was gay with morning light. The big French window on to the 
balcony was open and the palm outside flung its quivering spiderlike 
shadow over the bedroom walls. Although their hotel did not face the front, 
at this early hour you could smell the sea, you could hear it breathing, and 
flying high on golden wings sea-gulls skimmed past. How peaceful the sky 
looked, as though it was tenderly smiling! Far away — far away from this 
satin-stripe wallpaper, the glass-covered table, the yellow brocade sofa and 
chairs, and the mirrors that showed you your side view, your back view, 
your three-quarters view as well. 

Ernestine had been enthusiastic about this room. 

“It’s just the very room for you, Mother! So bright and attractive and 
non-depressing! With a balcony, too, so that on wet days you can still have 
your chair outside and look at those lovely palms. And Gladys can have the 
little room adjoining, which makes it so beautifully easy for Warner to keep 
her eye on you both... You couldn’t have a nicer room, could you, Mother? I 
can’t get over that sweet balcony! So nice for Gladys! Cecil and I haven’t 
got one at all...” 

But all the same, in spite of Ernestine, she never sat on that balcony. For 
some strange reason that she couldn’t explain she hated looking at palms. 
Nasty foreign things, she called them in her mind. When they were still they 
drooped, they looked draggled like immense untidy birds, and when they 
moved, they reminded her always of spiders. Why did they never look just 
natural and peaceful and shady like English trees? Why were they forever 
writhing and twisting or standing sullen? It tired her even to think of them, 
or in fact of anything foreign... 


Honesty 


There was an expression Rupert Henderson was very fond of using. “If you 
want my honest opinion...” He had an honest opinion on every subject 
under the sun, and nothing short of a passion for delivering it. But Archie 
Cullen’s pet phrase was “I cannot honestly say...’ Which meant that he had 
not really made up his mind. He had not really made up his mind on any 
subject whatsoever. Why? Because he could not. He was unlike other men. 
He was minus something — or was it plus? No matter. He was not in the 
least proud of the fact. It depressed him — one might go so far as to say — 
terribly at times. 

Rupert and Archie lived together. That is to say, Archie lived in Rupert’s 
rooms. Oh, he paid his share, his half in everything; the arrangement was a 
purely, strictly business arrangement. But perhaps it was because Rupert 
had invited Archie that Archie remained always — his guest. They each had 
a bedroom, there was a common sitting-room, and a largeish bathroom 
which Rupert used as a dressing-room as well. The first morning after his 
arrival Archie had left his sponge in the bath-room, and a moment after 
there was a knock at his door and Rupert said, kindly but firmly, “Your 
sponge, I fancy.” The first evening Archie had brought his tobacco jar into 
the sitting room and placed it on a corner of the mantelpiece. Rupert was 
reading the newspaper. It was a round china jar, the surface painted and 
roughened to represent a sea-urchin. On the lid was a spray of china 
seaweed with two berries for a knob. Archie was excessively fond of it. But 
after dinner, when Rupert took out his pipe and pouch, he suddenly fixed 
his eyes on this object, blew through his moustaches, gasped, and said in a 
wondering, astonished voice, “I say! Is that yours or Mrs. Head’s?” Mrs. 
Head was their landlady. 

“It’s mine,” said Archie, and he blushed and smiled just a trifle timidly. 

“T say!” said Rupert again — this time very meaningly. 

“Would you rather I...” said Archie, and he moved in his chair to get up. 

“No, no! Certainly not! On no account!” answered Rupert, and he 
actually raised his hand. “But perhaps” — and here he smiled at Archie and 
gazed about him— “perhaps we might find some spot for it that was a trifle 
less conspicuous.” 


The spot was not decided on, however, and Archie nipped his sole 
personal possession into his bedroom as soon as Rupert was out of the way. 

But it was chiefly at meals that the attitude of host and guest was most 
marked. For instance, on each separate occasion, even before they sat down 
Rupert said, “Would you mind cutting the bread, Archie?” Had he not made 
such a point of it, it is possible that Archie in a moment of abstractedness 
might have grasped the bread knife... An unpleasant thought! Again, Archie 
was never allowed to serve. Even at breakfast, the hot dishes and the tea, 
both were dispensed by Rupert. True, he had half apologised about the tea; 
he seemed to feel the necessity of some slight explanation, there. 

“I’m rather a fad about my tea,” said he. “Some people, females 
especially, pour in the milk first. Fatal habit, for more reasons than one. In 
my opinion, the cup should be filled just so and the tea then coloured. 
Sugar, Archie?” 

“Oh, please,” said Archie, almost bowing over the table. Rupert was so 
very impressive. 

“But I suppose,” said his friend, “you don’t notice any of these little 
things.” And Archie answered vaguely, stirring, “No, I don’t suppose I do.” 

Rupert sat down and unfolded his napkin. 

“It would be very inconsistent with your character and disposition,” said 
he genially, “if you did! Kidneys and bacon? Scrambled eggs? Either? 
Both? Which?” 

Poor Archie hated scrambled eggs, but, alas! he was practically certain 
that scrambled eggs were expected of him too. This ‘psychological 
awareness,’ as Rupert called it, which existed between them, might after a 
time make things a trifle difficult. He felt a little abject as he murmured, 
“Eggs, please.” And he saw by Rupert’s expression that he had chosen 
right. Rupert helped him to eggs largely. 

§ 

Psychological awareness... perhaps it was that which explained their 
intimacy. One might have been tempted to say it was a case of mutual 
fascination. But whereas Archie’s reply to the suggestion would have been 
a Slow “Poss-ibly!” Rupert would have flouted it at once. 

“Fascination! The word’s preposterous in this connection. What on earth 
would there be in Cullen to fascinate me even if I was in the habit of being 
fascinated by my fellow-creatures; which I certainly am not. No, [ll own I 
am deeply interested. I confess my belief is, I understand him better than 


anybody else. And if you want my honest opinion, I am certain that my — 
my — h’m — influence over — sympathy for — him — call it what you 
like, is all to the good. There is a psychological awareness... Moreover, as a 
companion, instinctively I find him extremely agreeable. He stimulates 
some part of my mind which is less active without him. But fascination — 
wide of the mark, my dear — wide!” 

But supposing one remained unconvinced? Supposing one still played 
with the idea. Wasn’t it possible to see Rupert and Archie as the python and 
the rabbit keeping house together? Rupert that handsome, well-fed python 
with his moustaches, his glare, his habit of uncoiling before the fire and 
swaying against the mantelpiece, pipe and pouch in hand. And Archie, soft, 
hunched, timid, sitting in the lesser armchair, there and not there, flicking 
back into the darkness at a word but emerging again at a look — with 
sudden wholly unexpected starts of playfulness (instantly suppressed by the 
python). Of course, there was no question of anything so crude and dreadful 
as the rabbit being eaten by his housemate. Nevertheless, it was a strange 
fact, — after a typical evening the one looked immensely swelled, benign 
and refreshed and the other, pale, small and exhausted... And more often 
than not, Rupert’s final comment was — ominous this — as he doused his 
whisky with soda: 

“This has been very absorbing, Archie.” And Archie gasped out, “Oh, 
very!” 

§ 

Archie Cullen was a journalist and the son of a journalist. He had no 
private money, no influential connections, scarcely any friends. His father 
had been one of those weak, disappointed, unsuccessful men who see in 
their sons a weapon for themselves. He would get his own back on life 
through Archie. Archie would show them the stuff he — his father was 
made of. Just you wait till my son comes along! This, though highly 
consoling to Mr. Cullen pére, was terribly poor fun for Archie. At two and a 
half his infant nose was put to the grindstone and even on Sundays it was 
not taken off. Then his father took him out walking and improved the 
occasion by making him spell the shop signs, count the yachts racing in the 
harbour, divide them by four and multiply the result by three. 

But the experiment was an amazing success. Archie turned away from 
the distractions of life, shut his ears, folded his feet, sat over the table with 
his book and when the holidays came he didn’t like them; they made him 


uneasy; so he went on reading for himself. He was a model boy. On prize- 
giving days his father accompanied him to school, carried the great wad of 
stiff books home for him and, flinging them on the dining-room table, he 
surveyed them with an exultant smile. My prizes! The little sacrifice stared 
at them, too, through his spectacles, as other little boys stared at puddings. 
He ought, of course, at this juncture to have been rescued by a doting 
mother who, though cowed herself, rose on the... 


Susannah 


Of course there would have been no question of their going to the 
exhibition if Father had not had the tickets given to him. Little girls cannot 
expect to be given treats that cost extra money when only to feed them, buy 
them clothes, pay for their lessons and the house they live in takes their 
kind generous Father all day and every day working hard from morning till 
night—” except Saturday afternoons and Sundays,” said Susannah. 

“Susannah!” Mother was very shocked. “But do you know what would 
happen to your poor Father if he didn’t have a holiday on Saturday 
afternoons and Sundays?” 

“No,” said Susannah. She looked interested. “What?” 

“He would die,” said their mother impressively. 

“Would he?” said Susannah, opening her eyes. She seemed astounded, 
and Sylvia and Phyllis, who were four and five years older than she, chimed 
in with, “Of course,” in a very superior tone. What a little silly-billy she 
was not to know that! They sounded so convinced and cheerful that their 
mother felt a little shaken and hastened to change the subject... 

“So that is why,” she said a little vaguely, “you must each thank Father 
separately before you go.” 

“And then will he give us the money?” asked Phyllis. 

“And then I shall ask him for whatever is necessary,” said their mother 
firmly. She sighed suddenly and got up. “Run along, children and ask Miss 
Wade to dress you and get ready herself and then to come down to the 
dining-room. And now, Susannah, you are not to let go Miss Wade’s hand 
from the moment you are through the gates until you are out again. 

““Well — what if I go on a horse?” inquired Susannah. 

“Go on a horse — nonsense, child! You’re much too young for horses! 
Only big girls and boys can ride.” 

“There’re roosters for small children,” said Susannah undaunted. “I 
know, because Irene Heywood went on one and when she got off she fell 
over.” 

“All the more reason why you shouldn’t go on,” said her mother. 

But Susannah looked as though falling over had no terrors for her. On the 
contrary. 


About the exhibition, however, Sylvia and Phyllis knew as little as 
Susannah. It was the first that had ever come to their town. One morning, as 
Miss Wade, their lady help, rushed them along to the Heywoods’, whose 
governess they shared, they had seen carts piled with great long planks of 
wood, sacks, what looked like whole doors, and white nagstaffs, passing 
through the wide gate of the Recreation Ground. And by the time they were 
bowled home to their dinners, there were the beginnings of a high thin 
fence, dotted with flag-staffs, built all round the railings. From inside came 
a tremendous noise of hammering, shouting, clanging; a little engine, 
hidden away, went Chuff-chuff-chuff. Chuff! And round, woolly balls of 
smoke were tossed over the palings. 

First it was the day after the day after tomorrow, then plain day after to- 
morrow, then to-morrow, and at last, the day itself. When Susannah woke 
up in the morning, there was a little gold spot of sunlight watching her from 
the wall; it looked as though it had been there for a long time, waiting to 
remind her: “It’s to-day — you’re going to-day — this afternoon. Here she 
is!” 

Second Version 
That afternoon they were allowed to cut jugs and basins out of a draper’s 
catalogue, and at tea-time they had real tea in the doll’s tea set on the table. 
This was a very nice treat, indeed, except that the doll’s tea-pot wouldn’t 
pour out even after you’d poked a pin down the spout and blown into it. 

But the next afternoon, which was Saturday, Father came home in high 
feather. The front door banged so hard that the whole house shook, and he 
shouted to Mother from the hall. 

“Oh, how more than good of you, darling!” cried Mother, “but how 
unnecessary too. Of course, they’ ll simply love it. But to have spent all that 
money! You shouldn’t have done it, Daddy dear! They’ve totally forgotten 
all about it. And what is this! Haifa-crown?” cried Mother. “No! Two 
shillings, I see,” she corrected quickly, “to spend as well. Children! 
Children! Come down, downstairs!” 

Down they came, Phyllis and Sylvia leading, Susannah holding on. “Do 
you know what Father’s done?” And Mother held up her hand. What was 
she holding? Three cherry tickets and a green one. “He’s bought you 
tickets. You’re to go to the circus, this very afternoon, all of you, with Miss 
Wade. What do you say to that?” 

“Oh, Mummy! Lovely! Lovely!” cried Phyllis and Sylvia. 


“Tsn’t it?” said Mother. “Run upstairs. 

Run and ask Miss Wade to get you ready. Don’t dawdle. Up you go! All 
of you.” 

Away flew Phyllis and Sylvia, but still Susannah stayed where she was at 
the bottom of the stairs, hanging her head. 

“Go along,” said Mother. And Father said sharply, “What the devil’s the 
matter with the child?” 

Susannah’s face quivered. “I don’t want to go,” she whispered. 

“What! Don’t want to go to the Exhibition! After Father’s — You 
naughty, ungrateful child! Either you go to the Exhibition, Susannah, or you 
will be packed off to bed at once.” 

Susannah’s head bent low, lower still. All her little body bent forward. 
She looked as though she was going to bow down, to bow down to the 
ground, before her kind generous Father and beg for his forgiveness... 


Second Violin 


A February morning, windy, cold, with chill-looking clouds hurrying over a 
pale sky and chill snowdrops for sale in the grey streets. People look small 
and shrunken as they flit by; they look scared as if they were trying to hide 
inside their coats from something big and brutal. The shop doors are closed, 
the awnings are furled, and the policemen at the crossings are lead 
policemen. Huge empty vans shake past with a hollow sound; and there is a 
smell of soot and wet stone staircases, a raw, grimy smell... 

Flinging her small scarf over her shoulder again, clasping her violin, Miss 
Bray darts along to orchestra practice. She is conscious of her cold hands, 
her cold nose and her colder feet. She can’t feel her toes at all. Her feet are 
just little slabs of cold, all of a piece, like the feet of china dolls. Winter is a 
terrible time for thin people — terrible! Why should it hound them down, 
fasten on them, worry them so? Why not, for a change, take a nip, take a 
snap at the fat ones who wouldn’t notice? But no! It is sleek, warm, cat-like 
summer that makes the fat one’s life a misery. Winter is all for bones... 

Threading her way, like a needle, in and out and along, went Miss Bray, 
and she thought of nothing but the cold. She had just come out of her 
kitchen, which was pleasantly snug in the morning, with her gas-fire going 
for her breakfast and the window closed. She had just drunk three large 
cups of really boiling tea. Surely, they ought to have warmed her. One 
always read in books of people going on their way warmed and invigorated 
by even one cup. And she had had three! How she loved her tea! She was 
getting fonder and fonder of it. Stirring the cup, Miss Bray looked down. A 
little fond smile parted her lips, and she breathed tenderly, “I love my tea.” 

But all the same, in spite of the books, it didn’t keep her warm. Cold! 
Cold! And now as she turned the corner she took such a gulp of damp, cold 
air that her eyes filled. 7i-yi-yi, a little dog yelped; he looked as though he’d 
been hurt. She hadn’t time to look round, but that high, sharp yelping 
soothed her, was a comfort even. She could have made just that sound 
herself. 

And here was the Academy. Miss Bray pressed with all her might against 
the stiff, sulky door, squeezed through into the vestibule hung with pallid 
notices and concert programmes, and stumbled up the dusty stairs and along 


the passage to the dressing-room. Through the open door there came such 
shrill loud laughter, such high, indifferent voices that it sounded like a play 
going on in there. It was hard to believe people were not laughing and 
talking like that... on purpose. “Excuse me — pardon — sorry,” said Miss 
Bray, nudging her way in and looking quickly round the dingy little room. 
Her two friends had not yet come. The First Violins were there; a dreamy, 
broad-faced girl leaned against her ‘cello; two Violas sat on a bench, bent 
over a music book, and the Harp, a small grey little person, who only came 
occasionally, leaned against a bench and looked for her pocket in her 
underskirt... 

“T’ve a run of three twice, ducky,” said Ma, “a pair of queens make eight, 
and one for his nob makes nine.” 

With an awful hollow groan Alexander, curling his little finger high, 
pegged nine for Ma. And “Wait now, wait now,” said she, and her quick 
short little hands snatched at the other cards. “My crib, young man!” She 
spread them out, leaned back, twitched her shawl, put her head on one side. 
“H’m, not so bad! A flush of four and a pair!” 

“Betrayed! Betrayed!” moaned Alexander, bowing his dark head over the 
cribbage board, “and by a woo-man.” He sighed deeply, shuffled the cards 
and said to Ma, “Cut for me, my love!” 

Although of course he was only having his joke like all professional 
young gentlemen, something in the tone in which he said “my love!” gave 
Ma quite a turn. Her lips trembled as she cut the cards, she felt a sudden 
pang as she watched those long slim fingers dealing. 

Ma and Alexander were playing cribbage in the basement kitchen of 
number 9 Bolton Street. It was late, it was on eleven, and Sunday night, too 
— shocking! They sat at the kitchen table that was covered with a worn art 
serge cloth spotted with candle grease. On one corner of it stood three 
glasses, three spoons, a saucer of sugar lumps and a bottle of gin. The stove 
was still alight, and the lid of the kettle had just begun to lift, cautiously, 
stealthily, as though there was someone inside who wanted to have a peep 
and pop back again. On the horse-hair sofa against the wall by the door, the 
owner of the third glass lay asleep, gently snoring. Perhaps because he had 
his back to them, perhaps because his feet poked out from the short 
overcoat covering him, he looked forlorn, pathetic, and the long fair hair 
covering his collar looked forlorn and pathetic, too. 


“Well, well,” said Ma, sighing as she put out two cards and arranged the 
others in a fan, “such is life. I little thought when I saw the last of you this 
morning that we’d be playing a game together to-night.” 

“The caprice of destiny,” murmured Alexander. But, as a matter of fact, it 
was no joking matter. By some infernal mischance that morning he and 
Rinaldo had missed the train that all the company travelled by. That was 
bad enough. But being Sunday, there was no other train until midnight, and 
as they had a full rehearsal at 10 o’clock on Monday it meant going by that, 
or getting what the company called the beetroot. But God! what a day it had 
been. They had left the luggage at the station and come back to Ma’s, back 
to Alexander’s frowsy bedroom with the bed unmade and water standing 
about. Rinaldo had spent the whole day sitting on the side of the bed 
swinging his leg, dropping ash on the floor and saying, “I wonder what 
made us lose that train. Strange we should have lost it. I bet the others are 
wondering what made us lose it, too.” And Alexander had stayed by the 
window gazing into the small garden that was so black with grime even the 
old lean cat who came and scraped seemed revolted by it, too. It was only 
after Ma had seen the last of her Sunday visitors... 


Mr. and Mrs. Williams 


That winter Mr. and Mrs. Williams of The Rowans, Wickenham, Surrey, 
astonished their friends by announcing that they were going for a three 
weeks’ holiday to Switzerland. Switzerland! How very enterprising and 
exciting! There was quite a flutter in Wickenham households at the news. 
Husbands coming home from the city in the evening were greeted 
immediately with: 

“My dear, have you heard the news about the Williams?” 

“No! What’s up now?” 

“They’re off to Switzerland.” 

“Switzerland! What the dickens are they going there for?” 

That, of course, was only the extravagance of the moment. One knew 
perfectly well why people went. But nobody in Wickenham ever plunged so 
far away from home at that time of year. It was not considered ‘necessary’ 
— as golf, bridge, a summer holiday at the sea, an account at Harrods’ and 
a small car as soon as one could afford it, were considered necessary... 

“Won’t you find the initial expenditure very heavy?” asked stout old Mrs. 
Prean, meeting Mrs. Williams quite by chance at their nice obliging 
grocer’s. And she brushed the crumbs of a sample cheese biscuit off her 
broad bosom. 

“Oh, we shall get our kit over there,” said Mrs. Williams. 

“Kit” was a word in high favour among the Wickenham ladies. It was left 
over from the war, of course, with ‘cheery,’ 

‘washout,’ 

‘Hun,’ 

‘Boche,’ and ‘Bolshy.’ As a matter of fact, Bolshy was post-war. But it 
belonged to the same mood. (“My dear, my housemaid is an absolute little 
Hun, and I’m afraid the cook is turning Bolshy...”) There was a fascination 
in those words. To use them was like opening one’s Red Cross cupboard 
again, and gazing at the remains of the bandages, body-belts, tins of anti- 
insectide and so on. One was stirred, one got a far-away thrill, like the thrill 
of hearing a distant band. It reminded you of those exciting, busy, of course 
anxious, but tremendous days when the whole of Wickenham was one 
united family. And, although one’s husband was away, one had for a 


substitute three large photographs of him in uniform. One in a silver frame 
on the table by the bed, one in the regimental colours on the piano, and one 
in leather to match the dining-room chairs. 

“Cook strongly advised us to buy nothing here,” went on Mrs. Williams. 

“Cook!” cried Mrs. Prean, greatly astounded. “What can — —” 

“Oh — Thomas Cook, of course I mean,” said Mrs. Williams, smiling 
brightly. Mrs. Prean subsided. 

“But you will surely not depend upon the resources of a little Swiss 
village for clothes?” she persisted, deeply interested, as usual, in other 
people’s affairs. 

“Oh, no, certainly not.” Mrs. Williams was quite shocked. “We shall get 
all we need in the way of clothes from Harrods’.” 

That was what Mrs. Prean had wished to hear. That was as it should be. 

“The great secret my dear” (she always knew the great secret), “the great 
secret,” — and she put her hand on Mrs. Williams’ arm and spoke very 
distinctly—” is plenty of long-sleeved woven combies!” 

“Thank you, m’m.” 

Both ladies started. There at their side was Mr. Wick, the nice grocer, 
holding Mrs. Prean’s parcel by a loop of pink string. Dear me — how very 
awkward! He must have... he couldn’t possibly not have... In the emotion of 
the moment Mrs. Prean, thinking to gloss it over tactfully, nodded 
significantly at Mrs. Williams and said, accepting the parcel, “And that is 
what I always tell my dear son!” But this was too swift for Mrs. Williams to 
follow. 

Her embarrassment continued, and ordering the sardines, she just stopped 
herself from saying “Three large pairs, Mr. Wick, please,” instead of “Three 
large tins.” 

Z 

As a matter of fact it was Mrs. Williams’ Aunt Aggie’s happy release 
which had made their scheme possible. Happy release it was! After fifteen 
years in a wheel-chair passing in and out of the little house at Ealing she 
had, to use the nurse’s expression, “just glided away at the last.” Glided 
away... it sounded as though Aunt Aggie had taken the wheel chair with her. 
One saw her, in her absurd purple velvet, steering carefully among the stars 
and whimpering faintly, as was her terrestrial wont, when the wheel jolted 
over a particularly large one. 


Aunt Aggie had left her dear niece Gwendolen two hundred and fifty 
pounds. Not a vast sum by any means, but quite a nice little windfall. 
Gwendolen, in that dashing mood that only women know, decided 
immediately to spend it — part of it on the house and the rest on a treat for 
Gerald. And the lawyer’s letter happening to come at tea-time together with 
a copy of the Sphere full of the most fascinating, thrilling photographs of 
holiday-makers at Mirren and St. Moritz and Montana, the question of the 
treat was settled. 

“You would like to go to Switzerland, wouldn’t you, Gerald?” 

“Very much.” 

“You’re — awfully good at skating and all that kind of thing — aren’t 
you?” 

“Fairly.” 

“You do feel it’s a thing to be done — don’t you?” 

“How do you mean?” 

But Gwendolen only laughed. That was so like Gerald. She knew, in his 
heart of hearts he was every bit as keen as she was. But he had this horror 
of showing his feelings — like all men. Gwendolen understood it perfectly 
and wouldn’t have had him different for the world... 

“Tl write to Cook’s at once and tell them we don’t want to go to a very 
fashionable place, and we don’t want one of those big jazzy hotels! I'd 
much prefer a really small out-of-the-way place where we could really go in 
for the sports seriously.” This was quite untrue, but, like so many of 
Gwendolen’s statements, it was made to please Gerald. “Don’t you agree?” 

Gerald lit his pipe for reply. 

As you have gathered, the Christian names of Mr. and Mrs. Williams 
were Gwendolen and Gerald. How well they went together! They sounded 
married. Gwendolen-Gerald. Gwendolen wrote them, bracketed, on bits of 
blotting paper, on the backs of old envelopes, on the Stores’ catalogue. 
They looked married. Gerald, when they were on their honeymoon, had 
made an awfully good joke about them. He had said one morning, “T say, 
has it ever struck you that both our names begin with G? Gwendolen- 
Gerald. You’re a G,” and he had pointed his razor at her — he was shaving 
—” and ’maG. Two Gs, Gee-Gee. See?” 

Oh, Gwendolen saw immediately. It was really most witty. Quite 
brilliant! And so — sweet and unexpected of him to have thought of it. 
Gee-Gee. Oh, very good! She wished she could have told it to people. She 


had an idea that some people thought Gerald had not a very strong sense of 
humour. But it was a little too intimate. All the more precious for that 
reason, however. 

“My dear, did you think of it at this moment? I mean — did you just 
make it up on the spot?” 

Gerald, rubbing the lather with a finger, nodded. “Flashed into my mind 
while I was soaping my face,” said he seriously. “It’s a queer thing,” — and 
he dipped the razor into the pot of hot water—” I’ve noticed it before. 
Shaving gives me ideas.” It did, indeed, thought Gwendolen... 


Weak Heart 


Although it sounded all the year round, although it rang out sometimes as 
early as half-past six in the morning, sometimes as late as half-past ten at 
night, it was in the spring, when Bengel’s violet patch just inside the gate 
was blue with flowers that that piano... made the passers-by not only stop 
talking, but slow down, pause, look suddenly — if they were men — grave, 
even stern, and if they were women — dreamy, even sorrowful. 

Tarana Street was beautiful in the spring; there was not a single house 
without its garden and trees and a plot of grass big enough to be called ‘the 
lawn.’ Over the low painted fences, you could see, as you ran by, whose 
daffys were out, whose wild snowdrop border was over and who had the 
biggest hyacinths, so pink and white, the colour of cocoanut ice. But 
nobody had violets that grew, that smelled in the spring sun like Bengel’s. 
Did they really smell like that? Or did you shut your eyes and lean over the 
fence because of Edie Bengel’s piano? A little wind ruffles among the 
leaves like a joyful hand looking for the finest flowers; and the piano 
sounds gay, tender, laughing. Now a cloud, like a swan, flies across the sun, 
the violets shine cold, like water, and a sudden questioning cry rings from 
Edie Bengel’s piano. 

... Ah, if life must pass so quickly, why is the breath of these flowers so 
sweet? What is the meaning of this feeling of longing, of sweet trouble — 
of flying joy? Goodbye! Farewell! The young bees lie half awake on the 
slender dandelions, silver are the pink tipped arrowy petals of the daisies; 
the new grass shakes in the light. Everything is beginning again, marvellous 
as ever, heavenly fair. “Let me stay! Let me stay!” pleads Edie Bengel’s 
piano. 

It is the afternoon, sunny and still. The blinds are down in the front to 
save the carpets, but upstairs the slats are open and in the golden light little 
Mrs. Bengel is feeling under her bed for the square bonnet box. She is 
flushed. She feels timid, excited, like a girl. And now the tissue paper is 
parted, her best bonnet, the one trimmed with a jet butterfly, which reposes 
on top, 1s lifted out and solemnly blown upon. 

Dipping down to the glass she tries it with fingers that tremble. She 
twitches her dolman round her slender shoulders, clasps her purse and 


before leaving the bedroom kneels down a moment to ask God’s blessing 
on her ‘goings out.’ And as she kneels there quivering, she is rather like a 
butterfly herself, fanning her wings before her Lord. When the door is open 
the sound of the piano coming up through the silent house is almost 
frightening, so bold, so defiant, so reckless it rolls under Edie’s fingers. And 
just for a moment the thought comes to Mrs. Bengel and is gone again, that 
there is a stranger with Edie in the drawing-room, but a fantastic person, out 
of a book, a — a — villain. It’s very absurd. She flits across the hall, turns 
the door handle and confronts her flushed daughter. Edie’s hands drop from 
the keys. She squeezes them between her knees, her head is bent, her curls 
are fallen forward. She gazes at her mother with brilliant eyes. There is 
something painful in that glance, something very strange. It is dusky in the 
drawing-room, the top of the piano is open. Edie has been playing from 
memory; it’s as though the air still tingles. 

“I’m going, dear,” said Mrs. Bengel softly, so softly it is like a sigh. 

“Yes, Mother,” came from Edie. 

“T don’t expect I shall be long.” 

Mrs. Bengel lingers. She would very much like just a word, of sympathy, 
of understanding, even from Edie, to cheer her on her way. 

But Edie murmurs, “T’Il put the kettle on in half an hour.” 

“Do, dear!” Mrs. Bengel grasped at that even. A nervous little smile 
touched her lips. “I expect I shall want my tea.” 

But to that Edie makes no reply; she frowns, she stretches out a hand, 
quickly unscrews one of the piano candle-sticks, lifts off a pink china ring 
and screws all tight again. The ring has been rattling. As the front door 
bangs softly after her mother Edie and the piano seem to plunge together 
into deep dark water, into waves that flow over both, relentless. She plays 
on desperately until her nose is white and her heart beats. It is her way of 
getting over her nervousness and her way too of praying. Would they accept 
her? Would she be allowed to go? Was it possible that in a week’s time she 
would be one of Miss Farmer’s girls, wearing a red and blue hat band, 
running up the broad steps leading to the big grey painted house that 
buzzed, that hummed as you went by? Their pew in Church faced Miss 
Farmer’s boarders. Would she at last know the names of the girls she had 
looked at so often? The pretty pale one with red hair, the dark one with a 
fringe, the fair one who held Miss Farmer’s hand during the sermon?... But 
after all... 


It was Edie’s fourteenth birthday. Her father gave her a silver brooch with 
a bar of music, two crotchets, two quavers and a minim headed by a very 
twisted treble clef. Her mother gave her blue satin gloves and two boxes for 
gloves and handkerchiefs, hand-painted the glove box with a sprig of gold 
roses tying up the capital G. and the handkerchief box with a marvellously 
lifelike butterfly quivering on the capital H. From the aunts in... 

There was a tree at the corner of Tarana Street and May Street. It grew so 
close to the pavement that the heavy boughs stretched over, and on that part 
of the pavement there was always a fine sifting of minute twigs. 

But in the dusk, lovers parading came into its shade as into a tent. There, 
however long they had been together, they greeted each other again with 
long kisses, with embraces that were sweet torture, agony to bear, agony to 
end. 

Edie never knew that Roddie ‘loved’ it, Roddie never knew that it meant 
anything to Edie. 

Roddie, spruce, sleek with water, bumped his new bike down the wooden 
steps, through the gate. He was off for a spin, and looking at that tree, dark 
in the glow of evening, he felt the tree was watching him. He wanted to do 
marvels, to astonish, to shock, to amaze it. 

Roddie had a complete new outfit for the occasion. A black serge suit, a 
black tie, a straw hat so white it was almost silver, a dazzling white straw 
hat with a broad black band. Attached to the hat there was a thick guard that 
somehow reminded one of a fishing line and the little clasp on the brim was 
like a fly... He stood at the graveside, his legs apart, his hands loosely 
clasped, and watched Edie being lowered into the grave — as a half-grown 
boy watches anything, a man at work, or a bicycle accident, or a chap 
cleaning a spring-carriage wheel — but suddenly as the men drew back he 
gave a violent start, turned, muttered something to his father and dashed 
away, So fast that people looked positively frightened, through the cemetery, 
down the avenue of dripping clay banks into Tarana Road, and started 
pelting for home. His suit was very tight and hot. It was like a dream. He 
kept his head down and his fists clenched, he couldn’t look up, nothing 
could have made him look higher than the tops of the fences — What was 
he thinking of as he pressed along? On, on until the gate was reached, up 
the steps, in at the front door, through the hall, up to the drawing-room. 

“Edie!” called Roddie. “Edie, old girl!” 


And he gave a low strange squawk and cried “Edie!” and stared across at 
Edie’s piano. 

But cold, solemn, as if frozen, heavily the piano stared back at Roddie. 
Then it answered, but on its own behalf, on behalf of the house and the 
violet patch, the garden, the velvet tree at the corner of May Street, and all 
that was delightful: “There 1s nobody here of that name, young man!” 


Widowed 


They came down to breakfast next morning absolutely their own selves. 
Rosy, fresh, and just chilled enough by the cold air blowing through the 
bedroom windows to be very ready for hot coffee. 

Nippy.” That was Geraldine’s word as she buttoned on her orange coat 
with pink-washed fingers. “Don’t you find it decidedly nippy?” And her 
voice, so matter-of-fact, so natural, sounded as though they had been 
married for years. 

Parting his hair with two brushes (marvellous feat for a woman to watch) 
in the littke round mirror, he had replied, lightly clapping the brushes 
together, “My dear, have you got enough on?” and he, too, sounded as 
though well he knew from the experience of years her habit of clothing 
herself underneath in wisps of chiffon and two satin bows... Then they ran 
down to breakfast, laughing together and terribly startling the shy parlour- 
maid who, after talking it over with Cook, had decided to be invisible until 
she was rung for. 

“Good-morning, Nellie, I think we shall want more toast than that” said 
the smiling Geraldine as she hung over the breakfast table. She deliberated 
—” Ask Cook to make us four more pieces, please.” 

Marvellous, the parlour-maid thought it was. And as she closed the door 
she heard the voice say, “I do so hate to be short of toast, don’t you?” 

He was standing in the sunny window. Geraldine went up to him. She put 
her hand on his arm and gave it a gentle squeeze. How pleasant it was to 
feel that rough man’s tweed again. Ah, how pleasant! She rubbed her hand 
against it, touched it with her cheek, sniffed the smell. 

The window looked out on to flower beds, a tangle of michaelmas 
daisies, late dahlias, hanging heavy, and shaggy little asters. Then there 
came a lawn strewn with yellow leaves with a broad path beyond and a row 
of gold-fluttering trees. An old gardener, in woollen mitts, was sweeping 
the path, brushing the leaves into a neat little heap. Now, the broom tucked 
in his arm, he fumbled in his coat pocket, brought out some matches, and 
scooping a hole in the leaves he set fire to them. 

Such lovely blue smoke came breathing into the air through those dry 
leaves; there was something so calm and orderly in the way the pile burned 


that it was a pleasure to watch. 

The old gardener stumped away and came back with a handful of 
withered twigs. He flung them on and stood by, and little light flames began 
to flicker. 

“T do think,” said Geraldine, “I do think there is nothing nicer than a real 
satisfactory-fire.” 

“Jolly, isn’t it,” he murmured back, and they went to their first breakfast. 

Just over a year ago, thirteen months, to be exact, she had been standing 
before the dining-room window of the little house in Sloane Street. It 
looked over the railed gardens. Breakfast was over, cleared away and done 
with... she had a fat bunch of letters in her hand that she meant to answer, 
snugly, over the fire. But before settling down, the autumn sun, the 
freshness had drawn her to the window. Such a perfect morning for the 
Row. Jimmie had gone riding. 

“Goodbye, dear thing.” 

“Goodbye, Gerry mine.” And then the morning kiss, quick and firm. He 
looked so handsome in his riding kit. She imagined him as she stood there... 
riding. Geraldine was not very good at imagining things. But there was 
mist, a thud of hooves and Jimmie’s moustache was damp. From the garden 
there sounded the creak of a gardener’s barrow. An old man came into sight 
with a load of leaves and a broom lying across. He stopped; he began to 
sweep. ‘What enormous tufts of irises grew in London gardens,’ mused 
Geraldine. ‘Why?’ And now the smoke of a real fire ascended. 

‘There is nothing nicer,’ she thought, ‘than a really satisfactory fire.’ 

Just at that moment the telephone bell rang. Geraldine sat down at 
Jimmie’s desk to answer it. It was Major Hunter. 

“Good morning, Major. You’re a very early bird!” 

“Good morning, Mrs. Howard. Yes. I am.” (Geraldine made a little 
surprised face at herself. How odd he sounded!) “Mrs. Howard, I’m coming 
round to see you... now I’m taking a taxi... Please don’t go out. And — and 
—” the voice stammered, “p-please don’t let the servants go out.” 

“Par-don?” This last was so very peculiar, though the whole thing had 
been peculiar enough, that Geraldine couldn’t believe what she heard. But 
he was gone. He had rung off. What on earth — and putting down the 
receiver, she took up a pencil and drew what she always drew when she sat 
down before a piece of blotting paper — the behind of a little cat with 
whiskers and tail complete. Geraldine must have drawn that little cat 


hundreds of times, all over the world, in hotels, in clubs, at steamer desks, 
waiting at the Bank. The little cat was her sign, her mark. She had copied it 
from a little girl at school when she thought it most wonderful. And she 
never tried anything else. She was... not very good at drawing. This 
particular cat was drawn with an extra firm pen and even its whiskers 
looked surprised. 

“Not to let the servants go out !”But she had never heard anything so 
peculiar in her life. She must have made a mistake. Geraldine couldn’t help 
a little giggle of amusement. And why should he tell her he was taking a 
taxi? And why — above all — should he be coming to see her at that hour 
of the morning? 

Then — it came over her — like a flash she remembered Major Hunter’s 
mania for old furniture. They had been discussing it at the Carlton the last 
time they lunched together. And he had said something to Jimmie about 
some — Jacobean or Queen Anne — Geraldine knew nothing about these 
things — something or other. Could he possibly be bringing it round? But 
of course. He must be. And that explained the remark about the servants. 
He wanted them to help getting it into the house. What a bore! Geraldine 
did hope it would tone in. And really, she must say she thought Major 
Hunter was taking a good deal for granted to produce a thing that size at 
that hour of the day without a word of warning. They hardly knew him well 
enough for that. Why make such a mystery of it too? Geraldine hated 
mysteries. But she had heard his head was rather troublesome at times ever 
since the Somme affair. Perhaps this was one of his bad days. In that case, a 
pity Jimmie was not back. She rang. Mullins answered. 

“Oh, Mullins, I’m expecting Major Hunter in a few moments. He’s 
bringing something rather heavy. He may want you to help with it. And 
Cook had better be ready, too.” 

Geraldine’s manner was slightly lofty with her servants. She enjoyed 
carrying things off with a high hand. All the same Mullins did look 
surprised. She seemed to hover for a moment before she went out. It 
annoyed Geraldine greatly. What was there to be surprised at? What could 
have been simpler? she thought, sitting down to her batch of letters, and the 
fire, and the clock and her pen began to whisper together. 

There was the taxi — making an enormous noise at the door. She thought 
she heard the driver’s voice, too, arguing. It took her a long moment to 


clasp her writing case and to get up out of the low chair. The bell rang. She 
went straight to the dining-room door 

And there was Major Hunter in his riding kit, coming quickly towards 
her, and behind him, through the open door at the bottom of the steps she 
saw something big, something grey. It was an ambulance. 

“There’s been an accident,” cried Geraldine sharply. 

“Mrs. Howard.” Major Hunter ran forward. He put out his icy cold hand 
and wrung hers. “You'll be brave, won’t you?” he said, he pleaded. 

But of course she would be brave. 

“Ts it serious?” 

Major Hunter nodded gravely. He said the one word “Yes.” 

“Very serious?” 

Now he raised his head. He looked her full in the eyes. She’d never 
realised until that moment that he was extraordinarily handsome though in a 
melodrama kind of way. “It’s as bad as it can be, Mrs. Howard,” said Major 
Hunter simply. “But — go in there,” he said hastily and he almost pushed 
her into her own dining-room. “We must bring him in — where can we — 
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“Can he be taken upstairs?” asked Geraldine. 

“Yes, yes of course.” Major Hunter looked at her so strangely — so 
painfully. 

“There’s his dressing-room,” said Geraldine. “It’s on the first floor. PIl 
lead the way, and she put her hand on the Major’s arm.” It’s quite all right, 
Major,” she said, “I’m not going to break down—” and she actually smiled, 
a confident brilliant smile. 

To her amazement as Major Hunter turned away he burst out with, “Ah, 
my God! I’m so sorry.” 

Poor man. He was quite overcome. “Brandy afterwards,’ thought 
Geraldine. ‘Not now, of course.’ 

It was a painful moment when she heard those measured deliberate steps 
in the hall. But Geraldine, realising this was not the moment, and there was 
nothing to be gained by it, refrained from looking. 

“This way, Major.” She skimmed on in front, up the stairs, along the 
passage; she flung open the door of Jimmie’s gay living breathing, dressing- 
room and stood to one side — for Major Hunter, for the two stretcher- 
bearers. Only then she realised that it must be a scalp wound — some injury 


to the head. For there was nothing to be seen of Jimmie; the sheet was 
pulled right over... 


SOMETHING CHILDISH AND OTHER 
STORIES 


Published in 1924, a year after Mansfield’s death, the majority of the short 
stories in this collection were written in the years between the publication 
of her first collection, Jn a German Pension, in 1911 and her second 
collection, Bliss and other Stories, in 1920. The opening story, The 
Tiredness of Rosabel, was written in 1908 when the author was nineteen 
years old, and the three stories following were also written before Jn a 
German Pension was published, whilst the tales Sixpence and Poison were 
written after Bliss had first appeared. Sixpence was excluded from The 
Garden-Party and Other Stories by Mansfield because she deemed it too 
‘sentimental’ and Poison was excluded because, “I thought it was not 
wholly successful. I have since changed my mind: it now seems to me a 
little masterpiece”. All the stories in this collection are arranged in 
chronological order. 
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THE TIREDNESS OF ROSABEL 


At the corner of Oxford Circus Rosabel bought a bunch of violets, and that 
was practically the reason why she had so little tea — for a scone and a 
boiled egg and a cup of cocoa at Lyons are not ample sufficiency after a 
hard day’s work in a millinery establishment. As she swung on to the step 
of the Atlas ‘bus, grabbed her skirt with one hand and clung to the railing 
with the other, Rosabel thought she would have sacrificed her soul for a 
good dinner — roast duck and green peas, chestnut stuffing, pudding with 
brandy sauce — something hot and strong and filling. She sat down next to 
a girl very much her own age who was reading Anna Lombard in a cheap, 
paper-covered edition, and the rain had tear-spattered the pages. Rosabel 
looked out of the windows; the street was blurred and misty, but light 
striking on the panes turned their dullness to opal and silver, and the 
jewellers’ shops seen through this, were fairy palaces. Her feet were 
horribly wet, and she knew the bottom of her skirt and petticoat would be 
coated with black, greasy mud. There was a sickening smell of warm 
humanity — it seemed to be oozing out of everybody in the ‘bus — and 
everybody had the same expression, sitting so still, staring in front of them. 
How many times had she read these advertisements— “Sapolio Saves 
Time, Saves Labour’— “Heinz’s Tomato Sauce” — and the inane, 
annoying dialogue between doctor and judge concerning the superlative 
merits of “Lamplough’s Pyretic Saline.” She glanced at the book which the 
girl read so earnestly, mouthing the words in a way that Rosabel detested, 
licking her first finger and thumb each time that she turned the page. She 
could not see very clearly; it was something about a hot, voluptuous night, a 
band playing, and a girl with lovely, white shoulders. Oh, Heavens! Rosabel 
stirred suddenly and unfastened the two top buttons of her coat...she felt 
almost stifled. Through her half-closed eyes the whole row of people on the 
opposite seat seemed to resolve into one fatuous, staring face... 

And this was her corner. She stumbled a little on her way out and lurched 
against the girl next her. “I beg your pardon,” said Rosabel, but the girl did 
not even look up. Rosabel saw that she was smiling as she read. 

Westbourne Grove looked as she had always imagined Venice to look at 
night, mysterious, dark, even the hansoms were like gondolas dodging up 


and down, and the lights trailing luridly — tongues of flame licking the wet 
street — magic fish swimming in the Grand Canal. She was more than glad 
to reach Richmond Road, but from the corner of the street until she came to 
No. 26 she thought of those four flights of stairs. Oh, why four flights! It 
was really criminal to expect people to live so high up. Every house ought 
to have a lift, something simple and inexpensive, or else an electric 
staircase like the one at Earl’s Court — but four flights! When she stood in 
the hall and saw the first flight ahead of her and the stuffed albatross head 
on the landing, glimmering ghost-like in the light of the little gas jet, she 
almost cried. Well, they had to be faced; it was very like bicycling up a 
steep hill, but there was not the satisfaction of flying down the other side... 

Her own room at last! She closed the door, lit the gas, took off her hat 
and coat, skirt, blouse, unhooked her old flannel dressing-gown from 
behind the door, pulled it on, then unlaced her boots — on consideration her 
stockings were not wet enough to change. She went over to the wash-stand. 
The jug had not been filled again to-day. There was just enough water to 
soak the sponge, and the enamel was coming off the basin — that was the 
second time she had scratched her chin. 

It was just seven o’clock. If she pulled the blind up and put out the gas it 
was much more restful — Rosabel did not want to read. So she knelt down 
on the floor, pillowing her arms on the window sill...just one little sheet of 
glass between her and the great wet world outside! 

She began to think of all that had happened during the day. Would she 
ever forget that awful woman in the grey mackintosh who had wanted a 
trimmed motor-cap— “something purple with something rosy each side” — 
or the girl who had tried on every hat in the shop and then said she would 
“call in to-morrow and decide definitely.” Rosabel could not help smiling; 
the excuse was worn so thin... 

But there had been one other — a girl with beautiful red hair and a white 
skin and eyes the colour of that green ribbon shot with gold they had got 
from Paris last week. Rosabel had seen her electric brougham at the door; a 
man had come in with her, quite a young man, and so well dressed. 

“What is it exactly that I want, Harry?” she had said, as Rosabel took the 
pins out of her hat, untied her veil, and gave her a hand-mirror. 

“You must have a black hat,” he had answered, “a black hat with a 
feather that goes right round it and then round your neck and ties in a bow 
under your chin, and the ends tuck into your belt — a decent-sized feather.” 


The girl glanced at Rosabel laughingly. “Have you any hats like that?” 

They had been very hard to please; Harry would demand the impossible, 
and Rosabel was almost in despair. Then she remembered the big, 
untouched box upstairs. 

“Oh, one moment, Madam,” she had said. “I think perhaps I can show 
you something that will please you better.” She had run up, breathlessly, cut 
the cords, scattered the tissue paper, and yes, there was the very hat — 
rather large, soft, with a great, curled feather, and a black velvet rose, 
nothing else. They had been charmed. The girl had put it on and then 
handed it to Rosabel. 

“Let me see how it looks on you,” she said, frowning a little, very serious 
indeed. 

Rosabel turned to the mirror and placed it on her brown hair, then faced 
them. 

“Oh, Harry, isn’t it adorable,” the girl cried, “I must have that!” She 
smiled again at Rosabel. “It suits you, beautifully.” 

A sudden, ridiculous feeling of anger had seized Rosabel. She longed to 
throw the lovely, perishable thing in the girl’s face, and bent over the hat, 
flushing. 

“It’s exquisitely finished off inside, Madam,” she said. The girl swept out 
to her brougham, and left Harry to pay and bring the box with him. 

“T shall go straight home and put it on before I come out to lunch with 
you,” Rosabel heard her say. 

The man leant over her as she made out the bill, then, as he counted the 
money into her hand— “Ever been painted?” he said. 

“No,” said Rosabel, shortly, realising the swift change in his voice, the 
slight tinge of insolence, of familiarity. 

“Oh, well you ought to be,” said Harry. “You’ve got such a damned 
pretty little figure.” 

Rosabel did not pay the slightest attention. How handsome he had been! 
She had thought of no one else all day; his face fascinated her; she could 
see clearly his fine, straight eyebrows, and his hair grew back from his 
forehead with just the slightest suspicion of crisp curl, his laughing, 
disdainful mouth. She saw again his slim hands counting the money into 
hers...Rosabel suddenly pushed the hair back from her face, her forehead 
was hot...if those slim hands could rest one moment...the luck of that girl! 


Suppose they changed places. Rosabel would drive home with him, of 
course they were in love with each other, but not engaged, very nearly, and 
she would say— “I won’t be one moment.” He would wait in the brougham 
while her maid took the hat-box up the stairs, following Rosabel. Then the 
great, white and pink bedroom with roses everywhere in dull silver vases. 
She would sit down before the mirror and the little French maid would 
fasten her hat and find her a thin, fine veil and another pair of white suede 
gloves — a button had come off the gloves she had worn that morning. She 
had scented her furs and gloves and handkerchief, taken a big muff and run 
down stairs. The butler opened the door, Harry was waiting, they drove 
away together...That was life, thought Rosabel! On the way to the Carlton 
they stopped at Gerard’s, Harry bought her great sprays of Parma violets, 
filled her hands with them. 

“Oh, they are sweet!” she said, holding them against her face. 

“It is as you always should be,” said Harry, “with your hands full of 
violets.” 

(Rosabel realised that her knees were getting stiff; she sat down on the 
floor and leant her head against the wall.) Oh, that lunch! The table covered 
with flowers, a band hidden behind a grove of palms playing music that 
fired her blood like wine — the soup, and oysters, and pigeons, and 
creamed potatoes, and champagne, of course, and afterwards coffee and 
cigarettes. She would lean over the table fingering her glass with one hand, 
talking with that charming gaiety which Harry so appreciated. Afterwards a 
matinee, something that gripped them both, and then tea at the “Cottage.” 

“Sugar? Milk? Cream?” The little homely questions seemed to suggest a 
joyous intimacy. And then home again in the dusk, and the scent of the 
Parma violets seemed to drench the air with their sweetness. 

“T’ll call for you at nine,” he said as he left her. 

The fire had been lighted in her boudoir, the curtains drawn, there were a 
great pile of letters waiting her — invitations for the Opera, dinners, balls, a 
week-end on the river, a motor tour — she glanced through them listlessly 
as she went upstairs to dress. A fire in her bedroom, too, and her beautiful, 
shining dress spread on the bed — white tulle over silver, silver shoes, 
silver scarf, a little silver fan. Rosabel knew that she was the most famous 
woman at the ball that night; men paid her homage, a foreign Prince desired 
to be presented to this English wonder. Yes, it was a voluptuous night, a 
band playing, and her lovely white shoulders... 


But she became very tired. Harry took her home, and came in with her 
for just one moment. The fire was out in the drawingroom, but the sleepy 
maid waited for her in her boudoir. She took off her cloak, dismissed the 
servant, and went over to the fireplace, and stood peeling off her gloves; the 
firelight shone on her hair, Harry came across the room and caught her in 
his arms— “Rosabel, Rosabel, Rosabel’’...Oh, the haven of those arms, and 
she was very tired. 

(The real Rosabel, the girl crouched on the floor in the dark, laughed 
aloud, and put her hand up to her hot mouth.) 

Of course they rode in the park next morning, the engagement had been 
announced in the Court Circular, all the world knew, all the world was 
shaking hands with her... 

They were married shortly afterwards at St. George’s, Hanover Square, 
and motored down to Harry’s old ancestral home for the honeymoon; the 
peasants in the village curtseyed to them as they passed; under the folds of 
the rug he pressed her hands convulsively. And that night she wore again 
her white and silver frock. She was tired after the journey and went upstairs 
to bed...quite early... 

The real Rosabel got up from the floor and undressed slowly, folding her 
clothes over the back of a chair. She slipped over her head her coarse, calico 
nightdress, and took the pins out of her hair — the soft, brown flood of it 
fell round her, warmly. Then she blew out the candle and groped her way 
into bed, pulling the blankets and grimy “honeycomb” quilt closely round 
her neck, cuddling down in the darkness... 

So she slept and dreamed, and smiled in her sleep, and once threw out her 
arm to feel for something which was not there, dreaming still. 

And the night passed. Presently the cold fingers of dawn closed over her 
uncovered hand; grey light flooded the dull room. Rosabel shivered, drew a 
little gasping breath, sat up. And because her heritage was that tragic 
optimism, which is all too often the only inheritance of youth, still half 
asleep, she smiled, with a little nervous tremor round her mouth. 

(1908) 


HOW PEARL BUTTON WAS KIDNAPPED 


Pearl Button swung on the little gate in front of the House of Boxes. It was 
the early afternoon of a sunshiny day with little winds playing hide-and- 
seek in it. They blew Pearl Button’s pinafore frill into her mouth, and they 
blew the street dust all over the House of Boxes. Pearl watched it — like a 
cloud — like when mother peppered her fish and the top of the pepper-pot 
came off. She swung on the little gate, all alone, and she sang a small song. 
Two big women came walking down the street. One was dressed in red and 
the other was dressed in yellow and green. They had pink handkerchiefs 
over their heads, and both of them carried a big flax basket of ferns. They 
had no shoes and stockings on, and they came walking along, slowly, 
because they were so fat, and talking to each other and always smiling. 
Pearl stopped swinging, and when they saw her they stopped walking. They 
looked and looked at her and then they talked to each other, waving their 
arms and clapping their hands together. Pearl began to laugh. 

The two women came up to her, keeping close to the hedge and looking 
in a frightened way towards the House of Boxes. 

“Hallo, little girl!” said one. 

Pearl said, “Hallo!” 

“You all alone by yourself?” 

Pearl nodded. 

“Where’s your mother?” 

“In the kitching, ironing-because-its-Tues-day.” 

The women smiled at her and Pearl smiled back. “Oh,” she said, ““haven’t 
you got very white teeth indeed! Do it again.” 

The dark women laughed, and again they talked to each other with funny 
words and wavings of the hands. “What’s your name?” they asked her. 

“Pearl Button.” 

“You coming with us, Pearl Button? We got beautiful things to show 
you,” whispered one of the women. So Pearl got down from the gate and 
she slipped out into the road. And she walked between the two dark women 
down the windy road, taking little running steps to keep up, and wondering 
what they had in their House of Boxes. 


They walked a long way. “You tired?” asked one of the women, bending 
down to Pearl. Pearl shook her head. They walked much further. “You not 
tired?” asked the other woman. And Pearl shook her head again, but tears 
shook from her eyes at the same time and her lips trembled. One of the 
women gave over her flax basket of ferns and caught Pearl Button up in her 
arms, and walked with Pearl Button’s head against her shoulder and her 
dusty little legs dangling. She was softer than a bed and she had a nice 
smell — a smell that made you bury your head and breathe and breathe it... 

They set Pearl Button down in a log room full of other people the same 
colour as they were — and all these people came close to her and looked at 
her, nodding and laughing and throwing up their eyes. The woman who had 
carried Pearl took off her hair ribbon and shook her curls loose. There was a 
cry from the other women, and they crowded close and some of them ran a 
finger through Pearl’s yellow curls, very gently, and one of them, a young 
one, lifted all Pearl’s hair and kissed the back of her little white neck. Pearl 
felt shy but happy at the same time. There were some men on the floor, 
smoking, with rugs and feather mats round their shoulders. One of them 
made a funny face at her and he pulled a great big peach out of his pocket 
and set it on the floor, and flicked it with his finger as though it were a 
marble. It rolled right over to her. Pearl picked it up. “Please can I eat it?” 
she asked. At that they all laughed and clapped their hands, and the man 
with the funny face made another at her and pulled a pear out of his pocket 
and sent it bobbling over the floor. Pearl laughed. The women sat on the 
floor and Pearl sat down too. The floor was very dusty. She carefully pulled 
up her pinafore and dress and sat on her petticoat as she had been taught to 
sit in dusty places, and she ate the fruit, the juice running all down her front. 

“Oh!” she said in a very frightened voice to one of the women, “I’ve spilt 
all the juice! 

“That doesn’t matter at all,” said the woman, patting her cheek. A man 
came into the room with a long whip in his hand. He shouted something. 
They all got up, shouting, laughing, wrapping themselves up in rugs and 
blankets and feather mats. Pearl was carried again, this time into a great 
cart, and she sat on the lap of one of her women with the driver beside her. 
It was a green cart with a red pony and a black pony. It went very fast out of 
the town. The driver stood up and waved the whip round his head. Pearl 
peered over the shoulder of her woman. Other carts were behind like a 
procession. She waved at them. Then the country came. First fields of short 


grass with sheep on them and little bushes of white flowers and pink briar 
rose baskets — then big trees on both sides of the road — and nothing to be 
seen except big trees. Pearl tried to look through them but it was quite dark. 
Birds were singing. She nestled closer in the big lap. The woman was warm 
as a cat, and she moved up and down when she breathed, just like purring. 
Pearl played with a green ornament round her neck, and the woman took 
the little hand and kissed each of her fingers and then turned it over and 
kissed the dimples. Pearl had never been happy like this before. On the top 
of a big hill they stopped. The driving man turned to Pearl and said, “Look, 
look!” and pointed with his whip. 

And down at the bottom of the hill was something perfectly different — a 
great big piece of blue water was creeping over the land. She screamed and 
clutched at the big woman, “What is it, what is it?” 

“Why,” said the woman, “‘it’s the sea.” 

“Will it hurt us — is it coming?” 

“Ai-e, no, it doesn’t come to us. It’s very beautiful. You look again.” 

Pearl looked. “You’re sure it can’t come,” she said. 

“Ai-e, no. It stays in its place,” said the big woman. Waves with white 
tops came leaping over the blue. Pearl watched them break on a long piece 
of land covered with gardenpath shells. They drove round a corner. 

There were some little houses down close to the sea, with wood fences 
round them and gardens inside. They comforted her. Pink and red and blue 
washing hung over the fences, and as they came near more people came 
out, and five yellow dogs with long thin tails. All the people were fat and 
laughing, with little naked babies holding on to them or rolling about in the 
gardens like puppies. Pearl was lifted down and taken into a tiny house with 
only one room and a verandah. There was a girl there with two pieces of 
black hair down to her feet. She was setting the dinner on the floor. “It is a 
funny place,” said Pearl, watching the pretty girl while the woman 
unbuttoned her little drawers for her. She was very hungry. She ate meat 
and vegetables and fruit and the woman gave her milk out of a green cup. 
And it was quite silent except for the sea outside and the laughs of the two 
women watching her. 

“Haven’t you got any Houses of Boxes?” she said. “Don’t you all live in 
a row? Don’t the men go to offices? Aren’t there any nasty things?” 

They took off her shoes and stockings, her pinafore and dress. She 
walked about in her petticoat and then she walked outside with the grass 


pushing between her toes. The two women came out with different sorts of 
baskets. They took her hands. Over a little paddock, through a fence, and 
then on warm sand with brown grass in it they went down to the sea. Pearl 
held back when the sand grew wet, but the women coaxed, “Nothing to 
hurt, very beautiful. You come.” They dug in the sand and found some 
shells which they threw into the baskets. The sand was wet as mud pies. 
Pearl forgot her fright and began digging too. She got hot and wet, and 
suddenly over her feet broke a little line of foam. “Oo, oo!” she shrieked, 
dabbling with her feet, “Lovely, lovely!” She paddled in the shallow water. 
It was warm. She made a cup of her hands and caught some of it. But it 
stopped being blue in her hands. She was so excited that she rushed over to 
her woman and flung her little thin arms round the woman’s neck, hugging 
her, kissing... 

Suddenly the girl gave a frightful scream. The woman raised herself and 
Pearl slipped down on the sand and looked towards the land. Little men in 
blue coats — little blue men came running, running towards her with shouts 
and whistlings — a crowd of little blue men to carry her back to the House 
of Boxes. 

(1910) 


THE JOURNEY TO BRUGES 


“You got three-quarters of an hour,” said the porter. “You got an hour 
mostly. Put it in the cloak-room, lady.” 

A German family, their luggage neatly buttoned into what appeared to be 
odd canvas trouser legs, filled the entire space before the counter, and a 
homoeopathic young clergyman, his black dicky flapping over his shirt, 
stood at my elbow. We waited and waited, for the cloak-room porter could 
not get rid of the German family, who appeared by their enthusiasm and 
gestures to be explaining to him the virtue of so many buttons. At last the 
wife of the party seized her particular packet and started to undo it. 
Shrugging his shoulders, the porter turned to me. “Where for?” he asked. 

“Ostend.” 

“Wot are you putting it in here for?” I said, “Because I’ve a long time to 
wait.” 

He shouted, “Train’s in 2.20. No good bringing it here. Hi, you there, 
lump it off!” 

My porter lumped it. The young clergyman, who had listened and 
remarked, smiled at me radiantly. “The train is in,” he said, “really in. 
You’ve only a few moments, you know.” My sensitiveness glimpsed a 
symbol in his eye. I ran to the book-stall. When I returned I had lost my 
porter. In the teasing heat I ran up and down the platform. The whole 
travelling world seemed to possess a porter and glory in him except me. 
Savage and wretched I saw them watch me with that delighted relish of the 
hot in the very much hotter. “One could have a fit running in weather like 
this,’ said a stout lady, eating a farewell present of grapes. Then I was 
informed that the train was not yet in. I had been running up and down the 
Folkstone express. On a higher platform I found my porter sitting on the 
suit case. 

“IT knew you’d be doin’ that,” he said, airily. 

“T nearly come and stop you. I seen you from’ ere.” 

I dropped into a smoking compartment with four young men, two of 
whom were saying good-bye to a pale youth with a cane. “Well, good-bye, 
old chap. It’s frightfully good of you to have come down. I knew you. I 
knew the same old slouch. Now, look here, when we come back we’ ll have 


a night of it. What? Ripping of you to have come, old man.” This from an 
enthusiast, who lit a cigar as the train swung out, turned to his companion 
and said, “Frightfully nice chap, but — lord — what a bore!” His 
companion, who was dressed entirely in mole, even unto his socks and hair, 
smiled gently. I think his brain must have been the same colour: he proved 
so gentle and sympathetic a listener. In the opposite corner to me sat a 
beautiful young Frenchman with curly hair and a watch-chain from which 
dangled a silver fish, a ring, a silver shoe, and a medal. He stared out of the 
window the whole time, faintly twitching his nose. Of the remaining 
member there was nothing to be seen from behind his luggage but a pair of 
tan shoes and a copy of The Snark’s Summer Annual. 

“Look here, old man,” said the Enthusiast, “I want to change all our 
places. You know those arrangements you’ve made — I want to cut them 
out altogether. Do you mind?” 

“No,” said the Mole, faintly. “But why?” 

“Well, I was thinking it over in bed last night, and I’m hanged if I can see 
the good of us paying fifteen bob if we don’t want to. You see what I 
mean?” The Mole took off his pince-nez and breathed on them. “Now I 
don’t want to unsettle you,” went on the Enthusiast, “because, after all, it’s 
your party — you asked me. I wouldn’t upset it for anything, but — there 
you are — you see — what?” 

Suggested the Mole: “I’m afraid people will be down on me for taking 
you abroad.” 

Straightway the other told him how sought after he had been. From far 
and near, people who were full up for the entire month of August had 
written and begged for him. He wrung the Mole’s heart by enumerating 
those longing homes and vacant chairs dotted all over England, until the 
Mole deliberated between crying and going to sleep. He chose the latter. 

They all went to sleep except the young Frenchman, who took a little 
pocket edition out of his coat and nursed it on his knee while he gazed at 
the warm, dusty country. At Shorncliffe the train stopped. Dead silence. 
There was nothing to be seen but a large white cemetery. Fantastic it looked 
in the late afternoon sun, its full-length marble angels appearing to preside 
over a cheerless picnic of the Shorncliffe departed on the brown field. One 
white butterfly flew over the railway lines. As we crept out of the station I 
saw a poster advertising the Athenaeum. The Enthusiast grunted and 
yawned, shook himself into existence by rattling the money in his trouser 


pockets. He jabbed the Mole in the ribs. “I say, we’re nearly there! Can you 
get down those beastly golf-clubs of mine from the rack?” My heart 
yearned over the Mole’s immediate future, but he was cheerful and offered 
to find me a porter at Dover, and strapped my parasol in with my rugs. We 
saw the sea. “It’s going to be beastly rough,” said the Enthusiast, “Gives 
you a head, doesn’t it? Look here, I know a tip for sea-sickness, and it’s 
this: You lie on your back — flat — you know, cover your face, and eat 
nothing but biscuits.” 

“Dover!” shouted a guard. 

In the act of crossing the gangway we renounced England. The most 
blatant British female produced her mite of French: we “S’il vous plait’d” 
one another on the deck, “Merci’d” one another on the stairs, and 
“Pardon’d” to our heart’s content in the saloon. The stewardess stood at the 
foot of the stairs, a stout, forbidding female, pockmarked, her hands hidden 
under a businesslike-looking apron. She replied to our salutations with 
studied indifference, mentally ticking off her prey. I descended to the cabin 
to remove my hat. One old lady was already established there. 

She lay on a rose and white couch, a black shawl tucked round her, 
fanning herself with a black feather fan. Her grey hair was half covered 
with a lace cap and her face gleamed from the black drapings and rose 
pillows with charming old-world dignity. There was about her a faint 
rustling and the scents of camphor and lavender. As I watched her, thinking 
of Rembrandt and, for some reason, Anatole France, the stewardess bustled 
up, placed a canvas stool at her elbow, spread a newspaper upon it, and 
banged down a receptacle rather like a baking tin. I went up on deck. The 
sea was bright green, with rolling waves. All the beauty and artificial flower 
of France had removed their hats and bound their heads in veils. A number 
of young German men, displaying their national bulk in light-coloured suits 
cut in the pattern of pyjamas, promenaded. French family parties — the 
female element in chairs, the male in graceful attitudes against the ship’s 
side — talked already with that brilliance which denotes friction! I found a 
chair in a corner against a white partition, but unfortunately this partition 
had a window set in it for the purpose of providing endless amusement for 
the curious, who peered through it, watching those bold and brave spirits 
who walked “for’ard” and were drenched and beaten by the waves. In the 
first half-hour the excitement of getting wet and being pleaded with, and 
rushing into dangerous places to return and be rubbed down, was all- 


absorbing. Then it palled — the parties drifted into silence. You would 
catch them staring intently at the ocean — and yawning. They grew cold 
and snappy. Suddenly a young lady in a white woollen hood with cherry 
bows got up from her chair and swayed over to the railings. We watched 
her, vaguely sympathetic. The young man with whom she had been sitting 
called to her. 

“Are you better?” Negative expressed. 

He sat up in his chair. “Would you like me to hold your head?” 

“No,” said her shoulders 

“Would you care for a coat round you?...Is it over?...Are you going to 
remain there?”...He looked at her with infinite tenderness. I decided never 
again to call men unsympathetic, and to believe in the allconquering power 
of love until I died — but never put it to the test. I went down to sleep. 

I lay down opposite the old lady, and watched the shadows spinning over 
the ceilings and the wave-drops shining on the portholes. 

In the shortest sea voyage there is no sense of time. You have been down 
in the cabin for hours or days or years. Nobody knows or cares. You know 
all the people to the point of indifference. You do not believe in dry land 
any more — you are caught in the pendulum itself, and left there, idly 
swinging. The light faded. 

I fell asleep, to wake to find the stewardess shaking me. “We are there in 
two minutes,” said she. Forlorn ladies, freed from the embrace of Neptune, 
knelt upon the floor and searched for their shoes and hairpins — only the 
old and dignified one lay passive, fanning herself. She looked at me and 
smiled. 

“Grace de Dieu, c’est fini,” she quavered in a voice so fine it seemed to 
quaver on a thread of lace. 

I lifted up my eyes. “Oui, c’est fini!” 

“Vous allez a Strasbourg, Madame?” 

“No,” I said. “Bruges.” 

“That is a great pity,” said she, closing her fan and the conversation. I 
could not think why, but I had visions of myself perhaps travelling in the 
same railway carriage with her, wrapping her in the black shawl, of her 
falling in love with me and leaving me unlimited quantities of money and 
old lace... These sleepy thoughts pursued me until I arrived on deck. 

The sky was indigo blue, and a great many stars were shining: our little 
ship stood black and sharp in the clear air. “Have you the tickets?... Yes, 


{?? 


they want the tickets...Produce your tickets!”’...We were squeezed over the 
gangway, shepherded into the custom house, where porters heaved our 
luggage on to long wooden slabs, and an old man wearing horn spectacles 
checked it without a word. 

“Follow me!” shouted the villainous-looking creature whom I had 
endowed with my worldly goods. He leapt on to a railway line, and I leapt 
after him. He raced along a platform, dodging the passengers and fruit 
wagons, with the security of a cinematograph figure. I reserved a seat and 
went to buy fruit at a little stall displaying grapes and greengages. The old 
lady was there, leaning on the arm of a large blond man, in white, with a 
flowing tie. We nodded. 

“Buy me,” she said in her delicate voice, “three ham sandwiches, mon 
cher!” 

“And some cakes,” said he. 

“Yes, and perhaps a bottle of lemonade.” 

“Romance is an imp!” thought I, climbing up into the carriage. The train 
swung out of the station; the air, blowing through the open windows, 
smelled of fresh leaves. There were sudden pools of light in the darkness; 
when I arrived at Bruges the bells were ringing, and white and mysterious 
shone the moon over the Grand’ Place. 

(1910) 


A TRUTHFUL ADVENTURE 


“The little town lies spread before the gaze of the eager traveller like a 
faded tapestry threaded with the silver of its canals, made musical by the 
great chiming belfry. Life is long since asleep in Bruges; fantastic dreams 
alone breathe over tower and mediaeval house front, enchanting the eye, 
inspiring the soul and filling the mind with the great beauty of 
contemplation.” 

I read this sentence from a guide-book while waiting for Madame in the 
hotel sitting-room. It sounded extremely comforting, and my tired heart, 
tucked away under a thousand and one grey city wrappings, woke and 
exulted within me...I wondered if I had enough clothes with me to last for at 
least a month. “I shall dream away whole days,” I thought, “take a boat and 
float up and down the canals, or tether it to a green bush tangling the water 
side, and absorb mediaeval house fronts. At evensong I shall lie in the long 
grass of the Béguinage meadow and look up at the elm trees — their leaves 
touched with gold light and quivering in the blue air — listening the while 
to the voices of nuns at prayer in the little chapel, and growing full enough 
of grace to last me the whole winter.” 

While I soared magnificently upon these very new feathers Madame 
came in and told me that there was no room at all for me in the hotel — not 
a bed, not a corner. She was extremely friendly and seemed to find a fund of 
secret amusement in the fact; she looked at me as though expecting me to 
break into delighted laughter. “To-morrow,” she said, “there may be. I am 
expecting a young gentleman who is suddenly taken ill to move from 
number eleven. He is at present at the chemist’s — perhaps you would care 
to see the room?” 

“Not at all,” said I. “Neither shall I wish to-morrow to sleep in the 
bedroom of an indisposed young gentleman.” 

“But he will be gone,” cried Madame, opening her blue eyes wide and 
laughing with that French cordiality so enchanting to English hearing. I was 
too tired and hungry to feel either appreciative or argumentative. “Perhaps 
you can recommend me another hotel?” 

“Impossible!” She shook her head and turned up her eyes, mentally 
counting over the blue bows painted on the ceiling. “You see, it is the 


season in Bruges, and people do not care to let their rooms for a very short 
time” — not a glance at my little suit case lying between us, but I looked at 
it gloomily, and it seemed to dwindle before my desperate gaze — become 
small enough to hold nothing but a collapsible folding tooth-brush. 

“My large box is at the station,” I said coldly, buttoning my gloves. 

Madame started. “You have more luggage...Then you intend to make a 
long stay in Bruges, perhaps?” 

“At least a fortnight — perhaps a month.” I shrugged my shoulders. 

“One moment,” said Madame. “I shall see what I can do.” She 
disappeared, I am sure not further than the other side of the door, for she 
reappeared immediately and told me I might have a room at her private 
house— “just round the corner and kept by an old servant who, although 
she has a wall eye, has been in our family for fifteen years. The porter will 
take you there, and you can have supper before you go.” 

I was the only guest in the dining-room. A tired waiter provided me with 
an omelette and a pot of coffee, then leaned against a sideboard and 
watched me while I ate, the limp table napkin over his arm seeming to 
symbolise the very man. The room was hung with mirrors reflecting 
unlimited empty tables and watchful waiters and solitary ladies finding sad 
comfort in omelettes, and sipping coffee to the rhythm of Mendelssohn’s 
Spring Song played over three times by the great chiming belfry. 

“Are you ready, Madame?” asked the waiter. “It is I who carry your 
luggage.” 

“Quite ready.” 

He heaved the suit case on to his shoulder and strode before me — past 
the little pavement cafés where men and women, scenting our approach, 
laid down their beer and their post-cards to stare after us, down a narrow 
street of shuttered houses, through the Place van Eyck, to a red-brick house. 
The door was opened by the wall-eyed family treasure, who held a candle 
like a minature frying-pan in her hand. She refused to admit us until we had 
both told the whole story. 

“C’est ca, c’est ca,” said she. “Jean, number five!” 

She shuffled up the stairs, unlocked a door and lit another minature 
frying-pan upon the bed-table. The room was papered in pink, having a 
pink bed, a pink door and a pink chair. On pink mats on the mantelpiece 
obese young cherubs burst out of pink eggshells with trumpets in their 
mouths. I was brought a can of hot water; I shut and locked the door. 


“Bruges at last,” I thought as I climbed into a bed so slippery with fine linen 
that one felt like a fish endeavouring to swim over an ice pond, and this 
quiet house with the old “typical” servant, — the Place van Eyck, with the 
white statue surrounded by those dark and heavy trees, — there was almost 
a touch of Verlaine in that... 

Bang! went a door. I started up in terror and felt for the frying-pan, but it 
was the room next to mine suddenly invaded. “Ah! home at last,” cried a 
female voice. “Mon Dieu, my feet! Would you go down to Marie, mon cher, 
and ask her for the tin bath and some hot water?” 

“No, that is too much,” boomed the answer. “You have washed them 
three times to-day already.” 

“But you do not know the pain I suffer; they are quite inflamed. Look 
only!” 

“T have looked three times already; I am tired. I beg of you come to bed.” 

“It would be useless; I could not sleep. Mon Dieu, mon Dieu, how a 
woman suffers!” A masculine snort accompanied by the sounds of 
undressing. 

“Then, if I wait until the morning will you promise not to drag me to a 
picture gallery?” 

“Yes, yes, I promise.” 

“But truly?” 

“T have said so.” 

“Now can I believe you?” 

A long groan. 

“It is absurd to make that noise, for you know yourself the same thing 
happened last evening and this morning.” 

... There was only one thing to be done. I coughed and cleared my throat 
in that unpleasant and obtrusive way of strange people in next door 
bedrooms. It acted like a charm, their conversation sifted into a whisper for 
female voice only! I fell asleep. 

“Barquettes for hire. Visit the Venice of the North by boat. Explore the 
little known and fascinating by-ways.” With the memory of the guide book 
clinging about me I went into the shop and demanded a boat. “Have you a 
small canoe?” 

“No, Mademoiselle, but a little boat — very suitable.” 

“T wish to go alone and return when I like.” 

“Then you have been here before?” 


“No.” 

The boatman looked puzzled. “It is not safe for Mademoiselle to go 
without a guide for the first time.” 

“Then I will take one on the condition that he is silent and points out no 
beauties to me.” 

“But the names of the bridges?” cried the boatman— “the famous house 
fronts?” 

I ran down to the landing stage. “Pierre, Pierre!” called the waterman. A 
burly young Belgian, his arms full of carpet strips and red velvet pillows, 
appeared and tossed his spoil into an immense craft. On the bridge above 
the landing stage a crowd collected, watching the proceedings, and just as I 
took my seat a fat couple who had been hanging over the parapet rushed 
down the steps and declared they must come too. “Certainly, certainly,” said 
Pierre, handing in the lady with charming grace. “Mademoiselle will not 
mind at all.” They sat in the stern, the gentleman held the lady’s hand, and 
we twisted among these “silver ribbons” while Pierre threw out his chest 
and chanted the beauties of Bruges with the exultant abandon of a Latin 
lover. “Turn your head this way — to the left — to the right — now, wait 
one moment — look up at the bridge — observe this house front. 
Mademoiselle do you wish to see the Lac d’ Amour?” 

I looked vague; the fat couple answered for me. 

“Then we shall disembark.” 

We rowed close into a little parapet. We caught hold of a bush and I 
jumped out. “Now, Monsieur,” who successfully followed, and, kneeling on 
the bank, gave Madame the crook of his walking-stick for support. She 
stood up, smiling and vigorous, clutched the walking-stick, strained against 
the boat side, and the next moment had fallen flat into the water. “Ah! what 
has happened — what has happened!” screamed Monsieur, clutching her 
arm, for the water was not deep, reaching only to her waist mark. Somehow 
or other we fished her up on to the bank where she sat and gasped, wringing 
her black alpaca skirt. 

“Tt is all over — a little accident!” said she, amazingly cheerful. 

But Pierre was furious. “It is the fault of Mademoiselle for wishing to see 
the Lac d’Amour,” said he. “Madame had better walk through the meadow 
and drink something hot at the little café opposite.” 

“No, no,” said she, but Monsieur seconded Pierre. 


“You will await our return,” said Pierre, loathing me. I nodded and turned 
my back, for the sight of Madame flopping about on the meadow grass like 
a large, ungainly duck, was too much. One cannot expect to travel in 
upholstered boats with people who are enlightened enough to understand 
laughter that has its wellspring in sympathy. When they were out of sight I 
ran as fast as I could over the meadow, crawled through a fence, and never 
went near the Lac d’Amour again. “They may think me as drowned as they 
please,” thought I, “I have had quite enough of canals to last me a lifetime.” 

In the Béguinage meadow at evensong little groups of painters are dotted 
about in the grass with spindle-legged easles which seem to possess a 
separate individuality, and stand rudely defying their efforts and returning 
their long, long gaze with an unfinished stare. English girls wearing flower- 
wreathed hats and the promise of young American manhood, give 
expression to their souls with a gaiety and “camaraderie,” a sort of “the 
world is our shining playground” spirit — theoretically delightful. They call 
to one another, and throw cigarettes and fruit and chocolates with youthful 
naivete, while parties of tourists who have escaped the clutches of an old 
woman lying in wait for them in the shadow of the chapel door, pause 
thoughtfully in front of the easels to “see and remark, and say whose?” 

I was lying under a tree with the guilty consciousness of no sketch book 
— watching the swifts wheel and dip in the bright air, and wondering if all 
the brown dogs resting in the grass belonged to the young painters, when 
two people passed me, a man and a girl, their heads bent over a book. There 
was something vaguely familiar in their walk. Suddenly they looked down 
at me — we stared — opened our mouths. She swooped down upon me, 
and he took off his immaculate straw hat and placed it under his left arm. 

“Katherine! How extraordinary! How incredible after all these years!” 
cried she. Turning to the man: “Guy, can you believe it? — It’s Katherine, 
in Bruges of all places in the world!” 

“Why not?” said I, looking very bright and trying to remember her name. 

“But, my dear, the last time we met was in New Zealand — only think of 
the miles!” 

Of course, she was Betty Sinclair; I’d been to school with her. 

“Where are you staying; have you been here long? Oh, you haven’t 
changed a day — not a day. I’d have known you anywhere.” 

She beckoned to the young man, and said, blushing as though she were 
ashamed of the fact, but it had to be faced, “This is my husband.” We shook 


hands. He sat down and chewed a grass twig. Silence fell while Betty 
recovered breath and squeezed my hand. 

“T didn’t know you were married,” I said stupidly. 

“Oh, my dear — got a baby!” said Betty. “We live in England now. We’re 
frightfully keen on the Suffrage, you know.” 

Guy removed the straw. “Are you with us?” he asked, intensely. 

I shook my head. He put the straw back again and narrowed his eyes. 

“Then here’s the opportunity,” said Betty. “My dear, how long are you 
going to stay? We must go about together and have long talks. Guy and I 
aren’t a honeymoon couple, you know. We love to have other people with 
us sometimes.” 

The belfry clashed into See the Conquering Hero Comes! 

“Unfortunately I have to go home quite soon. I’ve had an urgent letter.” 

“How disappointing! You know Bruges is simply packed with treasures 
and churches and pictures. There’s an out-door concert tonight in the 
Grand’ Place, and a competition of bell ringers to-morrow to go on for a 
whole week.” 

“Go I must,” I said so firmly that my soul felt imperative marching 
orders, stimulated by the belfry. 

“But the quaint streets and the Continental smells, and the lace makers — 
if we could just wander about — we three — and absorb it all.” I sighed and 
bit my underlip. 

“What’s your objection to the vote?” asked Guy, watching the nuns 
wending their way in sweet procession among the trees. 

“Tl always had the idea you were so frightfully keen on the future of 
women,” said Betty. “Come to dinner with us to-night. Let’s thrash the 
whole subject out. You know, after the strenuous life in London, one does 
seem to see things in such a different light in this old world city.” 

“Oh, a very different light indeed,” I answered, shaking my head at the 
familiar guide book emerging from Guy’s pocket. 

(1910) 


NEW DRESSES 


Mrs. Carsfield and her mother sat at the dining-room table putting the 
finishing touches to some green cashmere dresses. They were to be worn by 
the two Misses Carsfield at church on the following day, with apple-green 
sashes, and straw hats with ribbon tails. Mrs. Carsfield had set her heart on 
it, and this being a late night for Henry, who was attending a meeting of the 
Political League, she and the old mother had the dining-room to themselves, 
and could make “a peaceful litter” as she expressed it. The red cloth was 
taken off the table — where stood the wedding-present sewing machine, a 
brown work-basket, the “material,” and some torn fashion journals. Mrs. 
Carsfield worked the machine, slowly, for she feared the green thread 
would give out, and had a sort of tired hope that it might last longer if she 
was careful to use a little at a time; the old woman sat in a rocking chair, her 
skirt turned back, and her felt-slippered feet on a hassock, tying the 
machine threads and stitching some narrow lace on the necks and cuffs. The 
gas jet flickered. Now and again the old woman glanced up at the jet and 
said, “There’s water in the pipe, Anne, that’s what’s the matter,” then was 
silent, to say again a moment later, “There must be water in that pipe, 
Anne,” and again, with quite a burst of energy, “Now there is — I’m certain 
of it.” 

Anne frowned at the sewing machine. “The way mother harps on things 
— it gets frightfully on my nerves,” she thought. “And always when there’s 
no earthly opportunity to better a thing...I suppose it’s old age — but most 
aggravating.” Aloud she said: “Mother, I’m having a really substantial hem 
in this dress of Rose’s — the child has got so leggy, lately. And don’t put 
any lace on Helen’s cuffs; it will make a distinction, and besides she’s so 
careless about rubbing her hands on anything grubby.” 

“Oh there’s plenty,” said the old woman. “I'll put it a little higher up.” 
And she wondered why Anne had such a down on Helen — Henry was just 
the same. They seemed to want to hurt Helen’s feelings — the distinction 
was merely an excuse. 

“Well,” said Mrs. Carsfield, “you didn’t see Helen’s clothes when I took 
them off to-night, Black from head to foot after a week. And when I 
compared them before her eyes with Rose’s she merely shrugged, you know 


that habit she’s got, and began stuttering. I really shall have to see Dr. 
Malcolm about her stuttering, if only to give her a good fright. I believe it’s 
merely an affectation she’s picked up at school — that she can help it.” 

“Anne, you know she’s always stuttered. You did just the same when you 
were her age, she’s highly strung.” The old woman took off her spectacles, 
breathed on them, and rubbed them with a corner of her sewing apron. 

“Well, the last thing in the world to do her any good is to let her imagine 
that” answered Anne, shaking out one of the green frocks, and pricking at 
the pleats with her needle. “She is treated exactly like Rose, and the Boy 
hasn’t a nerve. Did you see him when I put him on the rocking-horse to-day, 
for the first time? He simply gurgled with joy. He’s more the image of his 
father every day.” 

“Yes, he certainly is a thorough Carsfield,’ assented the old woman, 
nodding her head. 

“Now that’s another thing about Helen,” said Anne. “The peculiar way 
she treats Boy, staring at him and frightening him as she does. You 
remember when he was a baby how she used to take away his bottle to see 
what he would do? Rose is perfect with the child — but Helen...” 

The old woman put down her work on the table. A little silence fell, and 
through the silence the loud ticking of the dining-room clock. She wanted to 
speak her mind to Anne once and for all about the way she and Henry were 
treating Helen, ruining the child, but the ticking noise distracted her. She 
could not think of the words and sat there stupidly, her brain going tick, 
tick, to the dining-room clock. 

“How loudly that clock ticks,” was all she said. 

“Oh there’s mother — off the subject again — giving me no help or 
encouragement,” thought Anne. She glanced at the clock. 

“Mother, if you’ve finished that frock, would you go into the kitchen and 
heat up some coffee, and perhaps cut a plate of ham. Henry will be in 
directly. I’m practically through with this second frock by myself.” She held 
it up for inspection. “Aren’t they charming? They ought to last the children 
a good two years, and then I expect they’Il do for school — lengthened, and 
perhaps dyed.” 

“T’m glad we decided on the more expensive material,” said the old 
woman. 

Left alone in the dining-room Anne’s frown deepened, and her mouth 
drooped — a sharp line showed from nose to chin. She breathed deeply, and 


pushed back her hair. There seemed to be no air in the room, she felt stuffed 
up, and it seemed so useless to be tiring herself out with fine sewing for 
Helen. One never got through with children, and never had any gratitude 
from them — except Rose — who was exceptional. Another sign of old age 
in mother was her absurd point of view about Helen, and her “touchiness” 
on the subject. There was one thing, Mrs. Carsfield said to herself. She was 
determined to keep Helen apart from Boy. He had all his father’s 
sensitiveness to unsympathetic influences. A blessing that the girls were at 
school all day! 

At last the dresses were finished and folded over the back of the chair. 
She carried the sewing machine over to the book-shelves, spread the table- 
cloth, and went over to the window. The blind was up, she could see the 
garden quite plainly: there must be a moon about. And then she caught sight 
of something shining on the garden seat. A book, yes, it must be a book, left 
there to get soaked through by the dew. She went out into the hall, put on 
her goloshes, gathered up her skirt, and ran into the garden. Yes, it was a 
book. She picked it up carefully. Damp already — and the cover bulging. 
She shrugged her shoulders in the way that her little daughter had caught 
from her. In the shadowy garden that smelled of grass and rose leaves, 
Anne’s heart hardened. Then the gate clicked and she saw Henry striding up 
the front path. 

“Henry!” she called. 

“Hullo,” he cried, “what on earth are you doing down there...Moon- 
gazing, Anne?” She ran forward and kissed him. 

“Oh, look at this book,” she said. “Helen’s been leaving it about, again. 
My dear, how you smell of cigars!” 

Said Henry: “You’ve got to smoke a decent cigar when you’re with, these 
other chaps. Looks so bad if you don’t. But come inside, Anne; you haven’t 
got anything on. Let the book go hang! You’re cold, my dear, you’re 
shivering.” He put his arm round her shoulder. “See the moon over there, by 
the chimney? Fine night. By jove! I had the fellows roaring to-night — I 
made a colossal joke. One of them said: ‘Life is a game of cards,’ and I, 
without thinking, just straight out...” Henry paused by the door and held up 
a finger. “I said...well I’ve forgotten the exact words, but they shouted, my 
dear, simply shouted. No, Pll remember what I said in bed to-night; you 
know I always do.” 


“T’ll take this book into the kitchen to dry on the stove-rack,” said Anne, 
and she thought, as she banged the pages, “Henry has been drinking beer 
again, that means indigestion tomorrow. No use mentioning Helen to- 
night.” 

When Henry had finished the supper, he lay back in the chair, picking his 
teeth, and patted his knee for Anne to come and sit there. 

“Hullo,” he said, jumping her up and down, “what’s the green fandangles 
on the chair back? What have you and mother been up to, eh?” 

Said Anne, airily, casting a most careless glance at the green dresses, 
“Only some frocks for the children. Remnants for Sunday.” 

The old woman put the plate and cup and saucer together, then lighted a 
candle. 

“T think I'll go to bed,” she said, cheerfully. 

“Oh, dear me, how unwise of Mother,” thought Anne. “She makes Henry 
suspect by going away like that, as she always does if there’s any 
unpleasantness brewing.” 

“No, don’t go to bed yet, mother,” cried Henry, jovially. “Let’s have a 
look at the things.” She passed him over the dresses, faintly smiling. Henry 
rubbed them through his fingers. 

“So these are the remnants, are they, Anne? Don’t feel much like the 
Sunday trousers my mother used to make me out of an ironing blanket. 
How much did you pay for this a yard, Anne?” 

Anne took the dresses from him, and played with a button of his 
waistcoat. 

“Forget the exact price, darling. Mother and I rather skimped them, even 
though they were so cheap. What can great big men bother about clothes...? 
Was Lumley there, tonigh?” 

“Yes, he says their kid was a bit bandylegged at just the same age as Boy. 
He told me of a new kind of chair for children that the draper has just got in 
— makes them sit with their legs straight. By the way, have you got this 
month’s draper’s bill?” 

She had been waiting for that — had known it was coming. She slipped 
off his knee and yawned. 

“Oh, dear me,” she said, “I think I’ll follow mother. Bed’s the place for 
me.” She stared at Henry, vacantly. “Bill — bill did you say, dear? Oh, Ill 
look it out in the morning.” 


“No, Anne, hold on.” Henry got up and went over to the cupboard where 
the bill file was kept. “To-morrow’s no good — because it’s Sunday. I want 
to get that account off my chest before I turn in. Sit down there — in the 
rocking-chair — you needn’t stand!” 

She dropped into the chair, and began humming, all the while her 
thoughts coldly busy, and her eyes fixed on her husband’s broad back as he 
bent over the cupboard door. He dawdled over finding the file. 

“He’s keeping me in suspense on purpose,” she thought. “We can afford 
it — otherwise why should I do it? I know our income and our expenditure. 
I’m not a fool. They’re a hell upon earth every month, these bills.” And she 
thought of her bed upstairs, yearned for it, imagining she had never felt so 
tired in her life. 

“Here we are!” said Henry. He slammed the file on to the table. 

“Draw up your chair...” 

“Clayton: Seven yards green cashmere at five shillings a yard — thirty- 
five shillings.” He read the item twice — then folded the sheet over, and 
bent towards Anne. He was flushed and his breath smelt of beer. She knew 
exactly how he took things in that mood, and she raised her eyebrows and 
nodded. 

“Do you mean to tell me,” stormed Henry, “that lot over there cost thirty- 
five shillings — that stuff you’ve been mucking up for the children. Good 
God! Anybody would think you’d married a millionaire. You could buy 
your mother a trousseau with that money. You’re making yourself a 
laughing-stock for the whole town. How do you think I can buy Boy a chair 
or anything else — if you chuck away my earnings like that? Time and 
again you impress upon me the impossibility of keeping Helen decent; and 
then you go decking her out the next moment in thirty-five shillings worth 
of green cashmere...” 

On and on stormed the voice. 

“He’ll have calmed down in the morning, when the beer’s worked off,” 
thought Anne, and later, as she toiled up to bed, “When he sees how they’Il 
last, he’ ll understand...” 

A brilliant Sunday morning. Henry and Anne quite reconciled, sitting in 
the dining-room waiting for church time to the tune of Carsfield junior, who 
steadily thumped the shelf of his high-chair with a gravy spoon given him 
from the breakfast table by his father. 


“That beggar’s got muscle,” said Henry, proudly. “I’ve timed him by my 
watch. He’s kept that up for five minutes without stopping.” 

“Extraordinary,” said Anne, buttoning her gloves. “I think he’s had that 
spoon almost long enough now, dear, don’t you? I’m so afraid of him 
putting it into his mouth.” 

“Oh, I’ve got an eye on him.” Henry stood over his small son. “Go it, old 
man. Tell Mother boys like to kick up a row.” 

Anne kept silence. At any rate it would keep his eye off the children 
when they came down in those cashmeres. She was still wondering if she 
had drummed into their minds often enough the supreme importance of 
being careful and of taking them off immediately after church before 
dinner, and why Helen was fidgety when she was pulled about at all, when 
the door opened and the old woman ushered them in, complete to the straw 
hats with ribbon tails. 

She could not help thrilling, they looked so very superior — Rose 
carrying her prayer-book in a white case embroidered with a pink woollen 
cross. But she feigned indifference immediately, and the lateness of the 
hour. Not a word more on the subject from Henry, even with the thirty-five 
shillings worth walking hand in hand before him all the way to church. 
Anne decided that was really generous and noble of him. She looked up at 
him, walking with the shoulders thrown back. How fine he looked in that 
long black coat, with the white silk tie just showing! And the children 
looked worthy of him. She squeezed his hand in church, conveying by that 
silent pressure, “It was for your sake I made the dresses; of course you can’t 
understand that, but really, Henry.” And she fully believed it. 

On their way home the Carsfield family met Doctor Malcolm, out 
walking with a black dog carrying his stick in its mouth. Doctor Malcolm 
stopped and asked after Boy so intelligently that Henry invited him to 
dinner. 

“Come and pick a bone with us and see Boy for yourself,” he said. And 
Doctor Malcolm accepted. He walked beside Henry and shouted over his 
shoulder, “Helen, keep an eye on my boy baby, will you, and see he doesn’t 
swallow that walking-stick. Because if he does, a tree will grow right out of 
his mouth or it will go to his tail and make it so stiff that a wag will knock 
you into kingdom come!” 

“Oh, Doctor Malcolm!” laughed Helen, stooping over the dog, “Come 
along, doggie, give it up, there’s a good boy!” 


“Helen, your dress!” warned Anne. 

“Yes, indeed,” said Doctor Malcolm. “They are looking top-notchers to- 
day — the two young ladies.” 

“Well, it really is Rose’s colour,” said Anne. 

“Her complexion is so much more vivid than Helen’s.” 

Rose blushed. Doctor Malcolm’s eyes twinkled, and he kept a tight rein 
on himself from saying she looked like a tomato in a lettuce salad. 

“That child wants taking down a peg,” he decided. “Give me Helen every 
time. She’Il come to her own yet, and lead them just the dance they need.” 

Boy was having his mid-day sleep when they arrived home, and Doctor 
Malcolm begged that Helen might show him round the garden. Henry, 
repenting already of his generosity, gladly assented, and Anne went into the 
kitchen to interview the servant girl. 

“Mumma, let me come too and taste the gravy,” begged Rose. 

“Huh!” muttered Doctor Malcolm. “Good riddance.” 

He established himself on the garden bench — put up his feet and took 
off his hat, to give the sun “a chance of growing a second crop,” he told 
Helen. 

She asked, soberly: “Doctor Malcolm, do you really like my dress.” 

“Of course I do, my lady. Don’t you?” 

“Oh yes, I’d like to be born and die in it, But it was such a fuss — tryings 
on, you know, and pullings, and ‘don’ts.’ I believe mother would kill me if 
it got hurt. I even knelt on my petticoat all through church because of dust 
on the hassock.” 

“Bad as that!” asked Doctor Malcolm, rolling his eyes at Helen. 

“Oh, far worse,” said the child, then burst into laughter and shouted, 
“Hellish!” dancing over the lawn. 

“Take care, they’Il hear you, Helen.” 

“Oh, booh! It’s just dirty old cashmere — serve them right. They can’t 
see me if they’re not here to see and so it doesn’t matter. It’s only with them 
I feel funny.” 

“Haven’t you got to remove your finery before dinner.” 

“No, because you’re here.” 

“O my prophetic soul!” groaned Doctor Malcolm. 

Coffee was served in the garden. The servant girl brought out some cane 
chairs and a rug for Boy. The children were told to go away and play. 


“Leave off worrying Doctor Malcolm, Helen,” said Henry. “You mustn’t 
be a plague to people who are not members of your own family.” Helen 
pouted, and dragged over to the swing for comfort. She swung high, and 
thought Doctor Malcolm was a most beautiful man — and wondered if his 
dog had finished the plate of bones in the back yard. Decided to go and see. 
Slower she swung, then took a flying leap; her tight skirt caught on a nail 
— there was a sharp, tearing sound — quickly she glanced at the others — 
they had not noticed — and then at the frock — at a hole big enough to 
stick her hand through. She felt neither frightened nor sorry. “Pll go and 
change it,” she thought. 

“Helen, where are you going to?” called Anne. 

“Into the house for a book.” 

The old woman noticed that the child held her skirt in a peculiar way. Her 
petticoat string must have come untied. But she made no remark. Once in 
the bedroom Helen unbuttoned the frock, slipped out of it, and wondered 
what to do next. Hide it somewhere — she glanced all round the room — 
there was nowhere safe from them. Except the top of the cupboard — but 
even standing on a chair she could not throw so high — it fell back on top 
of her every time — the horrid, hateful thing. Then her eyes lighted on her 
school satchel hanging on the end of the bed post. Wrap it in her school 
pinafore — put it in the bottom of the bag with the pencil case on top. 
They’d never look there. She returned to the garden in the every-day dress 
but forgot about the book. 

“A-ah,” said Anne, smilingironically. “What a new leaf for Doctor 
Malcolm’s benefit! Look, Mother, Helen has changed without being told 
to.” 


“Come here, dear, and be done up properly.” 

She whispered to Helen: “Where did you leave your dress?” 

“Left it on the side of the bed. Where I took it off,” sang Helen. 

Doctor Malcolm was talking to Henry of the advantages derived from 
public school education for the sons of commercial men, but he had his eye 
on the scene, and watching Helen, he smelt a rat — smelt a Hamelin tribe of 
them. 

Confusion and consternation reigned. One of the green cashmeres had 
disappeared — spirited off the face of the earth — during the time that 
Helen took it off and the children’s tea. 


“Show me the exact spot,” scolded Mrs. Carsfield for the twentieth time. 
“Helen, tell the truth.” 

“Mumma, I swear I left it on the floor.” 

“Well, it’s no good swearing if it’s not there. It can’t have been stolen!” 

“T did see a very funny-looking man in a white cap walking up and down 
the road and staring in the windows as I came up to change.” Sharply Anne 
eyed her daughter. 

“Now,” she said. “I know you are telling lies.” 

She turned to the old woman, in her voice something of pride and joyous 
satisfaction. 

“You hear, Mother — this cock-and-bull story?” 

When they were near the end of the bed Helen blushed and turned away 
from them. And now and again she wanted to shout “TI tore it, I tore it,” and 
she fancied she had said it and seen their faces, just as sometimes in bed she 
dreamed she had got up and dressed. But as the evening wore on she grew 
quite careless — glad only of one thing — people had to go to sleep at 
night. Viciously she stared at the sun shining through the window space and 
making a pattern of the curtain on the bare nursery floor. And then she 
looked at Rose, painting a text at the nursery table with a whole egg cup full 
of water to herself... 

Henry visited their bedroom the last thing. She heard him come creaking 
into their room and hid under the bedclothes. But Rose betrayed her. 

“Helen’s not asleep,” piped Rose. 

Henry sat by the bedside pulling his moustache. 

“If it were not Sunday, Helen, I would whip you. As it is, and I must be at 
the office early to-morrow, I shall give you a sound smacking after tea in 
the evening...Do you hear me?” 

She grunted. 

“You love your father and mother, don’t you?” 

No answer. 

Rose gave Helen a dig with her foot. 

“Well,” said Henry, sighing deeply, “I suppose you love Jesus?” 

“Rose has scratched my leg with her toe nail,” answered Helen. 

Henry strode out of the room and flung himself on to his own bed, with 
his outdoor boots on the starched bolster, Anne noticed, but he was too 
overcome for her to venture a protest. The old woman was in the bedroom 


too, idly combing the hairs from Anne’s brush. Henry told them the story, 
and was gratified to observe Anne’s tears. 

“It is Rose’s turn for her toe-nails after the bath next Saturday,” 
commented the old woman. 

In the middle of the night Henry dug his elbow into Mrs. Carsfield. 

“I’ve got an idea,” he said. “Malcolm’s at the bottom of this.” 

“No...how...why...where...bottom of what?” 

“Those damned green dresses.” 

“Wouldn’t be surprised,” she managed to articulate, thinking, “imagine 
his rage if I woke him up to tell him an idiotic thing like that!” 

“Is Mrs. Carsfield at home,” asked Doctor Malcolm. 

“No, sir, she’s out visiting,” answered the servant girl. 

“Is Mr. Carsfield anywhere about?” 

“Oh, no, sir, he’s never home midday.” 

“Show me into the drawing-room.” 

The servant girl opened the drawing-room door, cocked her eye at the 
doctor’s bag. She wished he would leave it in the hall — even if she could 
only feel the outside without opening it...But the doctor kept it in his hand. 

The old woman sat in the drawing-room, a roll of knitting on her lap. Her 
head had fallen back — her mouth was open — she was asleep and quietly 
snoring. She started up at the sound of the doctor’s footsteps and 
straightened her cap. 

“Oh, Doctor — you did, take me by surprise. I was dreaming that Henry 
had bought Anne five little canaries. Please sit down!” 

“No, thanks. I just popped in on the chance of catching you alone... You 
see this bag?” 

The old woman nodded. 

“Now, are you any good at opening bags?” 

“Well, my husband was a great traveller and once I spent a whole night in 
a railway train.” 

“Well, have a go at opening this one.” 

The old woman knelt on the floor — her fingers trembled. 

“There’s nothing startling inside?” she asked. 

“Well, it won’t bite exactly,” said Doctor Malcolm. 

The catch sprang open — the bag yawned like a toothless mouth, and she 
saw, folded in its depths — green cashmere — with narrow lace on the neck 
and sleeves. 


“Fancy that!” said the old woman mildly. 

“May I take it out, Doctor?” She professed neither astonishment nor 
pleasure — and Malcolm felt disappointed. 

“Helen’s dress,” he said, and bending towards her, raised his voice. “That 
young spark’s Sunday rig-out.” 

“I’m not deaf, Doctor,’ answered the old woman. “Yes, I thought it 
looked like it. I told Anne only this morning it was bound to turn up 
somewhere.” She shook the crumpled frock, and looked it over. “Things 
always do if you give them time; I’ve noticed that so often — it’s such a 
blessing.” 

“You know Lindsay — the postman? Gastric ulcers — called there this 
morning...Saw this brought in by Lena, who’d got it from Helen on her way 
to school. Said the kid fished it out of her satchel rolled in a pinafore, and 
said her mother had told her to give it away because it did not fit her. When 
I saw the tear I understood yesterday’s ‘new leaf,’ as Mrs. Carsfield put it. 
Was up to the dodge in a jiffy. Got the dress — bought some stuff at 
Clayton’s and made my sister Bertha sew it while I had dinner. I knew what 
would be happening this end of the line — and I knew you’d see Helen 
through for the sake of getting one in at Henry.” 

“How thoughtful of you, Doctor!” said the old woman. “T’ll tell Anne I 
found it under my dolman.” 

“Yes, that’s your ticket,” said Doctor Malcolm. 

“But of course Helen would have forgotten the whipping by to-morrow 
morning, and I’d promised her a new doll...” The old woman spoke 
regretfully. 

Doctor Malcolm snapped his bag together. 

“It’s no good talking to the old bird,” he thought, “she doesn’t take in half 
I say. Don’t seem to have got any forrader than doing Helen out of a doll.” 

(1910) 


THE WOMAN AT THE STORE 


All that day the heat was terrible. The wind blew close to the ground; it 
rooted among the tussock grass, slithered along the road, so that the white 
pumice dust swirled in our faces, settled and sifted over us and was like a 
dry-skin itching for growth on our bodies. The horses stumbled along, 
coughing and chuffing. The pack horse was sick — with a big, open sore 
rubbed under the belly. Now and again she stopped short, threw back her 
head, looked at us as though she were going to cry, and whinnied. Hundreds 
of larks shrilled; the sky was slate colour, and the sound of the larks 
reminded me of slate pencils scraping over its surface. There was nothing to 
be seen but wave after wave of tussock grass, patched with purple orchids 
and manuka bushes covered with thick spider webs. 

Jo rode ahead. He wore a blue galatea shirt, corduroy trousers and riding 
boots. A white handkerchief, spotted with red — it looked as though his 
nose had been bleeding on it — was knotted round his throat. Wisps of 
white hair straggled from under his wideawake — his moustache and 
eyebrows were called white — he slouched in the saddle, grunting. Not 
once that day had he sung 

“IT don’t care, for don’t you see, My wife’s mother was in front of me!” 

It was the first day we had been without it for a month, and now there 
seemed something uncanny in his silence. Jim rode beside me, white as a 
clown; his black eyes glittered, and he kept shooting out his tongue and 
moistening his lips. He was dressed in a Jaeger vest, and a pair of blue duck 
trousers, fastened round the waist with a plaited leather belt. We had hardly 
spoken since dawn. At noon we had lunched off fly biscuits and apricots by 
the side of a swampy creek. 

“My stomach feels like the crop of a hen,” said Jo. “Now then, Jim, 
you’re the bright boy of the party — where’s this ‘ere store you kep’ on 
talking about. ‘Oh, yes,’ you says, “I know a fine store, with a paddock for 
the horses and a creek runnin’ through, owned by a friend of mine who’ll 
give yer a bottle of whisky before ‘e shakes hands with yer.’ I’d like ter see 
that place — merely as a matter of curiosity — not that I’d ever doubt yer 
word — as yer know very well — but...” 


Jim laughed. “Don’t forget there’s a woman too, Jo, with blue eyes and 
yellow hair, who’ll promise you something else before she shakes hands 
with you. Put that in your pipe and smoke it.” 

“The heat’s making you balmy,” said Jo. But he dug his knees into the 
horse. We shambled on. I half fell asleep, and had a sort of uneasy dream 
that the horses were not moving forward at all — then that I was on a 
rocking-horse, and my old mother was scolding me for raising such a 
fearful dust from the drawing-room carpet. “You’ve entirely worn off the 
pattern of the carpet,” I heard her saying, and she gave the reins a tug. I 
snivelled and woke to find Jim leaning over me, maliciously smiling. 

“That was a case of all but,” said he. “I just caught you. What’sup? Been 
bye-bye?” 

“No!” I raised my head. “Thank the Lord we’re arriving somewhere.” 

We were on the brow of the hill, and below us there was a whare roofed 
with corrugated iron. It stood in a garden, rather far back from the road — a 
big paddock opposite, and a creek and a clump of young willow trees. A 
thin line of blue smoke stood up straight from the chimney of the whare; 
and as I looked a woman came out, followed by a child and a sheep dog — 
the woman carrying what appeared to me a black stick. She made gestures 
at us. 

The horses put on a final spurt, Jo took off his wideawake, shouted, threw 
out his chest, and began singing, “I don’t care, for don’t you see...” The sun 
pushed through the pale clouds and shed a vivid light over the scene. It 
gleamed on the woman’s yellow hair, over her flapping pinafore and the 
rifle she was carrying. The child hid behind her, and the yellow dog, a 
mangy beast, scuttled back into the whare, his tail between his legs. We 
drew rein and dismounted. 

“Hallo,” screamed the woman. “I thought you was three’ awks. My kid 
comes runnin’ in ter me. ‘Mumma,’ says she, ‘there’s three brown things 
comin’ over the ‘ill,’ says she. An’ I comes out smart, I can tell yer. 
‘They’ll be’ awks,’ I says to her. Oh, the’ awks about ‘ere, yer wouldn’t 
believe.” 

The “kid” gave us the benefit of one eye from behind the woman’s 
pinafore — then retired again. 

“Where’s your old man?” asked Jim. 

The woman blinked rapidly, screwing up her face. 


“Away shearin’. Bin away a month. I suppose yer not goin’ to stop, are 
yer? There’s a storm comin’ up.” 

“You bet we are,” said Jo. “So you’re on your lonely, missus?” 

She stood, pleating the frills of her pinafore, and glancing from one to the 
other of us, like a hungry bird. I smiled at the thought of how Jim had 
pulled Jo’s leg about her. Certainly her eyes were blue, and what hair she 
had was yellow, but ugly. She was a figure of fun. Looking at her, you felt 
there was nothing but sticks and wires under that pinafore — her front teeth 
were knocked out, she had red pulpy hands, and she wore on her feet a pair 
of dirty Bluchers. 

“Tl go and turn out the horses,” said Jim. 

“Got any embrocation? Poi’s rubbed herself to hell!” 

“Arf a mo!” The woman stood silent a moment, her nostrils expanding as 
she breathed. Then she shouted violently. “I’d rather you didn’t stop... You 
can’t, and there’s the end of it. I don’t let out that paddock any more. You’ll 
have to go on; I ain’t got nothing!” 

“Well, I’m blest!” said Jo, heavily. He pulled me aside. “Gone a bit off’ er 
dot,” he whispered. “Too much alone, you know” very significantly. “Turn 
the sympathetic tap on’ er, she’Il come round all right.” 

But there was no need — she had come round by herself. 

“Stop if yer like!” she muttered, shrugging her shoulders. To me— “T’ll 
give yer the embrocation if yer come along.” 

“Right-o, I'll take it down to them.” We walked together up the garden 
path. It was planted on both sides with cabbages. They smelled like stale 
dish-water. Of flowers there were double poppies and sweet-williams. One 
little patch was divided off by pawa shells — presumably it belonged to the 
child — for she ran from her mother and began to grub in it with a broken 
clothes-peg. The yellow dog lay across the doorstep, biting fleas; the 
woman kicked him away. 

“Gar-r, get away, you beast the place ain’t tidy. I ‘aven’t ‘ad time ter fix 
things to-day — been ironing. Come right in.” 

It was a large room, the walls plastered with old pages of English 
periodicals. Queen Victoria’s Jubilee appeared to be the most recent 
number. A table with an ironing board and wash tub on it, some wooden 
forms, a black horsehair sofa, and some broken cane chairs pushed against 
the walls. The mantelpiece above the stove was draped in pink paper, 
further ornamented with dried grasses and ferns and a coloured print of 


Richard Seddon. There were four doors — one, judging from the smell, let 
into the “Store,” one on to the “backyard,” through a third I saw the 
bedroom. Flies buzzed in circles round the ceiling, and treacle papers and 
bundles of dried clover were pinned to the window curtains. 

I was alone in the room; she had gone into the store for the embrocation. 
I heard her stamping about and muttering to herself: “I got some, now 
where did I put that bottle? It’s behind the pickles no, it ain’t.” I cleared a 
place on the table and sat there, swinging my legs. Down in the paddock I 
could hear Jo singing and the sound of hammer strokes as Jim drove in the 
tent pegs. It was sunset. There is no twilight in our New Zealand days, but a 
curious half-hour when everything appears grotesque — it frightens — as 
though the savage spirit of the country walked abroad and sneered at what it 
saw. Sitting alone in the hideous room I grew afraid. The woman next door 
was a long time finding that stuff. What was she doing in there? Once I 
thought I heard her bang her hands down on the counter, and once she half 
moaned, turning it into a cough and clearing her throat. I wanted to shout 
“Buck up!” but I kept silent. 

“Good Lord, what a life!” I thought. “Imagine being here day in, day out, 
with that rat of a child and a mangy dog. Imagine bothering about ironing. 
Mad, of course she’s mad! Wonder how long she’s been here — wonder if I 
could get her to talk.” 

At that moment she poked her head round the door. 

“Wot was it yer wanted?” she asked. 

“Embrocation.” 

“Oh, I forgot. I got it, it was in front of the pickle jars.” 

She handed me the bottle. 

“My, you do look tired, you do! Shall I knock yer up a few scones for 
supper! There’s some tongue in the store, too, and I'll cook yer a cabbage if 
you fancy it.” 

“Right-o.” I smiled at her. “Come down to the paddock and bring the kid 
for tea.” 

She shook her head, pursing up her mouth. 

“Oh no. I don’t fancy it. PIl send the kid down with the things and a billy 
of milk. Shall I knock up a few extry scones to take with yer ter-morrow?” 

“Thanks.” 

She came and stood by the door. 

“How old is the kid?” 


“Six — come next Christmas. I’ad a bit of trouble with ‘er one way an’ 
another. I ‘adn’t any milk till a month after she was born and she sickened 
like a cow.” 

“She’s not like you — takes after her father?” 

Just as the woman had shouted her refusal at us before, she shouted at me 
then. 

“No, she don’t! She’s the dead spit of me. Any fool could see that. Come 
on in now, Else, you stop messing in the dirt.” 

I met Jo climbing over the paddock fence. 

“What’s the old bitch got in the store?” he asked. 

“Don’t know — didn’t look.” 

“Well, of all the fools. Jim’s slanging you. What have you been doing all 
the time?” 

“She couldn’t find this stuff. Oh, my shakes, you are smart!” 

Jo had washed, combed his wet hair in a line across his forehead, and 
buttoned a coat over his shirt. He grinned. 

Jim snatched the embrocation from me. I went to the end of the paddock 
where the willows grew and bathed in the creek. The water was clear and 
soft as oil. Along the edges held by the grass and rushes, white foam 
tumbled and bubbled. I lay in the water and looked up at the trees that were 
still a moment, then quivered lightly, and again were still. The air smelt of 
rain. I forgot about the woman and the kid until I came back to the tent. Jim 
lay by the fire, watching the billy boil. 

I asked where Jo was, and if the kid had brought our supper. 

“Pooh,” said Jim, rolling over and looking up at the sky. “Didn’t you see 
how Jo had been titivating? He said to me before he went up to the whare, 
‘Dang it! shell look better by night light — at any rate, my buck, she’s 
female flesh!’” 

“You had Jo about her looks — you had me, too.” 

“No — look here. I can’t make it out. It’s four years since I came past this 
way, and I stopped here two days. The husband was a pal of mine once, 
down the West Coast — a fine, big chap, with a voice on him like a 
trombone. She’d been barmaid down the Coast — as pretty as a wax doll. 
The coach used to come this way then once a fortnight, that was before they 
opened the railway up Napier way, and she had no end of a time! Told me 
once in a confidential moment that she knew one hundred and twenty-five 
different ways of kissing!” 


“Oh, go on, Jim! She isn’t the same woman!” 

“Course she is I can’t make it out. What I think is the old man’s cleared 
out and left her: that’s all my eye about shearing. Sweet life! The only 
people who come through now are Maoris and sundowners!” 

Through the dark we saw the gleam of the kid’s pinafore. She trailed over 
to us with a basket in her hand, the milk billy in the other. I unpacked the 
basket, the child standing by. 

“Come over here,” said Jim, snapping his fingers at her. 

She went, the lamp from the inside of the tent cast a bright light over her. 
A mean, undersized brat, with whitish hair, and weak eyes. She stood, legs 
wide apart and her stomach protruding. 

“What do you do all day?” asked Jim. 

She scraped out one tear with her little finger, looked at the result and 
said, “Draw.” 

“Huh! What do you draw? Leave your ears alone!” 

“Pictures.” 

“What on?” 

“Bits of butter paper an’ a pencil of my Mumma’s.” 

“Boh! What a lot of words at one time!” Jim rolled his eyes at her. “Baa- 
lambs and moo-cows?” 

“No, everything. Ill draw all of you when you’re gone, and your horses 
and the tent, and that one” — she pointed to me— “with no clothes on in 
the creek. I looked at her where she couldn’t see me from.” 

“Thanks very much. How ripping of you,” said Jim. ““Where’s Dad?” 

The kid pouted. “I won’t tell you because I don’t like yer face!” She 
started operations on the other ear. 

“Here,” I said. “Take the basket, get along home and tell the other man 
supper’s ready.” 

“T don’t want to.” 

“T’Il give you a box on the ear if you don’t,” said Jim, savagely. 

“Hie! Pl tell Mumma. PII tell Mumma.” The kid fled. 

We ate until we were full, and had arrived at the smoke stage before Jo 
came back, very flushed and jaunty, a whisky bottle in his hand. 

“Ave a drink — you two!” he shouted, carrying off matters with a high 
hand. “‘Ere, shove along the cups.” 

“One hundred and twenty-five different ways,” I murmured to Jim. 

“What’s that? Oh! stow it!” said Jo. 


“Why ‘ave you always got your knife into me. You gas like a kid at a 
Sunday School beano. She wants us to go up there to-night, and have a 
comfortable chat. “I — he waved his hand airily— “I got ‘er round.” 

“Trust you for that,” laughed Jim. “But did she tell you where the old 
man’s got to?” 

Jo looked up. “Shearing! You ‘eard ‘er, you fool!” 

The woman had fixed up the room, even to a light bouquet of sweet- 
williams on the table. She and I sat one side of the table, Jo and Jim the 
other. An oil lamp was set between us, the whisky bottle and glasses, and a 
jug of water. The kid knelt against one of the forms, drawing on butter 
paper; I wondered, grimly, if she was attempting the creek episode. But Jo 
had been right about night time. The woman’s hair was tumbled — two red 
spots burned in her cheeks — her eyes shone — and we knew that they 
were kissing feet under the table. She had changed the blue pinafore for a 
white calico dressing jacket and a black skirt — the kid was decorated to 
the extent of a blue sateen hair ribbon. In the stifling room, with the flies 
buzzing against the ceiling and dropping on to the table, we got slowly 
drunk. 

“Now listen to me,” shouted the woman, banging her fist on the table. 
“It’s six years since I was married, and four miscarriages. I says to ‘1m, I 
says, what do you think I’m doin’ up ‘ere? If you was back at the coast, I'd 
‘ave you lynched for child murder. Over and over I tells ‘im — you’ve 
broken my spirit and spoiled my looks, and wot for — that’s wot I’m 
driving at.” She clutched her head with her hands and stared round at us. 
Speaking rapidly, “Oh, some days — an’ months of them — I ‘ear them 
two words knockin’ inside me all the time— ‘Wot for!’ but sometimes [Il 
be cooking the spuds an’ I lifts the lid off to give ’em a prong and I ‘ears, 
quite suddin again, ‘Wot for!’ Oh! I don’t mean only the spuds and the kid 
I mean — I mean,” she hiccoughed— “you know what I mean, Mr. Jo.” 

“T know,” said Jo, scratching his head. 

“Trouble with me is,” she leaned across the table, “he left me too much 
alone. When the coach stopped coming, sometimes he’d go away days, 
sometimes he’d go away weeks, and leave me ter look after the store. Back 
‘e’d come — pleased as Punch. ‘Oh, ‘allo, ‘e’d say. “Ow are you gettin’ on. 
Come and give us a kiss.’ Sometimes I’d turn a bit nasty, and then ‘e’d go 
off again, and if I took it all right, ‘e’d wait till ‘e could twist me round ‘is 


finger, then ‘e’d say, ‘Well, so long, I’m off,’ and do you think I could keep 
‘1m? — not me!” 

“Mumma,” bleated the kid, “I made a picture of them on the ‘ill, an’ you 
an’ me, an’ the dog down below.” 

“Shut your mouth!” said the woman. 

A vivid flash of lightning played over the room — we heard the mutter of 
thunder. 

“Good thing that’s broke loose,” said Jo. “I’ve ‘ad it in me ‘ead for three 
days.” 

“Where’s your old man now?” asked Jim, slowly. 

The woman blubbered and dropped her head on to the table. “Jim, ‘e’s 
gone shearin’ and left me alone again,” she wailed. 

““Rre, look out for the glasses,” said Jo. “Cheer-o, ‘ave another drop. No 
good cryin’ over spilt ‘usbands! You Jim, you blasted cuckoo!” 

“Mr. Jo,” said the woman, drying her eyes on her jacket frill, “you’re a 
gent, an’ if I was a secret woman, I’d place any confidence in your ‘ands. I 
don’t mind if I do ‘ave a glass on that.” 

Every moment the lightning grew more vivid and the thunder sounded 
nearer. Jim and I were silent — the kid never moved from her bench. She 
poked her tongue out and blew on her paper as she drew. 

“It’s the loneliness,” said the woman, addressing Jo — he made sheep’s 
eyes at her— “and bein’ shut up ‘ere like a broody ‘en.” He reached his 
hand across the table and held hers, and though the position looked most 
uncomfortable when they wanted to pass the water and whisky, their hands 
stuck together as though glued. I pushed back my chair and went over to the 
kid, who immediately sat flat down on her artistic achievements and made a 
face at me. 

“You’re not to look,” said she. 

“Oh, come on, don’t be nasty!” Jim came over to us, and we were just 
drunk enough to wheedle the kid into showing us. And those drawings of 
hers were extraordinary and repulsively vulgar. The creations of a lunatic 
with a lunatic’s cleverness. There was no doubt about it, the kid’s mind was 
diseased. While she showed them to us, she worked herself up into a mad 
excitement, laughing and trembling, and shooting out her arms. 

“Mumma,” she yelled. “Now I’m going to draw them what you told me I 
never was to — now | am.” 


The woman rushed from the table and beat the child’s head with the flat 
of her hand. 

“ll smack you with yer clothes turned up if yer dare say that again,” she 
bawled. 

Jo was too drunk to notice, but Jim caught her by the arm. The kid did 
not utter a cry. She drifted over to the window and began picking flies from 
the treacle paper. 

We returned to the table — Jim and I sitting one side, the woman and Jo, 
touching shoulders, the other. We listened to the thunder, saying stupidly, 
“That was a near one,” “There it goes again,” and Jo, at a heavy hit, “Now 
we're off,” “Steady on the brake,” until rain began to fall, sharp as cannon 
shot on the iron roof. 

“You'd better doss here for the night,” said the woman. 

“That’s right,” assented Jo, evidently in the know about this move. 

“Bring up yer things from the tent. You two can doss in the store along 
with the kid — she’s used to sleep in there and won’t mind you.” 

“Oh Mumma, I never did,” interrupted the kid. 

“Shut yer lies! An’ Mr. Jo can ‘ave this room.” 

It sounded a ridiculous arrangement, but it was useless to attempt to cross 
them, they were too far gone. While the woman sketched the plan of action, 
Jo sat, abnormally solemn and red, his eyes bulging, and pulling at his 
moustache. 

“Give us a lantern,” said Jim, “Pll go down to the paddock.” We two 
went together. Rain whipped in our faces, the land was light as though a 
bush fire was raging. We behaved like two children let loose in the thick of 
an adventure, laughed and shouted to each other, and came back to the 
whare to find the kid already bedded in the counter of the store. 

The woman brought us a lamp. Jo took his bundle from Jim, the door was 
shut. 

“Good-night all,” shouted Jo. 

Jim and I sat on two sacks of potatoes. For the life of us we could not 
stop laughing. Strings of onions and half-hams dangled from the ceiling — 
wherever we looked there were advertisements for “Camp Coffee” and 
tinned meats. We pointed at them, tried to read them aloud — overcome 
with laughter and hiccoughs. The kid in the counter stared at us. She threw 
off her blanket and scrambled to the floor, where she stood in her grey 


flannel night-gown, rubbing one leg against the other. We paid no attention 
to her. 

“Wot are you laughing at?” she said, uneasily. 

“You!” shouted Jim. “The red tribe of you, my child.” 

She flew into a rage and beat herself with her hands. “I won’t be laughed 
at, you curs — you.” He swooped down upon the child and swung her on to 
the counter. 

“Go to sleep, Miss Smarty — or make a drawing — here’s a pencil — 
you can use Mumma’s account book.” 

Through the rain we heard Jo creak over the boarding of the next room 
the sound of a door being opened — then shut to. 

“Tt’s the loneliness,” whispered Jim. 

“One hundred and twenty-five different ways — alas! my poor brother!” 

The kid tore out a page and flung it at me. 

“There you are,” she said. “Now I done it ter spite Mumma for shutting 
me up ‘ere with you two. I done the one she told me I never ought to. I done 
the one she told me she’d shoot me if I did. Don’t care! Don’t care!” 

The kid had drawn the picture of the woman shooting at a man with a 
rook rifle and then digging a hole to bury him in. 

She jumped off the counter and squirmed about on the floor biting her 
nails. 

Jim and I sat till dawn with the drawing beside us. The rain ceased, the 
little kid fell asleep, breathing loudly. We got up, stole out of the whare, 
down into the paddock. White clouds floated over a pink sky — a chill 
wind blew; the air smelled of wet grass. Just as we swung into the saddle Jo 
came out of the whare — he motioned to us to ride on. 

“Tll pick you up later,” he shouted. 

A bend in the road, and the whole place disappeared. 

(1911) 


OLE UNDERWOOD 


To Anne Estelle Rice 

Down the windy hill stalked Ole Underwood. He carried a black 
umbrella in one hand, in the other a red and white spotted handkerchief 
knotted into a lump. He wore a black peaked cap like a pilot; gold rings 
gleamed in his ears and his little eyes snapped like two sparks. Like two 
sparks they glowed in the smoulder of his bearded face. On one side of the 
hill grew a forest of pines from the road right down to the sea. On the other 
side short tufted grass and little bushes of white manuka flower. The pine- 
trees roared like waves in their topmost branches, their stems creaked like 
the timber of ships; in the windy air flew the white manuka flower. “Ah-k!” 
shouted Ole Underwood, shaking his umbrella at the wind bearing down 
upon him, beating him, half strangling him with his black cape. “Ah-k!” 
shouted the wind a hundred times as loud, and filled his mouth and nostrils 
with dust. Something inside Ole Underwood’s breast beat like a hammer. 
One, two — one, two — never stopping, never changing. He couldn’t do 
anything. It wasn’t loud. No, it didn’t make a noise — only a thud. One, 
two — one, two — like some one beating on an iron in a prison, some one 
in a secret place — bang — bang — bang — trying to get free. Do what he 
would, fumble at his coat, throw his arms about, spit, swear, he couldn’t 
stop the noise. Stop! Stop! Stop! Stop! Ole Underwood began to shuffle and 
run. 

Away below, the sea heaving against the stone walls, and the little town 
just out of its reach close packed together, the better to face the grey water. 
And up on the other side of the hill the prison with high red walls. Over all 
bulged the grey sky with black web-like clouds streaming. 

Ole Underwood slackened his pace as he neared the town, and when he 
came to the first house he flourished his umbrella like a herald’s staff and 
threw out his chest, his head glancing quickly from right to left. They were 
ugly little houses leading into the town, built of wood — two windows and 
a door, a stumpy verandah and a green mat of grass before. Under one 
verandah yellow hens huddled out of the wind. “Shoo!” shouted Ole 
Underwood, and laughed to see them fly, and laughed again at the woman 
who came to the door and shook a red, soapy fist at him. A little girl stood 


in another yard untwisting some rags from a clothes-line. When she saw 
Ole Underwood she let the clothes-prop fall and rushed screaming to the 
door, beating it, screaming “Mumma — Mumma!” That started the hammer 
in Ole Underwood’s heart. Mum-ma — Mum-ma! He saw an old face with 
a trembling chin and grey hair nodding out of the window as they dragged 
him past. Mumma — Mum-ma! He looked up at the big red prison perched 
on the hill and he pulled a face as if he wanted to cry. 

At the corner in front of the pub some carts were pulled up, and some 
men sat in the porch of the pub drinking and talking. Ole Underwood 
wanted a drink. He slouched into the bar. It was half full of old and young 
men in big coats and top boots with stock whips in their hands. Behind the 
counter a big girl with red hair pulled the beer handles and cheeked the 
men. Ole Underwood sneaked to one side, like a cat. Nobody looked at him, 
only the men looked at each other, one or two of them nudged. The girl 
nodded and winked at the fellow she was serving. He took some money out 
of his knotted handkerchief and slipped it on to the counter. His hand shook. 
He didn’t speak. The girl took no notice; she served everybody, went on 
with her talk, and then as if by accident shoved a mug towards him. A great 
big jar of red pinks stood on the bar counter. Ole Underwood stared at them 
as he drank and frowned at them. Red red red red! beat the 
hammer. It was very warm in the bar and quiet as a pond, except for the talk 
and the girl. She kept on laughing. Ha! Ha! That was what the men liked to 
see, for she threw back her head and her great breasts lifted and shook to 
her laughter. 

In one corner sat a stranger. He pointed at Ole Underwood. “Cracked!” 
said one of the men. “When he was a young fellow, thirty years ago, a man 
‘ere done in ‘is woman, and ‘e foun’ out an’ killed ‘er. Got twenty years in 
quod up on the ‘ill. Came out cracked.” 

“Oo done ‘er in?” asked the man. 

“Dunno. ‘E dunno, nor nobody. ‘E was a sailor till ‘e marrid ‘er. 
Cracked!” The man spat and smeared the spittle on the floor, shrugging his 
shoulders. “‘E’s ‘armless enough.” 

Ole Underwood heard; he did not turn, but he shot out an old claw and 
crushed up the red pinks. “Uh-Uh! You ole beast! Uh! You ole swine!” 
screamed the girl, leaning across the counter and banging him with a tin 
jug. “Get art! Get art! Don’ you never come ‘ere no more!” Somebody 
kicked him: he scuttled like a rat. 


He walked past the Chinamen’s shops. The fruit and vegetables were all 
piled up against the windows. Bits of wooden cases, straw, and old 
newspapers were strewn over the pavement. A woman flounced out of a 
shop and slushed a pail of slops over his feet. He peered in at the windows, 
at the Chinamen sitting in little groups on old barrels playing cards. They 
made him smile. He looked and looked, pressing his face against the glass 
and sniggering. They sat still with their long pigtails bound round their 
heads and their faces yellow as lemons. Some of them had knives in their 
belts, and one old man sat by himself on the floor plaiting his long crooked 
toes together. The Chinamen didn’t mind Ole Underwood. When they saw 
him they nodded. He went to the door of a shop and cautiously opened it. In 
rushed the wind with him, scattering the cards. “Ya-Ya! Ya-Ya!” screamed 
the Chinamen, and Ole Underwood rushed off, the hammer beating quick 
and hard. Ya-Ya! He turned a corner out of sight. He thought he heard one 
of the Chinks after him, and he slipped into a timber-yard. There he lay 
panting... 

Close by him, under another stack there was a heap of yellow shavings. 
As he watched them they moved and a little grey cat unfolded herself and 
came out waving her tail. She trod delicately over to Ole Underwood and 
rubbed against his sleeve. The hammer in Ole Underwood’s heart beat 
madly. It pounded up into his throat, and then it seemed to half stop and 
beat very, very faintly. “Kit! Kit! Kit!” That was what she used to call the 
little cat he brought her off the ship— “Kit! Kit! Kit!’ — and stoop down 
with the saucer in her hands. “Ah! my God! my Lord!” Ole Underwood sat 
up and took the kitten in his arms and rocked to and fro, crushing it against 
his face. It was warm and soft, and it mewed faintly. He buried his eyes in 
its fur. My God! My Lord! He tucked the little cat in his coat and stole out 
of the woodyard, and slouched down towards the wharves. As he came near 
the sea, Ole Underwood’s nostrils expanded. The mad wind smelled of tar 
and ropes and slime and salt. He crossed the railway line, he crept behind 
the wharf-sheds and along a little cinder path that threaded through a patch 
of rank fennel to some stone drain pipes carrying the sewage into the sea. 
And he stared up at the wharves and at the ships with flags flying, and 
suddenly the old, old lust swept over Ole Underwood. “I will! I will! I 
will!” he muttered. 

He tore the little cat out of his coat and swung it by its tail and flung it 
out to the sewer opening. The hammer beat loud and strong. He tossed his 


head, he was young again. He walked on to the wharves, past the wool- 
bales, past the loungers and the loafers to the extreme end of the wharves. 
The sea sucked against the wharf-poles as though it drank something from 
the land. One ship was loading wool. He heard a crane rattle and the shriek 
of a whistle. So he came to the little ship lying by herself with a bit of a 
plank for a gangway, and no sign of anybody — anybody at all. Ole 
Underwood looked once back at the town, at the prison perched like a red 
bird, at the black webby clouds trailing. Then he went up the gangway and 
on to the slippery deck. He grinned, and rolled in his walk, carrying high in 
his hand the red and white handkerchief. His ship! Mine! Mine! Mine! beat 
the hammer. There was a door latched open on the lee-side, labelled “‘State- 
room.” He peered in. A man lay sleeping on a bunk — his bunk — a great 
big man in a seaman’s coat with a long fair beard and hair on the red pillow. 
And looking down upon him from the wall there shone her picture — his 
woman’s picture — smiling and smiling at the big sleeping man. 
(1912) 


THE LITTLE GIRL 


To the little girl he was a figure to be feared and avoided. Every morning 
before going to business he came into the nursery and gave her a 
perfunctory kiss, to which she responded with “Good-bye, father.” And oh, 
the glad sense of relief when she heard the noise of the buggy growing 
fainter and fainter down the long road! 

In the evening, leaning over the banisters at his home-coming, she heard 
his loud voice in the hall. “Bring my tea into the smoking-room...Hasn’t the 
paper come yet? Have they taken it into the kitchen again? Mother, go and 
see if my paper’s out there — and bring me my slippers.” 

“Kezia,” mother would call to her, “if you’re a good girl you can come 
down and take off father’s boots.” Slowly the girl would slip down the 
stairs, holding tightly to the banisters with one hand — more slowly still, 
across the hall, and push open the smoking-room door. 

By that time he had his spectacles on and looked at her over them in a 
way that was terrifying to the little girl. 

“Well, Kezia, get a move on and pull off these boots and take them 
outside. Been a good girl to-day?” 

“T d-d-don’t know, father.” 

“You d-d-don’t know? If you stutter like that mother will have to take 
you to the doctor.” 

She never stuttered with other people — had quite given it up — but only 
with father, because then she was trying so hard to say the words properly. 

“What’s the matter? What are you looking so wretched about? Mother, I 
wish you would teach this child not to appear on the brink of suicide...Here, 
Kezia, carry my teacup back to the table — carefully; your hands jog like 
an old lady’s. And try to keep your handkerchief in your pocket, not up 
your sleeve.” 

““Y-y-yes, father.” 

On Sundays she sat in the same pew with him in church, listening while 
he sang in a loud, clear voice, watching while he made little notes during 
the sermon with the stump of a blue pencil on the back of an envelope — 
his eyes narrowed to a slit — one hand beating a silent tattoo on the pew 


ledge. He said his prayers so loudly she was certain God heard him above 
the clergyman. 

He was so big — his hands and his neck, especially his mouth when he 
yawned. Thinking about him alone in the nursery was like thinking about a 
giant. 

On Sunday afternoons grandmother sent her down to the drawing-room, 
dressed in her brown velvet, to have a “nice talk with father and mother.” 
But the little girl always found mother reading The Sketch and father 
stretched out on the couch, his handkerchief on his face, his feet propped on 
one of the best sofa pillows, and so soundly sleeping that he snored. 

She, perched on the piano-stool, gravely watched him until he woke and 
stretched, and asked the time — then looked at her. 

“Don’t stare so, Kezia. You look like a little brown owl.” 

One day, when she was kept indoors with a cold, the grandmother told 
her that father’s birthday was next week, and suggested she should make 
him a pincushion for a present out of a beautiful piece of yellow silk. 

Laboriously, with a double cotton, the little girl stitched three sides. But 
what to fill it with? That was the question. The grandmother was out in the 
garden, and she wandered into mother’s bedroom to look for “scraps.” On 
the bed table she discovered a great many sheets of fine paper, gathered 
them up, shredded them into tiny pieces, and stuffed her case, then sewed 
up the fourth side. 

That night there was a hue and cry over the house. Father’s great speech 
for the Port Authority had been lost. Rooms were ransacked — servants 
questioned. Finally mother came into the nursery. 

“Kezia, I suppose you didn’t see some papers on a table in our room?” 

“Oh, yes,” she said. “I tore them up for my s’prise.” 

“What!” screamed mother. “Come straight down to the dining-room this 
instant.” 

And she was dragged down to where father was pacing to and fro, hands 
behind his back. 

“Well?” he said sharply. 

Mother explained. 

He stopped and stared in a stupefied manner at the child. 

“Did you do that?” 

“N-n-no,” she whispered. 


“Mother, go up to the nursery and fetch down the damned thing — see 
that the child’s put to bed this instant.” 

Crying too much to explain, she lay in the shadowed room watching the 
evening light sift through the Venetian blinds and trace a sad little pattern 
on the floor. 

Then father came into the room with a ruler in his hands. 

“T am going to whip you for this,” he said. 

“Oh, no, no!” she screamed, cowering down under the bedclothes. 

He pulled them aside. 

“Sit up,” he commanded, “and hold out your hands. You must be taught 
once and for all not to touch what does not belong to you.” 

“But it was for your b-b-birthday.” 

Down came the ruler on her little, pink palms. 

Hours later, when the grandmother had wrapped her in a shawl and 
rocked her in the rocking-chair the child cuddled close to her soft body. 

“What did Jesus make fathers for?” she sobbed. 

“Here’s a clean hanky, darling, with some of my lavender water on it. Go 
to sleep, pet; you’ll forget all about it in the morning. I tried to explain to 
father, but he was too upset to listen to-night.” 

But the child never forgot. Next time she saw him she whipped both 
hands behind her back, and a red colour flew into her cheeks. 

The Macdonalds lived in the next-door house. Five children there were. 
Looking through a hole in the vegetable garden fence the little girl saw 
them playing “tag” in the evening. The father with the baby Mac on his 
shoulders, two little girls hanging on to his coat tails, ran round and round 
the flower beds, shaking with laughter. Once she saw the boys turn the hose 
on him — turn the hose on him — and he made a great grab at them, 
tickling them until they got hiccoughs. Then it was she decided there were 
different sorts of fathers. 

Suddenly, one day, mother became ill, and she and grandmother drove 
into town in a closed carriage. 

The little girl was left alone in the house with Alice, the “general.” That 
was all right in the daytime, but while Alice was putting her to bed she 
grew suddenly afraid. 

“What? ll I do if I have nightmare?” she asked. “I often have nightmare, 
and then grannie takes me into her bed — I can’t stay in the dark — it all 
gets ‘whispery.’...What’ll I do if I do?” 


“You just go to sleep, child,” said Alice, pulling off her socks and 
whacking them against the bedrail, “and don’t you holler out and wake your 
poor pa.” 

But the same old nightmare came — the butcher with a knife and a rope 
who grew nearer and nearer, smiling that dreadful smile, while she could 
not move, could only stand still, crying out, “Grandma, Grandma!” She 
woke shivering, to see father beside her bed, a candle in his hand. 

“What’s the matter?” he said. 

“Oh, a butcher — a knife — I want grannie.” He blew out the candle, 
bent down and caught up the child in his arms, carrying her along the 
passage to the big bedroom. A newspaper was on the bed — a half-smoked 
cigar balanced against his reading-lamp. He pitched the paper on the floor, 
threw the cigar into the fireplace, then carefully tucked up the child. He lay 
down beside her. Half asleep still, still with the butcher’s smile all about 
her, it seemed, she crept close to him, snuggled her head under his arm, held 
tightly to his pyjama jacket. 

Then the dark did not matter; she lay still. “Here, rub your feet against 
my legs and get them warm,” said father. 

Tired out, he slept before the little girl. A funny feeling came over her. 
Poor father! Not so big, after all — and with no one to look after him...He 
was harder than the grandmother, but it was a nice hardness...And every day 
he had to work and was too tired to be a Mr. Macdonald...She had torn up 
all his beautiful writing...She stirred suddenly, and sighed. 

“What’s the matter?” asked father. “Another dream?” 

“Oh,” said the little girl, “my head’s on your heart; I can hear it going. 
What a big heart you’ve got, father dear.” 

(1912) 


MILLIE 


Millie stood leaning against the verandah, until the men were out of sight. 
When they were far down the road Willie Cox turned round on his horse 
and waved. But she didn’t wave back. She nodded her head a little and 
made a grimace. Not a bad young fellow, Willie Cox, but a bit too free and 
easy for her taste. Oh, my word! it was hot. Enough to fry your hair! 

Millie put her handkerchief over her head and shaded her eyes with her 
hand. In the distance along the dusty road she could see the horses, like 
brown spots dancing up and down, and when she looked away from them 
and over the burnt paddocks she could see them still — just before her eyes, 
jumping like mosquitoes. It was half-past two in the afternoon. The sun 
hung in the faded blue sky like a burning mirror, and away beyond the 
paddocks the blue mountains quivered and leapt like sea. 

Sid wouldn’t be back until half-past ten. He had ridden over to the 
township with four of the boys to help hunt down the young fellow who’d 
murdered Mr. Williamson. Such a dreadful thing! And Mrs. Williamson left 
all alone with all those kids. Funny! she couldn’t think of Mr. Williamson 
being dead! He was such a one for a joke. Always having a lark. Willie Cox 
said they found him in the barn, shot bang through the head, and the young 
English “johnny” who’d been on the station learning farming — 
disappeared. Funny! she couldn’t think of anyone shooting Mr. Williamson, 
and him so popular and all. My word! when they caught that young man! 
Well, you couldn’t be sorry for a young fellow like that. As Sid said, if he 
wasn’t strung up where would they all be? A man like that doesn’t stop at 
one go. There was blood all over the barn. And Willie Cox said he was that 
knocked out he picked a cigarette up out of the blood and smoked it. My 
word! he must have been half dotty. 

Millie went back into the kitchen. She put some ashes on the stove and 
sprinkled them with water. Languidly, the sweat pouring down her face, and 
dropping off her nose and chin, she cleared away the dinner, and going into 
the bedroom, stared at herself in the fly-specked mirror, and wiped her face 
and neck with a towel. She didn’t know what was the matter with herself 
that afternoon. She could have a good cry — just for nothing — and then 
change her blouse and have a good cup of tea. Yes, she felt like that! 


She flopped down on the side of the bed and stared at the coloured print 
on the wall opposite, Garden Party at Windsor Castle. In the foreground 
emerald lawns planted with immense oak trees, and in their grateful shade, 
a muddle of ladies and gentlemen and parasols and little tables. The 
background was filled with the towers of Windsor Castle, flying three 
Union Jacks, and in the middle of the picture the old Queen, like a tea cosy 
with a head on top of it. 

“T wonder if it really looked like that.” Millie stared at the flowery ladies, 
who simpered back at her. “I wouldn’t care for that sort of thing. Too much 
side. What with the Queen an’ one thing an’ another.” 

Over the packing-case dressing-table there was a large photograph of her 
and Sid, taken on their wedding day. Nice picture that — if you do like. She 
was sitting down in a basket chair, in her cream cashmere and satin ribbons, 
and Sid, standing with one hand on her shoulder, looking at her bouquet. 
And behind them there were some fern trees, and a waterfall, and Mount 
Cook in the distance, covered with snow. She had almost forgotten her 
wedding day; time did pass so, and if you hadn’t any one to talk things over 
with, they soon dropped out of your mind. “I wunner why we never had no 
kids...” She shrugged her shoulders — gave it up. “Well, I’ve never missed 
them. I wouldn’t be surprised if Sid had, though. He’s softer than me.” 

And then she sat quiet, thinking of nothing at all, her red swollen hands 
rolled in her apron, her feet stuck out in front of her, her little head with the 
thick screw of dark hair drooped on her chest. Tick-tick went the kitchen 
clock, the ashes clinked in the grate, and the venetian blind knocked against 
the kitchen window. Quite suddenly Millie felt frightened. A queer 
trembling started inside her — in her stomach — and then spread all over to 
her knees and hands. “There’s somebody about.” She tiptoed to the door 
and peered into the kitchen. Nobody there; the verandah doors were closed, 
the blinds were down, and in the dusky light the white face of the clock 
shone, and the furniture seemed to bulge and breathe...and listen, too. The 
clock — the ashes — and the venetian — and then again — something else, 
like steps in the back yard. “Go an’ see what it is, Millie Evans.” 

She darted to the back door, opened it, and at the same moment some one 
ducked behind the wood pile. “Who’s that?” she cried, in a loud, bold voice. 
“Come out 0’ that! I seen yer. I know where y’are. I got my gun. Come out 
from behind of that wood stack!” She was not frightened any more. She 
was furiously angry. Her heart banged like a drum. 


“ll teach you to play tricks with a woman,” she yelled, and she took a 
gun from the kitchen corner, and dashed down the verandah steps, across 
the glaring yard to the other side of the wood stack. A young man lay there, 
on his stomach, one arm across his face. “Get up! You’re shamming!” Still 
holding the gun she kicked him in the shoulders. He gave no sign. “Oh, my 
God, I believe he’s dead.” She knelt down, seized hold of him, and turned 
him over on his back. He rolled like a sack. She crouched back on her 
haunches, staring; her lips and nostrils fluttered with horror. 

He was not much more than a boy, with fair hair, and a growth of fair 
down on his lips and chin. His eyes were open, rolled up, showing the 
whites, and his face was patched with dust caked with sweat. He wore a 
cotton shirt and trousers, with sandshoes on his feet. One of the trousers 
was stuck to his leg with a patch of dark blood. “I can’t,” said Millie, and 
then, “You’ve got to.” She bent over and felt his heart. “Wait a minute,” she 
stammered, “wait a minute,” and she ran into the house for brandy and a 
pail of water. “What are you going to do, Millie Evans? Oh, I don’t know. I 
never seen anyone in a dead faint before.” She knelt down, put her arm 
under the boy’s head and poured some brandy between his lips. It spilled 
down both sides of his mouth. She dipped a corner of her apron in the water 
and wiped his face and his hair and his throat, with fingers that trembled. 
Under the dust and sweat his face gleamed, white as her apron, and thin, 
and puckered in little lines. A strange dreadful feeling gripped Millie 
Evans’ bosom — some seed that had never flourished there, unfolded and 
struck deep roots and burst into painful leaf. “Are yer coming round? 
Feeling all right again?” The boy breathed sharply, half choked, his eyelids 
quivered, and he moved his head from side to side. “You’re better,” said 
Millie, smoothing his hair. “Feeling fine now again, ain’t you?” The pain in 
her bosom half suffocated her. “It’s no good you crying, Millie Evans. You 
got to keep your head.” Quite suddenly he sat up and leaned against the 
wood pile, away from her, staring on the ground. “There now!” cried Millie 
Evans, in a strange, shaking voice. 

The boy turned and looked at her, still not speaking, but his eyes were so 
full of pain and terror that she had to shut her teeth and clench her hands to 
stop from crying. After a long pause he said in the little voice of a child 
talking in his sleep, “I’m hungry.” His lips quivered. She scrambled to her 
feet and stood over him. “You come right into the house and have a sit 


down meal,” she said. “Can you walk?” “Yes,” he whispered, and swaying 
he followed her across the glaring yard to the verandah. 

At the bottom step he paused, looking at her again. “I’m not coming in,” 
he said. He sat on the verandah step in the little pool of shade that lay round 
the house. Millie watched him. “When did yer last ‘ave anythink to eat?” 
He shook his head. She cut a chunk off the greasy corned beef and a round 
of bread plastered with butter; but when she brought it he was standing up, 
glancing round him, and paid no attention to the plate of food. “When are 
they coming back?” he stammered. 

At that moment she knew. She stood, holding the plate, staring. He was 
Harrison. He was the English johnny who’d killed Mr. Williamson. “I know 
who you are,” she said, very slowly, “yer can’t fox me. That’s who you are. 
I must have been blind in me two eyes not to ‘ave known from the first.” He 
made a movement with his hands as though that was all nothing. “When are 
they coming back?” And she meant to say, “Any minute. They’re on their 
way now.” Instead she said to the dreadful, frightened face, “Not till ‘arf 
past ten.” He sat down, leaning against one of the verandah poles. His face 
broke up into little quivers. He shut his eyes and tears streamed down his 
cheeks. “Nothing but a kid. An’ all them fellows after ‘im. ‘E don’t stand 
any more of a chance than a kid would.” “Try a bit of beef,” said Millie. 
“It’s the food you want. Somethink to steady your stomach.” She moved 
across the verandah and sat down beside him, the plate on her knees. “‘Ere 
— try a bit.” She broke the bread and butter into little pieces, and she 
thought, “They won’t ketch him. Not if I can ‘elp it. Men is all beasts. I 
don’ care wot ‘e’s done, or wot ‘e ‘asn’t done. See ‘im through, Millie 
Evans. ‘E’s nothink but a sick kid.” 

Millie lay on her back, her eyes wide open, listening. Sid turned over, 
hunched the quilt round his shoulders, muttered “Good-night, ole girl.” She 
heard Willie Cox and the other chap drop their clothes on to the kitchen 
floor, and then their voices, and Willie Cox saying, “Lie down, Gumboil. 
Lie down, yer little devil,” to his dog. The house dropped quiet. She lay and 
listened. Little pulses tapped in her body, listening, too. It was hot. She was 
frightened to move because of Sid. “‘E must get off. “E must. I don’ care 
anythink about justice an’ all the rot they’ve bin spoutin’ to-night,” she 
thought, savagely. “‘Ow are yer to know what anythink’s like till yer do 
know. It’s all rot.” She strained to the silence. He ought to be 
moving...Before there was a sound from outside, Willie Cox’s Gumboil got 


up and padded sharply across the kitchen floor and sniffed at the back door. 
Terror started up in Millie. “What’s that dog doing? Uh! What a fool that 
young fellow is with a dog ‘anging about. Why don’t ‘e lie down an’sleep.” 
The dog stopped, but she knew it was listening. 

Suddenly, with a sound that made her cry out in horror the dog started 
barking and rushing to and fro. “What’s that? What’s up?” Sid flung out of 
bed. “It ain’t nothink. It’s only Gumboil. Sid, Sid!” She clutched his arm, 
but he shook her off. “My Christ, there’s somethink up. My God!” Sid flung 
into his trousers. Willie Cox opened the back door. Gumboil in a fury darted 
out into the yard, round the corner of the house. “Sid, there’s some one in 
the paddock,” roared the other chap. “What is it — what’s that?” Sid dashed 
out on to the front verandah. “‘Ere, Millie, take the lantin. Willie, some 
skunk’s got ‘old of one of the ‘orses.” The three men bolted out of the 
house, and at the same moment Millie saw Harrison dash across the 
paddock on Sid’s horse and down the road. “Millie, bring that blasted 
lantin.” She ran in her bare feet, her nightdress flicking her legs. They were 
after him in a flash. And at the sight of Harrison in the distance, and the 
three men hot after, a strange mad joy smothered everything else. She 
rushed into the road — she laughed and shrieked and danced in the dust, 
jigging the lantern. “A — ah! Arter ‘im, Sid! A — a — a — h! Ketch him, 
Willie. Go it! Go it! A — ah, Sid! Shoot ‘im down. Shoot ‘1im!” 

(1913) 


PENSION SEGUIN 


The servant who opened the door was twin sister to that efficient and 
hideous creature bearing a soup tureen into the First French Picture. Her 
round red face shone like freshly washed china. She had a pair of immense 
bare arms to match, and a quantity of mottled hair arranged in a sort of bow. 
I stammered in a ridiculous, breathless fashion, as though a pack of Russian 
wolves were behind me, rather than five flights of beautifully polished 
French stairs. 

“Have you a room?” The servant girl did not know. She would ask 
Madame. Madame was at dinner. 

“Will you come in, please?” 

Through the dark hall, guarded by a large black stove that had the 
appearance of a headless cat with one red all-seeing eye in the middle of its 
stomach, I followed her into the salon. 

“Please to sit down,” said the servant girl, closing the door behind her. I 
heard her list slippers shuffle along the corridor, the sound of another door 
opening — a little clamour — instantly suppressed. Silence followed. 

The salon was long and narrow, with a yellow floor dotted with white 
mats. White muslin curtains hid the windows: the walls were white, 
decorated with pictures of pale ladies drifting down cypress avenues to 
forsaken temples, and moons rising over boundless oceans. You would have 
thought that all the long years of Madame’s virginity had been devoted to 
the making of white mats — that her childish voice had lisped its numbers 
in crochet-work stitches. I did not dare to begin counting them. They rained 
upon me from every possible place, like impossible snowflakes. Even the 
piano stool was buttoned into one embroidered with P.F. 

I had been looking for a resting place all the morning. At the start I flew 
up innumerable stairs as though they were major scales — the most 
cheerful things in the world — but after repeated failures the scales had 
resolved into the minor, and my heart, which was quite cast down by this 
time, leapt up again at these signs and tokens of virtue and sobriety. “A 
woman with such sober passions,” thought I, “is bound to be quiet and 
clean, with few babies and a much absent husband. Mats are not the sort of 
things that lend themselves in their making to cheerful singing. Mats are 


essentially the fruits of pious solitude. I shall certainly take a room here.” 
And I began to dream of unpacking my clothes in a little white room, and 
getting into a kimono and lying on a white bed, watching the curtains float 
out from the windows in the delicious autumn air that smelled of apples and 
honey...until the door opened and a tall thin woman in a lilac pinafore came 
in, smiling in a vague fashion. 

“Madame Séguin?” 

“Yes, Madame.” 

I repeated the familiar story. A quiet room, removed from any church 
bells, or crowing cocks, or little boys’ schools, or railway stations. 

“There are none of such things anywhere near here,” said Madame, 
looking very surprised. “I have a very beautiful room to let, and quite 
unexpectedly. It has been occupied by a young gentleman from Buenos 
Ayres whose father died, unfortunately, and implored him to return home 
immediately. Quite natural, indeed.” 

“Oh, very!” said I, hoping that the Hamlet-like apparition was at rest 
again and would not invade my solitude to make certain of his son’s 
obedience. 

“If Madame will follow me.” 

Down a dark corridor, round a corner I felt my way. I wanted to ask 
Madame if this was where Buenos Ayres pére appeared unto his son, but I 
did not dare to. 

“Here — you see. Quite away from everything,” said Madame. 

I have always viewed with a proper amount of respect and abhorrence 
those penetrating spirits who are not susceptible to appearances. What is 
there to believe in except appearances? I have nearly always found that they 
are the only things worth enjoying at all, and if ever an innocent child lays 
its head upon my knee and begs for the truth of the matter, I shall tell it the 
story of my one and only nurse, who, knowing my horror of gooseberry 
jam, spread a coat of apricot over the top of the jam jar. As long as I 
believed it apricot I was happy, and learning wisdom, I contrived to eat the 
apricot and leave the gooseberry behind. “So, you see, my little innocent 
creature,” I shall end, “the great thing to learn in this life is to be content 
with appearances, and shun the vulgarities of the grocer and philosopher.” 

Bright sunlight streamed through the windows of the delightful room. 
There was an alcove for the bed, a writing table was placed against the 
window, a couch against the wall. And outside the window I looked down 


upon an avenue of gold and red trees and up at a range of mountains white 
with fresh fallen snow. 

“One hundred and eighty francs a month,” murmured Madame, smiling 
at nothing, but seeming to imply by her manner, “Of course this has nothing 
to do with the matter.” I said, ““That is too much. I cannot afford more than 
one hundred and fifty francs.” 

“But,” explained Madame, “the size! the alcove! And the extreme rarity 
of being overlooked by so many mountains.” 

“Yes,” I said. 

“And then the food. There are four meals a day, and breakfast in your 
room if you wish it.” 

“Yes,” I said, more feebly. 

“And my husband a Professor at the Conservatoire — that again is so 
rare.” 

Courage is like a disobedient dog, once it starts running away it flies all 
the faster for your attempts to recall it. 

“One hundred and sixty,” I said. 

“If you agree to take it for two months I will accept,” said Madame, very 
quickly. I agreed. 

Marie helped to unstrap my boxes. She knelt on the floor, grinning and 
scratching her big red arms. 

“Ah, how glad I am Madame has come,” she said. “Now we shall have 
some life again. Monsieur Arthur, who lived in this room — he was a gay 
one. Singing all day and sometimes dancing. Many a time Mademoiselle 
Ambatielos would be playing and he’d dance for an hour without stopping.” 

“Who is Mademoiselle Ambatielos?” I asked. 

“A young lady studying at the Conservatoire,” said Marie, sniffing in a 
very friendly fashion. “But she gives lessons too. Ah, mon Dieu, sometimes 
when I am dusting in her room I think her fingers will drop off. She plays 
all day long. But I like that — that’s life, noise is. That’s what I say. You’ll 
hear her soon. Up and down she goes!” said Marie, with extreme heartiness. 

“But,” I cried, loathing Marie, “how many other people are staying 
here?” 

Marie shrugged. “Nobody to speak of. There’s the Russian gentleman, a 
priest he is, and Madame’s three children — and that’s all. The children are 
lively enough,” she said, filling the wash-stand pitcher, “but then there’s the 


'”? 


baby — the boy! Ah, you’ll know about him, poor little one, soon enough 
She was so detestable I would not ask her anything further. 

I waited until she was gone, and leaned against the window sill, watching 
the sun deepen in the trees until they seemed full and trembling with gold, 
and wondering what was the matter with the mysterious baby. 

All through the afternoon Mademoiselle Ambatielos and the piano 
warred with the Appassionata Sonata. They shattered it to bits and re-made 
it to their heart’s desire — they unpicked it — and tried it in various styles. 
They added a little touch — caught up something. Finally they decided that 
the only thing of importance was the loud pedal. The mysterious baby, 
hidden behind Heaven knows how many doors, cried with such curious 
persistence that I had to strain my ears, wondering if it was a baby or an 
engine or a far-off whistle. At dusk Marie, accompanied by the two little 
girls, brought me a lamp. My appearance disturbed these charming children 
to such an extent that they rushed up and down the corridor in a frenzied 
state for half-an-hour afterwards, bumping themselves against the walls, 
and shrieking with derisive laughter. 

At eight the gong sounded for supper. I was hungry. The corridor was 
filled with the warm, strong smell of cooked meat. “Well,” I thought, “at 
any rate, judging by the smell, the food must be good.” And feeling very 
frightened I entered the dining-room. 

Two rows of faces turned to watch me. M. Séguin introduced me, rapped 
on the table with the soup spoon, and the two little girls, impudent and 
scornful, cried: “Bon soir, Madame,” while the baby, half washed away by 
his afternoon’s performance, emptied his cup of milk over his head while 
Madame Séguin showed me my seat. In the confusion caused by this last 
episode, and by his being carried away by Marie, screaming and spitting 
with rage, I sat down next to the Russian priest and opposite Mademoiselle 
Ambatielos. M. Séguin took a loaf of bread from a three-legged basket at 
his elbow and carved it against his chest. 

Soup was served — with vermicelli letters of the alphabet floating in it. 
These were last straws to the little Séguin’s table manners. 

“Maman, Yvonne’s got more letters than me.” 

“Maman, Helene keeps taking my letters out with her spoon.” 

“Children! Children! Quiet, quiet!” said Madame Séguin gently. “No, 
don’t do it.” 

Héleéne seized Yvonne’s plate and pulled it towards her. 


“Stop,” said M. Séguin, who was like a rat, with spectacles all misted 
over with soup steam. “Helene, leave the table. Go to Marie.” Exit Hélene, 
with her apron over her head. 

Soup was followed by chestnuts and Brussels sprouts. All the time the 
Russian priest, who wore a pale blue tie with a buttoned frock coat and a 
moustache fierce as a Gogol novel, kept up a flow of conversation with 
Mademoiselle Ambatielos. She looked very young. She was stout, with a 
high firm bust decorated with a spray of artificial roses. She never ceased 
touching the roses or her blouse or hair, or looking at her hands — with a 
smile trembling on her mouth and her blue eyes wide and staring. She 
seemed half intoxicated with her fresh young body. 

“T saw you this morning when you didn’t see me,” said the priest. 

“You didn’t.” 

“T did.” 

“He didn’t, did he, Madame?” 

Madame Séguin smiled, and carried away the chestnuts, bringing back a 
dish of pears. 

“T hope you will come into the salon after dinner,” she said to me. “We 
always chat a little — we are such a family party.” I smiled, wondering why 
pears should follow chestnuts. 

“I must apologise for baby,” she went on. “He is so nervous. But he 
spends his day in a room at the other end of the apartment to you. You will 
not be troubled. Only think of it! He passes whole days banging his little 
head against the floor and walls. The doctors cannot understand it at all.” 

M. Séguin pushed back his chair, said grace. I followed desperately into 
the salon. “I expect you have been admiring my mats,” said Madame 
Séguin, with more animation than she had hitherto shown. “People always 
imagine they are the product of my industry. But, alas, no! They are all 
made by my friend, Madame Kummer, who has the pension on the first 
floor.” 

(1913) 


VIOLET 


“T met a young virgin Who sadly did moan” 

There is a very unctuous and irritating English proverb to the effect that 
“Every cloud has a silver lining.”” What comfort can it be to one steeped to 
the eyebrows in clouds to ponder over their linings, and what an unpleasant 
picture-postcard seal it sets upon one’s tragedy — turning it into a little 
ha’penny monstrosity with a moon in the left-hand corner like a 
vainglorious threepenny bit! Nevertheless, like most unctuous and irritating 
things, it is true. The lining woke me after my first night at the Pension 
Séguin and showed me over the feather bolster a room bright with sunlight 
as if every golden-haired baby in Heaven were pelting the earth with 
buttercup posies. “What a charming fancy!” I thought. “How much prettier 
than the proverb! It sounds like a day in the country with Katharine Tynan.” 

And I saw a little picture of myself and Katharine Tynan being handed 
glasses of milk by a red-faced woman with an immensely fat apron, while 
we discussed the direct truth of proverbs as opposed to the fallacy of playful 
babies. But in such a case imaginary I was ranged on the side of the 
proverbs. “There’s a lot of sound sense in ‘em,” said that coarse being. “I 
admire the way they put their collective foot down upon the female attempt 
to embroider everything. ‘The pitcher that goes too often to the well gets 
broken.’ Also gut. Not even a loophole for a set of verses to a broken 
pitcher. No possible chance of the well being one of those symbolic founts 
to which all hearts in the form of pitchers are carried. The only proverb I 
disapprove of,” went on this impossible creature, pulling a spring onion 
from the garden bed and chewing on it, “is the one about a bird in the hand. 
I naturally prefer birds in bushes.” “But,” said Katharine Tynan, tender and 
brooding, as she lifted a little green fly from her milk glass, “but if you 
were Saint Francis, the bird would not mind being in your hand. It would 
prefer the white nest of your fingers to any bush.” 

I jumped out of bed and ran over to the window and opened it wide and 
leaned out. Down below in the avenue a wind shook and swung the trees; 
the scent of leaves was on the lifting air. The houses lining the avenue were 
small and white. Charming, chaste-looking little houses, showing glimpses 
of lace and knots of ribbon, for all the world like country children in a row, 


about to play “Nuts and May.” I began to imagine an adorable little creature 
named Yvette who lived in one and all of these houses...She spends her 
morning in a white lace boudoir cap, worked with daisies, sipping chocolate 
from a Sévres cup with one hand, while a faithful attendant polishes the 
little pink nails of the other. She spends the afternoon in her tiny white and 
gold boudoir, curled up, a Persian kitten on her lap, while her ardent, 
beautiful lover leans over the back of the sofa, kissing and kissing again 
that thrice fascinating dimple on her left shoulder...When one of the balcony 
windows opened, and a stout servant swaggered out with her arms full of 
rugs and carpet strips. With a gesture expressing fury and disgust she flung 
them over the railing, disappeared, re-appeared again with a long-handled 
cane broom and fell upon the wretched rugs and carpets. Bang! Whack! 
Whack! Bang! Their feeble, pitiful jigging inflamed her to ever greater 
effort. Clouds of dust flew up round her, and when one little rug escaped 
and flopped down to the avenue below, like a fish, she leaned over the 
balcony, shaking her fist and the broom at it. 

Lured by the noise, an old gentleman came to a window opposite and cast 
an eye of approval upon the industrious girl and yawned in the face of the 
lovely day. There was an air of detachment and deliberation about the way 
he carefully felt over the muscles of his arms and legs, pressed his throat, 
coughed, and shot a jet of spittle out of the window. Nobody seemed more 
surprised at this last feat than he. He seemed to regard it as a small triumph 
in its way, buttoning his immense stomach into a white piqué waistcoat with 
every appearance of satisfaction. Away flew my charming Yvette in a black 
and white check dress, an alpaca apron, and a market basket over her arm. 

I dressed, ate a roll and drank some tepid coffee, feeling very sobered. I 
thought how true it was that the world was a delightful place if it were not 
for the people, and how more than true it was that people were not worth 
troubling about, and that wise men should set their affections upon nothing 
smaller than cities, heavenly or otherwise, and countrysides, which are 
always heavenly. 

With these reflections, both pious and smug, I put on my hat, groped my 
way along the dark passage, and ran down the five flights of stairs into the 
Rue St. Léger. There was a garden on the opposite side of the street, 
through which one walked to the University and the more pretentious 
avenues fronting the Place du Théatre. Although autumn was well 
advanced, not a leaf had fallen from the trees, the little shrubs and bushes 


were touched with pink and crimson, and against the blue sky the trees 
stood sheathed in gold. On stone benches nursemaids in white cloaks and 
stiff white caps chattered and wagged their heads like a company of 
cockatoos, and, up and down, in the sun, some genteel babies bowled hoops 
with a delicate air. What peculiar pleasure it is to wander through a strange 
city and amuse oneself as a child does, playing a solitary game! 

“Pardon, Madame, mais voulez-vous...” and then the voice faltered and 
cried my name as though I had been given up for lost times without 
number; as though I had been drowned in foreign seas, and burnt in 
American hotel fires, and buried in a hundred lonely graves. “What on earth 
are you doing here?” Before me, not a day changed, not a hairpin altered, 
stood Violet Burton. I was flattered beyond measure at this enthusiasm, and 
pressed her cold, strong hand, and said “Extraordinary!” 

“But what are you here for?” 

*eNCLVES: 

“Oh, impossible, I really can’t believe that.” 

“It 1s perfectly true,” I said, my enthusiasm waning. There is nothing 
more annoying to a woman than to be suspected of nerves of iron. 

“Well, you certainly don’t look it,” said she, scrutinising me, with that 
direct English frankness that makes one feel as though sitting in the glare of 
a window at breakfast-time. 

“What are you here for?” I said, smiling graciously to soften the glare. At 
that she turned and looked across the lawns, and fidgetted with her umbrella 
like a provincial actress about to make a confession. 

“1? — in a quiet affected voice— “I came here to forget...But,” facing me 
again, and smiling energetically, “don’t let’s talk about that. Not yet. I can’t 
explain. Not until I know you all over again.” Very solemnly— “Not until I 
am sure you are to be trusted.” 

“Oh, don’t trust me, Violet!” I cried. “I’m not to be trusted. I wouldn’t if I 
were you.” She frowned and stared. 

“What a terrible thing to say. You can’t be in earnest.” 

“Yes, I am. There’s nothing I adore talking about so much as another 
person’s secret.” To my surprise, she came to my side and put her arm 
through mine. 

“Thank you,” she said, gratefully. “I think it’s awfully good of you to 
take me into your confidence like that. Awfully. And even if it were 
true...but no, it can’t be true, otherwise you wouldn’t have told me. I mean 


it can’t be psychologically true of the same nature to be frank and 
dishonourable at the same time. Can it? But then...I don’t know. I suppose it 
is possible. Don’t you find that the Russian novelists have made an 
upheaval of all your conclusions?” We walked, bras dessus bras dessous, 
down the sunny path. 

“Let’s sit down,” said Violet. ““There’s a fountain quite near this bench. I 
often come here. You can hear it all the time.” The faint noise of the water 
sounded like a half-forgotten tune, half sly, half laughing. 

“Tsn’t it wonderful!” breathed Violet. “Like weeping in the night.” 

“Oh, Violet,” said I, terrified at this turn. “Wonderful things don’t weep 
in the night. They sleep like tops and know nothing more till again it 1s 
day.” 

She put her arm over the back of the bench and crossed her legs. 

“Why do you persist in denying your emotions? Why are you ashamed of 
them?” she demanded. 

“I’m not. But I keep them tucked away, and only produce them very 
occasionally, like special little pots of jam, when the people whom I love 
come to tea.” 

“There you are again! Emotions and jam! Now, I’m absolutely different. I 
live on mine. Sometimes I wish I didn’t — but then again I would rather 
suffer through them — suffer intensely, I mean; go down into the depths 
with them, for the sake of that wonderful upward swing on to the pinnacles 
of happiness.” She edged nearer to me. 

“T wish I could think where I get my nature from,” she went on. “Father 
and mother are absolutely different. I mean — they’re quite normal — quite 
commonplace.” I shook my head and raised my eyebrows. “But it is no use 
fighting it. It has beaten me. Absolutely — once and for all.” A pause, 
inadequately filled by the sly, laughing water. “Now,” said Violet, 
impressively, “you know what I meant when I said I came here to forget.” 

“But I assure you I don’t, Violet. How can you expect me to be so subtle? 
I quite understand that you don’t wish to tell me until you know me better. 
Quite!” 

She opened her eyes and her mouth. 

“T have told you! I mean — not straight out. Not in so many words. But 
then — how could I? But when I told you of my emotional nature, and that 
I had been in the depths and swept up to the pinnacles...surely, surely you 


realised that I was telling you, symbolically. What else can you have 
thought?” 

No young girl ever performs such gymnastic feats by herself. Yet in my 
experience I had always imagined that the depths followed the pinnacles. I 
ventured to suggest so. 

“They do,” said Violet, gloomily. “You see them, if you look, before and 
after.” 

“Like the people in Shelley’s Skylark,” said I. 

Violet looked vague, and I repented. But I did not know how to 
sympathise, and I had no idea of the relative sizes. 

“It was in the summer,” said Violet. “I had been most frightfully 
depressed. I don’t know what it was. For one thing I felt as though I could 
not make up my mind to anything. I felt so terribly useless — that I had no 
place in the scheme of things — and worst of all, nobody who understood 
me...It may have been what I was reading at the time...but I don’t think...not 
entirely. Still one never knows. Does one? And then I met...Mr. Farr, at a 
dance—” 

“Oh, call him by his Christian name, Violet. You can’t go on telling me 
about Mr. Farr and you...on the heights.” 

“Why on earth not? Very well — I met — Arthur. I think I must have 
been mad that evening. For one thing there had been a bother about going. 
Mother didn’t want me to, because she said there wouldn’t be anybody to 
see me home. And I was frightfully keen. I must have had a presentiment, I 
think. Do you believe in presentiments?...I don’t know, we can’t be certain, 
can we? Anyhow, I went. And he was there.” She turned a deep scarlet and 
bit her lip. Oh, I really began to like Violet Burton — to like her very much 
indeed. 

“Go on,” I said. 

“We danced together seven times and we talked the whole time. The 
music was very slow, — we talked of everything. You know...about books 
and theatres and all that sort of thing at first, and then — about our souls.” 

““...What?” 

“T said — our souls. He understood me absolutely. And after the seventh 
dance...No, I must tell you the first thing he ever said to me. He said, ‘Do 
you believe in Pan?’ Quite quietly. Just like that. And then he said, ‘I knew 
you did.’ Wasn’t that extra-or-din-ary! After the seventh dance we sat out 
on the landing. And...shall I go on?” 


“Yes, go on.” 

“He said, ‘I think I must be mad. I want to kiss you,’ — and — I let 
him.” 

“Do go on.” 

“T simply can’t tell you what I felt like. Fancy! I’d never kissed out of the 
family before. I mean — of course — never a man. And then he said: ‘I 
must tell you — I am engaged.” 

“Well?” 

“What else is there? Of course I simply rushed upstairs and tumbled 
everything over in the dressing-room and found my coat and went home. 
And next morning I made Mother let me come here. I thought,” said Violet, 
“T thought I would have died of shame.” 

“Ts that all?” I cried. “You can’t mean to say that’s all?” 

“What else could there be? What on earth did you expect. How 
extraordinary you are — staring at me like that!” 

And in the long pause I heard again the little fountain, half sly, half 
laughing — at me, I thought, not at Violet. 
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BAINS TURCS 


“Third storey — to the left, Madame,” said the cashier, handing me a pink 
ticket. “One moment — I will ring for the elevator.” Her black satin skirt 
swished across the scarlet and gold hall, and she stood among the artificial 
palms, her white neck and powdered face topped with masses of gleaming 
orange hair — like an over-ripe fungus bursting from a thick, black stem. 
She rang and rang. “A thousand pardons, Madame. It is disgraceful. A new 
attendant. He leaves this week.” With her fingers on the bell she peered into 
the cage as though she expected to see him, lying on the floor, like a dead 
bird. “It is disgraceful.” There appeared from nowhere a tiny figure 
disguised in a peaked cap and dirty white cotton gloves. “Here you are?” 
she scolded. “Where have you been? What have you been doing?” For 
answer the figure hid its face behind one of the white cotton gloves and 
sneezed twice. “Ugh! Disgusting! Take Madame to the third storey!” The 
midget stepped aside, bowed, entered after me and clashed the gates to. We 
ascended, very slowly, to an accompaniment of sneezes and prolonged, half 
whistling sniffs. I asked the top of the patent-leather cap: “Have you a 
cold?” “It is the air, Madame,” replied the creature, speaking through its 
nose with a restrained air of great relish, “one is never dry here. Third floor 
— if you please,” sneezing over my ten-centime tip. 

I walked along a tiled corridor decorated with advertisements for lingerie 
and bust improvers — was allotted a tiny cabin and a blue print chemise 
and told to undress and find the Warm Room as soon as possible. Through 
the matchboard walls and from the corridor sounded cries and laughter and 
snatches of conversation. 

“Are you ready?” 

“Are you coming out now?” 

“Wait till you see me!” 

“Berthe — Berthe!” 

“One moment! One moment! Immediately!” 

I undressed quickly and carelessly, feeling like one of a troupe of little 
schoolgirls let loose in a swimming-bath. 

The Warm Room was not large. It had terra cotta painted walls with a 
fringe of peacocks, and a glass roof, through which one could see the sky, 


pale and unreal as a photographer’s background screen. Some round tables 
strewn with shabby fashion journals, a marble basin in the centre of the 
room, filled with yellow lilies, and on the long, towel enveloped chairs, a 
number of ladies, apparently languid as the flowers...I lay back with a cloth 
over my head, and the air, smelling of jungles and circuses and damp 
washing made me begin to dream... Yes, it might have been very fascinating 
to have married an explorer...and lived in a jungle, as long as he didn’t 
shoot anything or take anything captive. I detest performing beasts. 
Oh...those circuses at home...the tent in the paddock and the children 
swarming over the fence to stare at the waggons and at the clown making 
up, with his glass stuck on the waggon wheel — and the steam organ 
playing the Honeysuckle and the Bee much too fast...over and over. I know 
what this air reminds me of — a game of follow my leader among the 
clothes hung out to dry... 

The door opened. Two tall blonde women in red and white check gowns 
came in and took the chairs opposite mine. One of them carried a box of 
mandarins wrapped in silver paper and the other a manicure set. They were 
very stout, with gay, bold faces, and quantities of exquisite whipped fair 
hair. 

Before sitting down they glanced round the room, looked the other 
women up and down, turned to each other, grimaced, whispered something, 
and one of them said, offering the box, “Have a mandarin?” At that they 
started laughing — they lay back and shook, and each time they caught 
sight of each other broke out afresh. 

“Ah, that was too good,” cried one, wiping her eyes very carefully, just at 
the corners. “You and I, coming in here, quite serious, you know, very 
correct — and looking round the room — and — and as a result of our 
careful inspection — I offer you a mandarin. No, it’s too funny. I must 
remember that. It’s good enough for a music hall. Have a mandarin?” 

“But I cannot imagine,” said the other, “why women look so hideous in 
Turkish baths — like beef-steaks in chemises. Is it the women — or is it the 
air? Look at that one, for instance — the skinny one, reading a book and 
sweating at the moustache — and those two over in the corner, discussing 
whether or not they ought to tell their non-existent babies how babies come 
— and...Heavens! Look at this one coming in. Take the box, dear. Have all 
the mandarins.” 


The newcomer was a short stout little woman with flat, white feet, and a 
black mackintosh cap over her hair. She walked up and down the room, 
swinging her arms, in affected unconcern, glancing contemptuously at the 
laughing women, and rang the bell for the attendant. It was answered 
immediately by Berthe, half naked and sprinkled with soapsuds. “Well, 
what is it, Madame? I’ve no time...” 

“Please bring me a hand towel,” said the Mackintosh Cap, in German. 

“Pardon? I do not understand. Do you speak French?” 

“Non,” said the Mackintosh Cap. 

“Ber-the!” shrieked one of the blonde women, “have a mandarin. Oh, 
mon Dieu, I shall die of laughing.” 

The Mackintosh Cap went through a pantomime of finding herself wet 
and rubbing herself dry. ““V ersteben Sie?” 

“Mais non, Madame,” said Berthe, watching with round eyes that 
snapped with laughter, and she left the Mackintosh Cap, winked at the 
blonde women, came over, felt them as though they had been a pair of prize 
poulury, said “You are doing very well,” and disappeared again. 

The Mackintosh Cap sat down on the edge of a chair, snatched a fashion 
journal, smacked over the crackling pages and pretended to read, while the 
blonde women leaned back eating the mandarins and throwing the peelings 
into the lily basin. A scent of fruit, fresh and penetrating, hung on the air. I 
looked round at the other women. Yes, they were hideous, lying back, red 
and moist, with dull eyes and lank hair, the only little energy they had 
vented in shocked prudery at the behaviour of the two blondes. Suddenly I 
discovered Mackintosh Cap staring at me over the top of her fashion 
journal, so intently that I took flight and went into the hot room. But in 
vain! Mackintosh Cap followed after and planted herself in front of me. 

“T know,” she said, confident and confiding, “that you can speak German. 
I saw it in your face just now. Wasn’t that a scandal about the attendant 
refusing me a towel? I shall speak to the management about that, and I shall 
get my husband to write them a letter this evening. Things always come 
better from a man, don’t they? No,” she said, rubbing her yellowish arms, 
“I’ve never been in such a scandalous place — and four francs fifty to pay! 
Naturally, I shall not give a tip. You wouldn’t, would you? Not after that 
scandal about a hand towel...I’ve a great mind to complain about those 
women as well. Those two that keep on laughing and eating. Do you know 
who they are?” She shook her head. “They’re not respectable women — 


you can tell at a glance. At least I can, any married woman can. They’re 
nothing but a couple of street women. I’ve never been so insulted in my 
life. Laughing at me, mind you! The great big fat pigs like that! And I 
haven’t sweated at all properly, just because of them. I got so angry that the 
sweat turned in instead of out; it does in excitement, you know, sometimes, 
and now instead of losing my cold I wouldn’t be surprised if I brought on a 
fever.” 

I walked round the hot room in misery pursued by the Mackintosh Cap 
until the two blonde women came in, and seeing her, burst into another fit 
of laughter. To my rage and disgust Mackintosh Cap sidled up to me, smiled 
meaningly, and drew down her mouth. 

“IT don’t care,” she said, in her hideous German voice. “I shouldn’t lower 
myself by paying any attention to a couple of street women. If my husband 
knew he’d never get over it. Dreadfully particular he is. We’ve been 
married six years. We come from Pfalzburg. It’s a nice town. Four children 
I have living, and it was really to get over the shock of the fifth that we 
came here. The fifth,” she whispered, padding after me, “was born, a fine 
healthy child, and it never breathed! Well, after nine months, a woman can’t 
help being disappointed, can she?” 

I moved towards the vapour room. “Are you going in there?” she said. “I 
wouldn’t if I were you. Those two have gone in. They may think you want 
to strike up an acquaintance with them. You never know women like that.” 
At that moment they came out, wrapping themselves in the rough gowns, 
and passing Mackintosh Cap like disdainful queens. “Are you going to take 
your chemise off in the vapour room?” asked she. “Don’t mind me, you 
know. Woman is woman, and besides, if you’d rather, I won’t look at you. I 
know — I used to be like that. I wouldn’t mind betting,” she went on 
savagely, “those filthy women had a good look at each other. Pooh! women 
like that. You can’t shock them. And don’t they look dreadful? Bold, and all 
that false hair. That manicure box one of them had was fitted up with gold. 
Well, I don’t suppose it was real, but I think it was disgusting to bring it. 
One might at least cut one’s nails in private, don’t you think? I cannot see,” 
she said, ““what men see in such women. No, a husband and children and a 
home to look after, that’s what a woman needs. That’s what my husband 
says. Fancy one of these hussies peeling potatoes or choosing the meat! Are 
you going already?” 


I flew to find Berthe, and all the time I was soaped and smacked and 
sprayed and thrown in a cold water tank I could not get out of my mind the 
ugly, wretched figure of the little German with a good husband and four 
children, railing against the two fresh beauties who had never peeled 
potatoes nor chosen the right meat. In the ante-room I saw them once again. 
They were dressed in blue. One was pinning on a bunch of violets, the other 
buttoning a pair of ivory suéde gloves. In their charming feathered hats and 
furs they stood talking. “Yes, there they are,” said a voice at my elbow. 

And there was Mackintosh Cap, transformed, in a blue and white check 
blouse and crochet collar, with the little waist and large hips of the German 
woman and a terrible bird nest, which Pfalzburg doubtless called Reise-but, 
on her head. “How do you suppose they can afford clothes like that? The 
horrible, low creatures. No, they’re enough to make a young girl think 
twice.” And as the two walked out of the ante-room, Mackintosh Cap stared 
after them, her sallow face all mouth and eyes, like the face of a hungry 
child before a forbidden table. 
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SOMETHING CHILDISH BUT VERY 
NATURAL 


Whether he had forgotten what it felt like, or his head had really grown 
bigger since the summer before, Henry could not decide. But his straw hat 
hurt him: it pinched his forehead and started a dull ache in the two bones 
just over the temples. So he chose a corner seat in a third-class “smoker,” 
took off his hat and put it in the rack with his large black cardboard 
portfolio and his Aunt B’s Christmas-present gloves. The carriage smelt 
horribly of wet india-rubber and soot. There were ten minutes to spare 
before the train went, so Henry decided to go and have a look at the book- 
stall. Sunlight darted through the glass roof of the station in long beams of 
blue and gold; a little boy ran up and down carrying a tray of primroses; 
there was something about the people — about the women especially — 
something idle and yet eager. The most thrilling day of the year, the first 
real day of Spring had unclosed its warm delicious beauty even to London 
eyes. It had put a spangle in every colour and a new tone in every voice, 
and city folks walked as though they carried real live bodies under their 
clothes with real live hearts pumping the stiff blood through. 

Henry was a great fellow for books. He did not read many nor did he 
possess above half-a-dozen. He looked at all in the Charing Cross Road 
during lunch-time and at any odd time in London; the quantity with which 
he was on nodding terms was amazing. By his clean neat handling of them 
and by his nice choice of phrase when discussing them with one or another 
bookseller you would have thought that he had taken his pap with a tome 
propped before his nurse’s bosom. But you would have been quite wrong. 
That was only Henry’s way with everything he touched or said. That 
afternoon it was an anthology of English poetry, and he turned over the 
pages until a title struck his eye — Something Childish but very Natural! 

Had I but two little wings, And were a little feathery bird, To youI’d 
fly, my dear, But thoughts like these are idle things, And I stay here. 

But in my sleep to youl fly, I’m always with you in my sleep, The 
world is all one’s own, But then one wakes and where am I? All, all 
alone. 


Sleep stays not though a monarch bids, So I love to wake at break of 
day, For though my sleep be gone, Yet while’ tis dark one shuts one’s 
lids, And so, dreams on. 

He could not have done with the little poem. It was not the words so 
much as the whole air of it that charmed him! He might have written it 
lying in bed, very early in the morning, and watching the sun dance on the 
ceiling. “It is stilly like that,” thought Henry. “I am sure he wrote it when he 
was half-awake some time, for it’s got a smile of a dream on it.” He stared 
at the poem and then looked away and repeated it by heart, missed a word 
in the third verse and looked again, and again until he became conscious of 
shouting and shuffling, and he looked up to see the train moving slowly. 

“God’s thunder!” Henry dashed forward. A man with a flag and a whistle 
had his hand on a door. He clutched Henry somehow...Henry was inside 
with the door slammed, in a carriage that wasn’t a “smoker,” that had not a 
trace of his straw hat or the black portfolio or his Aunt B’s Christmas- 
present gloves. Instead, in the opposite corner, close against the wall, there 
sat a girl. Henry did not dare to look at her, but he felt certain she was 
staring at him. “She must think I’m mad,” he thought, “dashing into a train 
without even a hat, and in the evening, too.” He felt so funny. He didn’t 
know how to sit or sprawl. He put his hands in his pockets and tried to 
appear quite indifferent and frown at a large photograph of Bolton Abbey. 
But feeling her eyes on him he gave her just the tiniest glance. 

Quick she looked away out of the window, and then Henry, careful of her 
slightest movement, went on looking. She sat pressed against the window, 
her cheek and shoulder half hidden by a long wave of marigold-coloured 
hair. One little hand in a grey cotton glove held a leather case on her lap 
with the initials E. M. on it. The other hand she had slipped through the 
window-strap, and Henry noticed a silver bangle on the wrist with a Swiss 
cow-bell and a silver shoe and a fish. She wore a green coat and a hat with a 
wreath round it. All this Henry saw while the title of the new poem 
persisted in his brain — Something Childish but very Natural. “I suppose 
she goes to some school in London,” thought Henry. “She might be in an 
office. Oh, no, she is too young. Besides she’d have her hair up if she was. 
It isn’t even down her back.” He could not keep his eyes off that beautiful 
waving hair. 

“My eyes are like two drunken bees...’ Now, I wonder if I read that or 
made it up?” 


That moment the girl turned round and, catching his glance, she blushed. 
She bent her head to hide the red colour that flew in her cheeks, and Henry, 
terribly embarrassed, blushed too. “I shall have to speak — have to — have 
to!” He started putting up his hand to raise the hat that wasn’t there. He 
thought that funny; it gave him confidence. 

“T’m — I’m most awfully sorry,” he said, smiling at the girl’s hat. “But I 
can’t go on sitting in the same carriage with you and not explaining why I 
dashed in like that, without my hat even. I’m sure I gave you a fright, and 
just now I was staring at you — but that’s only an awful fault of mine; ’ma 
terrible starer! If you’d like me to explain — how I got in here — not about 
the staring, of course,” — he gave a little laugh— “T will.” 

For a minute she said nothing, then in a low, shy voice— “It doesn’t 
matter.” 

The train had flung behind the roofs and chimneys. They were swinging 
into the country, past little black woods and fading fields and pools of water 
shining under an apricot evening sky. Henry’s heart began to thump and 
beat to the beat of the train. He couldn’t leave it like that. She sat so quiet, 
hidden in her fallen hair. He felt that it was absolutely necessary that she 
should look up and understand him — understand him at least. He leant 
forward and clasped his hands round his knees. 

“You see I’d just put all my things — a portfolio — into a third-class 
‘smoker’ and was having a look at the book-stall,” he explained. 

As he told the story she raised her head. He saw her grey eyes under the 
shadow of her hat and her eyebrows like two gold feathers. Her lips were 
faintly parted. Almost unconsciously he seemed to absorb the fact that she 
was wearing a bunch of primroses and that her throat was white — the 
shape of her face wonderfully delicate against all that burning hair. 

“How beautiful she is! How simply beautiful she is!” sang Henry’s heart, 
and swelled with the words, bigger and bigger and trembling like a 
marvellous bubble — so that he was afraid to breathe for fear of breaking it. 

“T hope there was nothing valuable in the portfolio,” said she, very grave. 

“Oh, only some silly drawings that I was taking back from the office,” 
answered Henry, airily. “And — I was rather glad to lose my hat. It had 
been hurting me all day.” 

“Yes,” she said, “it’s left a mark,” and she nearly smiled. 

Why on earth should those words have made Henry feel so free suddenly 
and so happy and so madly excited? What was happening between them? 


They said nothing, but to Henry their silence was alive and warm. It 
covered him from his head to his feet in a trembling wave. Her marvellous 
words, “It’s made a mark,” had in some mysterious fashion established a 
bond between them. They could not be utter strangers to each other if she 
spoke so simply and so naturally. And now she was really smiling. The 
smile danced in her eyes, crept over her cheeks to her lips and stayed there. 
He leant back. The words flew from him.— “Isn’t life wonderful!” 

At that moment the train dashed into a tunnel. He heard her voice raised 
against the noise. She leant forward. 

“T don’t think so. But then I’ve been a fatalist for a long time now” — a 
pause— “months.” 

They were shattering through the dark. “Why?” called Henry. 

“Oh...” 

Then she shrugged, and smiled and shook her head, meaning she could 
not speak against the noise. He nodded and leant back. They came out of 
the tunnel into a sprinkle of lights and houses. He waited for her to explain. 
But she got up and buttoned her coat and put her hands to her hat, swaying 
a little. “I get out here,” she said. That seemed quite impossible to Henry. 

The train slowed down and the lights outside grew brighter. She moved 
towards his end of the carriage. 

“Look here!” he stammered. “Shan’t I see you again?” He got up, too, 
and leant against the rack with one hand. “I must see you again.” The train 
was stopping. 

She said breathlessly, “I come down from London every evening.” 

“You — you — you do — really?” His eagerness frightened her. He was 
quick to curb it. Shall we or shall we not shake hands? raced through his 
brain. One hand was on the door-handle, handle, the other held the little 
bag. The train stopped. Without another word or glance she was gone. 

Then came Saturday — a half day at the office — and Sunday between. 
By Monday evening Henry was quite exhausted. He was at the station far 
too early, with a pack of silly thoughts at his heels as it were driving him up 
and down. “She didn’t say she came by this train!” “And supposing I go up 
and she cuts me.” “There may be somebody with her.” “Why do you 
suppose she’s ever thought of you again?” “What are you going to say if 
you do see her?” He even prayed, “Lord if it be Thy will, let us meet.” 

But nothing helped. White smoke floated against the roof of the station 
— dissolved and came again in swaying wreaths. Of a sudden, as he 


watched it, so delicate and so silent, moving with such mysterious grace 
above the crowd and the scuffle, he grew calm. He felt very tired — he only 
wanted to sit down and shut his eyes — she was not coming — a forlorn 
relief breathed in the words. And then he saw her quite near to him walking 
towards the train with the same little leather case in her hand. Henry waited. 
He knew, somehow, that she had seen him, but he did not move until she 
came close to him and said in her low, shy voice— “Did you get them 
again?” 

“Oh, yes, thank you, I got them again,” and with a funny half gesture he 
showed her the portfolio and the gloves. They walked side by side to the 
train and into an empty carriage. They sat down opposite to each other, 
smiling timidly but not speaking, while the train moved slowly, and slowly 
gathered speed and smoothness. Henry spoke first. 

“It’s so silly,” he said, “not knowing your name.” She put back a big 
piece of hair that had fallen on her shoulder, and he saw how her hand in the 
grey glove was shaking. Then he noticed that she was sitting very stiffly 
with her knees pressed together — and he was, too — both of them trying 
not to tremble so. She said “My name is Edna.” 

“And mine is Henry.” 

In the pause they took possession of each other’s names and turned them 
over and put them away, a shade less frightened after that. 

“T want to ask you something else now,” said Henry. He looked at Edna, 
his head a little on one side. “How old are you?” 

“Over sixteen,” she said, “and you?” 

“I’m nearly eighteen...” 

“Isn’t it hot?” she said suddenly, and pulled off her grey gloves and put 
her hands to her cheeks and kept them there. Their eyes were not frightened 
— they looked at each other with a sort of desperate calmness. If only their 
bodies would not tremble so stupidly! Still half hidden by her hair, Edna 
said: 

“Have you ever been in love before?” 

“No, never! Have you?” 

“Oh, never in all my life.” She shook her head. “I never even thought it 
possible.” 

His next words came in a rush. “Whatever have you been doing since last 
Friday evening? Whatever did you do all Saturday and all Sunday and to- 
day?” 


But she did not answer — only shook her head and smiled and said, “No, 
you tell me.” 

“1?” cried Henry — and then he found he couldn’t tell her either. He 
couldn’t climb back to those mountains of days, and he had to shake his 
head, too. 

“But it’s been agony,” he said, smiling brilliantly— “agony.” At that she 
took away her hands and started laughing, and Henry joined her. They 
laughed until they were tired. 

“It’s so — so extraordinary,” she said. “So suddenly, you know, and I feel 
as if I’'d known you for years.” 

“So do I...” said Henry. “I believe it must be the Spring. I believe I’ve 
swallowed a butterfly — and it’s fanning its wings just here.” He put his 
hand on his heart. 

“And the really extraordinary thing is,” said Edna, “that I had made up 
my mind that I didn’t care for — men at all. I mean all the girls at College 

“Were you at College?” 

She nodded. “A training college, learning to be a secretary.” She sounded 
scornful. 

“T’m in an office,” said Henry. “An architect’s office — such a funny 
little place up one hundred and thirty stairs. We ought to be building nests 
instead of houses, I always think. 

“Do you like it?” 

“No, of course I don’t. I don’t want to do anything, do you?” 

“No, I hate it...And,” she said, “my mother is a Hungarian — I believe 
that makes me hate it even more.” 

That seemed to Henry quite natural. “It would,” he said. 

“Mother and I are exactly alike. I haven’t a thing in common with my 
father; he’s just...a litthe man in the City — but mother has got wild blood in 
her and she’s given it to me. She hates our life just as much as I do.” She 
paused and frowned. “All the same, we don’t get on a bit together — that’s 
funny — isn’t it? But I’m absolutely alone at home.” 

Henry was listening — in a way he was listening, but there was 
something else he wanted to ask her. He said, very shyly, “Would you — 
would you take off your hat?” 

She looked startled. “Take off my hat?” 

“Yes — it’s your hair. I’d give anything to see your hair properly.” 


She protested. “It isn’t really...” 

“Oh, it is,” cried Henry, and then, as she took off the hat and gave her 
head a little toss, “Oh, Edna! it’s the loveliest thing in the world.” 

“Do you like it?” she said, smiling and very pleased. She pulled it round 
her shoulders like a cape of gold. “People generally laugh at it. It’s such an 
absurd colour.” But Henry would not believe that. She leaned her elbows on 
her knees and cupped her chin in her hands. “That’s how I often sit when 
I’m angry and then I feel it burning me up...Silly?” 

“No, no, not a bit,” said Henry. “I knew you did. It’s your sort of weapon 
against all the dull horrid things.” 

“However did you know that? Yes, that’s just it. But however did you 
know?” 

“Just knew,” smiled Henry. “My God!” he cried, “what fools people are! 
All the little pollies that you know and that I know. Just look at you and me. 
Here we are — that’s all there is to be said. I know about you and you know 
about me — we’ve just found each other — quite simply — just by being 
natural. That’s all life is — something childish and very natural. Isn’t it?” 

“Yes — yes,” she said eagerly. “That’s what I’ve always thought.” 

“It’s people that make things so — silly. As long as you can keep away 
from them you’ re safe and you’re happy.” 

“Oh, I’ve thought that for a long time.” 

“Then you’re just like me,” said Henry. The wonder of that was so great 
that he almost wanted to cry. Instead he said very solemnly: “I believe 
we’re the only two people alive who think as we do. In fact, I’m sure of it. 
Nobody understands me. I feel as though I were living in a world of strange 
beings — do you?” 

“Always.” 

““We’ll be in that loathsome tunnel again in a minute,” said Henry. “Edna! 
can I — just touch your hair?” 

She drew back quickly. “Oh, no, please don’t,” and as they were going 
into the dark she moved a little away from him. 

“Edna! I’ve bought the tickets. The man at the concert hall didn’t seem at 
all surprised that I had the money. Meet me outside the gallery doors at 
three, and wear that cream blouse and the corals — will you? I love you. I 
don’t like sending these letters to the shop. I always feel those people with 
‘Letters received’ in their window keep a kettle in their back parlour that 
would steam open an elephant’s ear of an envelope. But it really doesn’t 


matter, does it, darling? Can you get away on Sunday? Pretend you are 
going to spend the day with one of the girls from the office, and let’s meet 
at some little place and walk or find a field where we can watch the daisies 
uncurling. I do love you, Edna. But Sundays without you are simply 
impossible. Don’t get run over before Saturday, and don’t eat anything out 
of a tin or drink anything from a public fountain. That’s all, darling.” 

“My dearest, yes, I’ll be there on Saturday — and I’ve arranged about 
Sunday, too. That is one great blessing. I’m quite free at home. I have just 
come in from the garden. It’s such a lovely evening. Oh, Henry, I could sit 
and cry, I love you so to-night. Silly — isn’t it? I either feel so happy I can 
hardly stop laughing or else so sad I can hardly stop crying and both for the 
same reason. But we are so young to have found each other, aren’t we? I am 
sending you a violet. It is quite warm. I wish you were here now, just for a 
minute even. Good-night, darling. I am Edna.” 

“Safe,” said Edna, “safe! And excellent places, aren’t they, Henry?” 

She stood up to take off her coat and Henry made a movement to help 
her. “No no — it’s off.” She tucked it under the seat. She sat down 
beside him. “Oh, Henry, what have you got there? Flowers?” 

“Only two tiny little roses.” He laid them in her lap. 

“Did you get my letter all right?” asked Edna, unpinning the paper. 

“Yes,” he said, “and the violet is growing beautifully. You should see my 
room. I planted a little piece of it in every corner and one on my pillow and 
one in the pocket of my pyjama jacket.” 

She shook her hair at him. “Henry, give me the programme.” 

“Here it is — you can read it with me. Ill hold it for you.” 

“No, let me have it.” 

“Well, then, P’Il read it for you.” 

“No, you can have it after.” 

“Edna,” he whispered. 

“Oh, please don’t,” she pleaded. “Not here — the people.” 

Why did he want to touch her so much and why did she mind? Whenever 
he was with her he wanted to hold her hand or take her arm when they 
walked together, or lean against her — not hard — just lean lightly so that 
his shoulder should touch her shoulder — and she wouldn’t even have that. 
All the time that he was away from her he was hungry, he craved the 
nearness of her. There seemed to be comfort and warmth breathing from 
Edna that he needed to keep him calm. Yes, that was it. He couldn’t get 


calm with her because she wouldn’t let him touch her. But she loved him. 
He knew that. Why did she feel so curiously about it? Every time he tried to 
or even asked for her hand she shrank back and looked at him with pleading 
frightened eyes as though he wanted to hurt her. They could say anything to 
each other. And there wasn’t any question of their belonging to each other. 
And yet he couldn’t touch her. Why, he couldn’t even help her off with her 
coat. Her voice dropped into his thoughts. 

“Henry!” He leaned to listen, setting his lips. “I want to explain 
something to you. I will — I will — I promise — after the concert.” 

“All right.” He was still hurt. 

“You’re not sad, are you?” he said. 

He shook his head. 

“Yes, you are, Henry.” 

“No, really not.” He looked at the roses lying in her hands. 

“Well, are you happy?” 

“Yes. Here comes the orchestra.” 

It was twilight when they came out of the hall. A blue net of light hung 
over the streets and houses, and pink clouds floated in a pale sky. As they 
walked away from the hall Henry felt they were very little and alone. For 
the first time since he had known Edna his heart was heavy. 

“Henry!” She stopped suddenly and stared at him. “Henry, I’m not 
coming to the station with you. Don’t — don’t wait for me. Please, please 
leave me.” 

“My God!” cried Henry, and started, “what’s the matter — Edna — 
darling — Edna, what have I done?” 

“Oh, nothing — go away,” and she turned and ran across the street into a 
square and leaned up against the square railings — and hid her face in her 
hands. 

“Edna — Edna — my little love — you’re crying. Edna, my baby girl!” 

She leaned her arms along the railings and sobbed distractedly. 

“Edna — stop — it’s all my fault. ’m a fool — I’m a thundering idiot. 
I’ve spoiled your afternoon. I’ve tortured you with my idiotic mad bloody 
clumsiness. That’s it. Isn’t it, Edna? For God’s sake.” 

“Oh,” she sobbed, “I do hate hurting you so. Every time you ask me to let 
— let you hold my hand or — or kiss me I could kill myself for not doing it 
— for not letting you. I don’t know why I don’t even.” She said wildly. “It’s 
not that I’m frightened of you — it’s not that — it’s only a feeling, Henry, 


that I can’t understand myself even. Give me your handkerchief, darling.” 
He pulled it from his pocket. “All through the concert I’ve been haunted by 
this, and every time we meet I know it’s bound to come up. Somehow I feel 
if once we did that — you know — held each other’s hands and kissed it 
would be all changed — and I feel we wouldn’t be free like we are — we’d 
be doing something secret. We wouldn’t be children any more silly, isn’t it? 
I'd feel awkward with you, Henry, and I’d feel shy, and I do so feel that just 
because you and I are you and I, we don’t need that sort of thing.” She 
turned and looked at him, pressing her hands to her cheeks in the way he 
knew so well, and behind her as in a dream he saw the sky and half a white 
moon and the trees of the square with their unbroken buds. He kept 
twisting, twisting up in his hands the concert programme. “Henry! You do 
understand me — don’t you?” 

“Yes, I think I do. But you’re not going to be frightened any more, are 
you?” He tried to smile. “We’ll forget, Edna. I’ll never mention it again. 
We’ll bury the bogy in this square — now — you and I — won’t we?” 

“But,” she said, searching his face— “will it make you love me less?” 

“Oh, no,” he said. “Nothing could — nothing on earth could do that.” 

London became their play-ground. On Saturday afternoons they 
explored. They found their own shops where they bought cigarettes and 
sweets for Edna — and their own tea-shop with their own table — their 
own streets — and one night when Edna was supposed to be at a lecture at 
the Polytechnic they found their own village. It was the name that made 
them go there. “There’s white geese in that name,” said Henry, telling it to 
Edna. “And a river and little low houses with old men sitting outside them 
— old sea captains with wooden legs winding up their watches, and there 
are little shops with lamps in the windows.” 

It was too late for them to see the geese or the old men, but the river was 
there and the houses and even the shops with lamps. In one a woman sat 
working a sewing-machine on the counter. They heard the whirring hum 
and they saw her big shadow filling the shop. “Too full for a single 
customer,” said Henry. “It is a perfect place.” 

The houses were small and covered with creepers and ivy. Some of them 
had worn wooden steps leading up to the doors. You had to go down a little 
flight of steps to enter some of the others; and just across the road — to be 
seen from every window — was the river, with a walk beside it and some 
high poplar trees. 


“This is the place for us to live in,” said Henry. “There’s a house to let, 
too. I wonder if it would wait if we asked it. I’m sure it would.” 

“Yes, I would like to live there,” said Edna. 

They crossed the road and she leaned against the trunk of a tree and 
looked up at the empty house, with a dreamy smile. 

“There is a little garden at the back, dear,” said Henry, “a lawn with one 
tree on it and some daisy bushes round the wall. At night the stars shine in 
the tree like tiny candles. And inside there are two rooms downstairs and a 
big room with folding doors upstairs and above that an attic. And there are 
eight stairs to the kitchen — very dark, Edna. You are rather frightened of 
them, you know. ‘Henry, dear, would you mind bringing the lamp? I just 
want to make sure that Euphemia has raked out the fire before we go to 
bed.’” 

“Yes,” said Edna. “Our bedroom is at the very top — that room with the 
two square windows. When it is quiet we can hear the river flowing and the 
sound of the poplar trees far, far away, rustling and flowing in our dreams, 
darling.” 

“You’re not cold — are you?” he said, suddenly. 

“No — no, only happy.” 

“The room with the folding doors is yours.” Henry laughed. “It’s a 
mixture — it isn’t a room at all. It’s full of your toys and there’s a big blue 
chair in it where you sit curled up in front of the fire with the flames in your 
curls — because though we’re married you refuse to put your hair up and 
only tuck it inside your coat for the church service. And there’s a rug on the 
floor for me to lie on, because I’m so lazy. Euphemia — that’s our servant 
— only comes in the day. After she’s gone we go down to the kitchen and 
sit on the table and eat an apple, or perhaps we make some tea, just for the 
sake of hearing the kettle sing. That’s not joking. If you listen to a kettle 
right through it’s like an early morning in Spring.” 

“Yes, I know,” she said. “All the different kinds of birds.” 

A little cat came through the railings of the empty house and into the 
road. Edna called it and bent down and held out her hands— “Kitty! Kitty!” 
The little cat ran to her and rubbed against her knees. 

“If we’re going for a walk just take the cat and put it inside the front 
door,” said Henry, still pretending. “I’ve got the key.” 

They walked across the road and Edna stood stroking the cat in her arms 
while Henry went up the steps and pretended to open the door. 


He came down again quickly. “Let’s go away at once. It’s going to turn 
into a dream.” 

The night was dark and warm. They did not want to go home. “What I 
feel so certain of is,” said Henry, “that we ought to be living there, now. We 
oughtn’t to wait for things. What’s age? You’re as old as you’ll ever be and 
so am I. You know,” he said, “I have a feeling often and often that it’s 
dangerous to wait for things — that if you wait for things they only go 
further and further away.” 

“But, Henry, — money! You see we haven’t any money.” 

“Oh, well, — perhaps if I disguised myself as an old man we could get a 
job as caretakers in some large house — that would be rather fun. I’d make 
up a terrific history of the house if anyone came to look over it and you 
could dress up and be the ghost moaning and wringing your hands in the 
deserted picture gallery, to frighten them off. Don’t you ever feel that 
money is more or less accidental — that if one really wants things it’s either 
there or it doesn’t matter?” 

She did not answer that — she looked up at the sky and said, “Oh dear, I 
don’t want to go home.” 

“Exactly — that’s the whole trouble — and we oughtn’t to go home. We 
ought to be going back to the house and find an odd saucer to give the cat 
the dregs of the milk-jug in. I’m not really laughing — I’m not even happy. 
I’m lonely for you, Edna — I would give anything to lie down and cry” and 
he added limply, “with my head in your lap and your darling cheek in my 
hair.” 

“But, Henry,” she said, coming closer, “you have faith, haven’t you? I 
mean you are absolutely certain that we shall have a house like that and 
everything we want — aren’t you?” 

“Not enough — that’s not enough. I want to be sitting on those very stairs 
and taking off these very boots this very minute. Don’t you? Is faith enough 
for you?” 

“If only we weren’t so young” she said miserably. “And yet,” she sighed, 
“T’m sure I don’t feel very young — I feel twenty at least.” 

Henry lay on his back in the little wood. When he moved the dead leaves 
rustled beneath him, and above his head the new leaves quivered like 
fountains of green water steeped in sunlight. Somewhere out of sight Edna 
was gathering primroses. He had been so full of dreams that morning that 
he could not keep pace with her delight in the flowers. “Yes, love, you go 


and come back for me. I’m too lazy.” She had thrown off her hat and knelt 
down beside him, and by and by her voice and her footsteps had grown 
fainter. 

Now the wood was silent except for the leaves, but he knew that she was 
not far away and he moved so that the tips of his fingers touched her pink 
jacket. Ever since waking he had felt so strangely that he was not really 
awake at all, but just dreaming. The time before, Edna was a dream and 
now he and she were dreaming together and somewhere in some dark place 
another dream waited for him. “No, that can’t be true because I can’t ever 
imagine the world without us. I feel that we two together mean something 
that’s got to be there just as naturally as trees or birds or clouds.” He tried to 
remember what it had felt like without Edna, but he could not get back to 
those days. They were hidden by her; Edna, with the marigold hair and 
strange, dreamy smile filled him up to the brim. He breathed her; he ate and 
drank her. He walked about with a shining ring of Edna keeping the world 
away or touching whatever it lighted on with its own beauty. “Long after 
you have stopped laughing,” he told her, “I can hear your laugh running up 
and down my veins — and yet — are we a dream?” And suddenly he saw 
himself and Edna as two very small children walking through the streets, 
looking through windows, buying things and playing with them, talking to 
each other, smiling — he saw even their gestures and the way they stood, so 
often, quite still, face to face — and then he rolled over and pressed his face 
in the leaves — faint with longing. He wanted to kiss Edna, and to put his 
arms round her and press her to him and feel her cheek hot against his kiss 
and kiss her until he’d no breath left and so stifle the dream. 

“No, I can’t go on being hungry like this,” said Henry, and jumped up 
and began to run in the direction she had gone. She had wandered a long 
way. Down in a green hollow he saw her kneeling, and when she saw him 
she waved and said— “Oh, Henry — such beauties! I’ve never seen such 
beauties. Come and look.” By the time he had reached her he would have 
cut off his hand rather than spoil her happiness. How strange Edna was that 
day! All the time she talked to Henry her eyes laughed; they were sweet and 
mocking. Two little spots of colour like strawberries glowed on her cheeks 
and “I wish I could feel tired,” she kept saying. “I want to walk over the 
whole world until I die. Henry — come along. Walk faster — Henry! If I 
start flying suddenly, you’ll promise to catch hold of my feet, won’t you? 
Otherwise I’Il never come down.” And “Oh,” she cried, “I am so happy. I’m 
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so frightfully happy!” They came to a weird place, covered with heather. It 
was early afternoon and the sun streamed down upon the purple. 

“Let’s rest here a little,” said Edna, and she waded into the heather and 
lay down. 

“Oh, Henry, it’s so lovely. I can’t see anything except the little bells and 
the sky.” 

Henry knelt down by her and took some primroses out of her basket and 
made a long chain to go round her throat. “I could almost fall asleep,” said 
Edna. She crept over to his knees and lay hidden in her hair just beside him. 

“Tt’s like being under the sea, isn’t it, dearest, so sweet and so still?” 

“Yes,” said Henry, in a strange husky voice. 

“Now [ll make you one of violets.” But Edna sat up. “Let’s go in,” she 
said. 

They came back to the road and walked a long way. Edna said, “No, I 
couldn’t walk over the world — I’m tired now.” She trailed on the grass 
edge of the road. “You and I are tired, Henry! How much further is it?” 

“I don’t know — not very far,” said Henry, peering into the distance. 
Then they walked in silence. 

“Oh,” she said at last, “it really is too far, Henry, I’m tired and I’m 
hungry. Carry my silly basket of primroses.” He took them without looking 
at her. 

At last they came to a village and a cottage with a notice “Teas 
Provided.” 

“This is the place,” said Henry. “I’ve often been here. You sit on the little 
bench and Ill go and order the tea.” She sat down on the bench, in the 
pretty garden all white and yellow with spring flowers. A woman came to 
the door and leaned against it watching them eat. Henry was very nice to 
her, but Edna did not say a word. “You haven’t been here for a long spell,” 
said the woman. 

“No — the garden’s looking wonderful.” 

“Fair,” said she. “Is the young lady your sister?” Henry nodded Yes, and 
took some jam. 

“There’s a likeness,” said the woman. She came down into the garden 
and picked a head of white jonquils and handed it to Edna. “I suppose you 
don’t happen to know anyone who wants a cottage,” said she. “My sister’s 
taken ill and she left me hers. I want to let it.” 

“For a long time?” asked Henry, politely. 


“Oh,” said the woman vaguely, “that depends.” 

Said Henry, “Well — I might know of somebody — could we go and 
look at it?” 

“Yes, it’s just a step down the road, the little one with the apple trees in 
front — Ill fetch you the key.” 

While she was away Henry turned to Edna and said, “Will you come?” 
She nodded. 

They walked down the road and in through the gate and up the grassy 
path between the pink and white trees. It was a tiny place — two rooms 
downstairs and two rooms upstairs. Edna leaned out of the top window, and 
Henry stood at the doorway. “Do you like it?” he asked. 

“Yes,” she called, and then made a place for him at the window. “Come 
and look. It’s so sweet.” 

He came and leant out of the window. Below them were the apple trees 
tossing in a faint wind that blew a long piece of Edna’s hair across his eyes. 
They did not move. It was evening — the pale green sky was sprinkled with 
stars. “Look!” she said— “stars, Henry.” 

“There will be a moon in two T’s,” said Henry. 

She did not seem to move and yet she was leaning against Henry’s 
shoulder; he put his arm round her— “Are all those trees down there — 
apple?” she asked in a shaky voice. 

“No, darling,” said Henry. “Some of them are full of angels and some of 
them are full of sugar almonds — but evening light is awfully deceptive.” 
She sighed. “Henry — we mustn’t stay here any longer.” 

He let her go and she stood up in the dusky room and touched her hair. 
“What has been the matter with you all day?” she said — and then did not 
wait for an answer but ran to him and put her arms round his neck, and 
pressed his head into the hollow of her shoulder. “Oh,” she breathed, “I do 
love you. Hold me, Henry.” He put his arms round her, and she leaned 
against him and looked into his eyes. 

“Hasn’t it been terrible, all to-day?” said Edna. “I knew what was the 
matter and I’ve tried every way I could to tell you that I wanted you to kiss 
me — that I’d quite got over the feeling.” 

“You’re perfect, perfect, perfect,” said Henry. 

“The thing is,” said Henry, “how am I going to wait until evening?” He 
took his watch out of his pocket, went into the cottage and popped it into a 
china jar on the mantelpiece. He’d looked at it seven times in one hour, and 


now he couldn’t remember what time it was. Well, he’d look once again. 
Half-past four. Her train arrived at seven. He’d have to start for the station 
at half-past six. Two hours more to wait. He went through the cottage again 
— downstairs and upstairs. “It looks lovely,” he said. He went into the 
garden and picked a round bunch of white pinks and put them in a vase on 
the little table by Edna’s bed. “I don’t believe this,” thought Henry. “I don’t 
believe this for a minute. It’s too much. She’ll be here in two hours and 
we'll walk home, and then Ill take that white jug off the kitchen table and 
go across to Mrs. Biddie’s and get the milk, and then come back, and when 
I come back she’ll have lighted the lamp in the kitchen and I'll look through 
the window and see her moving about in the pool of lamplight. And then we 
shall have supper, and after supper (Bags I washing up!) I shall put some 
wood on the fire and we’ll sit on the hearth-rug and watch it burning. There 
won’t be a sound except the wood and perhaps the wind will creep round 
the house once And then we shall change our candles and she will go up 
first with her shadow on the wall beside her, and she will call out, Good- 
night, Henry — and I shall answer — Good-night, Edna. And then I shall 
dash upstairs and jump into bed and watch the tiny bar of light from her 
room brush my door, and the moment it disappears will shut my eyes and 
sleep until morning. Then we’ll have all to-morrow and to-morrow and to- 
morrow night. Is she thinking all this, too? Edna, come quickly!” 

Had I two little wings, And were a little feathery bird, To you I'd fly, 
my dear — 

“No, no, dearest Because the waiting is a sort of Heaven, too, darling. If 
you can understand that. Did you ever know a cottage could stand on tip- 
toe. This one is doing it now.” 

He was downstairs and sat on the doorstep with his hands clasped round 
his knees. That night when they found the village — and Edna said, 
“Haven’t you faith, Henry?” “I hadn’t then. Now I have,” he said, “I feel 
just like God.” 

He leaned his head against the lintel. He could hardly keep his eyes open, 
not that he was sleepy, but for some reason and a long time passed. 

Henry thought he saw a big white moth flying down the road. It perched 
on the gate. No, it wasn’t a moth. It was a little girl in a pinafore. What a 
nice little girl, and he smiled in his sleep, and she smiled, too, and turned in 
her toes as she walked. “But she can’t be living here,” thought Henry. 
“Because this is ours. Here she comes.” 


When she was quite close to him she took her hand from under her 
pinafore and gave him a telegram and smiled and went away. There’s a 
funny present! thought Henry, staring at it. “Perhaps it’s only a make- 
believe one, and it’s got one of those snakes inside it that fly up at you.” He 
laughed gently in the dream and opened it very carefully. “It’s just a folded 
paper.” He took it out and spread it open. 

The garden became full of shadows — they span a web of darkness over 
the cottage and the trees and Henry and the telegram. But Henry did not 
move. 

(1914) 


AN INDISCREET JOURNEY 


She is like St. Anne. Yes, the concierge is the image of St. Anne, with that 
black cloth over her head, the wisps of grey hair hanging, and the tiny 
smoking lamp in her hand. Really very beautiful, I thought, smiling at St. 
Anne, who said severely: “Six o’clock. You have only just got time. There 
is a bowl of milk on the writing table.” I jumped out of my pyjamas and 
into a basin of cold water like any English lady in any French novel. The 
concierge, persuaded that I was on my way to prison cells and death by 
bayonets, opened the shutters and the cold clear light came through. A little 
steamer hooted on the river; a cart with two horses at a gallop flung past. 
The rapid swirling water; the tall black trees on the far side, grouped 
together like negroes conversing. Sinister, very, I thought, as I buttoned on 
my age-old Burberry. (That Burberry was very significant. It did not belong 
to me. I had borrowed it from a friend. My eye lighted upon it hanging in 
her little dark hall. The very thing! The perfect and adequate disguise — an 
old Burberry. Lions have been faced in a Burberry. Ladies have been 
rescued from open boats in mountainous seas wrapped in nothing else. An 
old Burberry seems to me the sign and the token of the undisputed 
venerable traveller, I decided, leaving my purple peg-top with the real seal 
collar and cuffs in exchange.) 

“You will never get there,” said the concierge, watching me turn up the 
collar. “Never! Never!” I ran down the echoing stairs — strange they 
sounded, like a piano flicked by a sleepy housemaid — and on to the Quai. 
“Why so fast, ma mignonne?” said a lovely little boy in coloured socks, 
dancing in front of the electric lotus buds that curve over the entrance to the 
Métro. Alas! there was not even time to blow him a kiss. When I arrived at 
the big station I had only four minutes to spare, and the platform entrance 
was crowded and packed with soldiers, their yellow papers in one hand and 
big untidy bundles. The Commissaire of Police stood on one side, a 
Nameless Official on the other. Will he let me pass? Will he? He was an old 
man with a fat swollen face covered with big warts. Horn-rimmed 
spectacles squatted on his nose. Trembling, I made an effort. I conjured up 
my sweetest early-morning smile and handed it with the papers. But the 
delicate thing fluttered against the horn spectacles and fell. Nevertheless, he 


let me pass, and I ran, ran in and out among the soldiers and up the high 
steps into the yellow-painted carriage. 

“Does one go direct to X?” I asked the collector who dug at my ticket 
with a pair of forceps and handed it back again. “No, Mademoiselle, you 
must change at X.Y.Z.” 

“At — ?” 

“X.Y.Z.” 

Again I had not heard. “At what time do we arrive there if you please?” 

“One o’clock.” But that was no good to me. I hadn’t a watch. Oh, well — 
later. 

Ah! the train had begun to move. The train was on my side. It swung out 
of the station, and soon we were passing the vegetable gardens, passing the 
tall blind houses to let, passing the servants beating carpets. Up already and 
walking in the fields, rosy from the rivers and the red-fringed pools, the sun 
lighted upon the swinging train and stroked my muff and told me to take off 
that Burberry. I was not alone in the carriage. An old woman sat opposite, 
her skirt turned back over her knees, a bonnet of black lace on her head. In 
her fat hands, adorned with a wedding and two mourning rings, she held a 
letter. Slowly, slowly she sipped a sentence, and then looked up and out of 
the window, her lips trembling a little, and then another sentence, and again 
the old face turned to the light, tasting it... Two soldiers leaned out of the 
window, their heads nearly touching — one of them was whistling, the 
other had his coat fastened with some rusty safety-pins. And now there 
were soldiers everywhere working on the railway line, leaning against 
trucks or standing hands on hips, eyes fixed on the train as though they 
expected at least one camera at every window. And now we were passing 
big wooden sheds like riggedup dancing halls or seaside pavilions, each 
flying a flag. In and out of them walked the Red Cross men; the wounded 
sat against the walls sunning themselves. At all the bridges, the crossings, 
the stations, a petit soldat, all boots and bayonet. Forlorn and desolate he 
looked, — like a little comic picture waiting for the joke to be written 
underneath. Is there really such a thing as war? Are all these laughing 
voices really going to the war? These dark woods lighted so mysteriously 
by the white stems of the birch and the ash — these watery fields with the 
big birds flying over — these rivers green and blue in the light — have 
battles been fought in places like these? 


What beautiful cemeteries we are passing! They flash gay in the sun. 
They seem to be full of cornflowers and poppies and daisies. How can there 
be so many flowers at this time of the year? But they are not flowers at all. 
They are bunches of ribbons tied on to the soldiers’ graves I glanced up and 
caught the old woman’s eye. She smiled and folded the letter. “It is from my 
son — the first we have had since October. I am taking it to my daughter-in- 
law.” 

“Yes, very good,” said the old woman, shaking down her skirt and 
putting her arm through the handle of her basket. “He wants me to send him 
some handkerchieves and a piece of stout string.” 

What is the name of the station where I have to change? Perhaps I shall 
never know. I got up and leaned my arms across the window rail, my feet 
crossed. One cheek burned as in infancy on the way to the sea-side. When 
the war is over I shall have a barge and drift along these rivers with a white 
cat and a pot of mignonette to bear me company. 

Down the side of the hill filed the troops, winking red and blue in the 
light. Far away, but plainly to be seen, some more flew by on bicycles. But 
really, ma France adorée, this uniform is ridiculous. Your soldiers are 
stamped upon your bosom like bright irreverent transfers. 

The train slowed down, stopped...Everybody was getting out except me. 
A big boy, his sabots tied to his back with a piece of string, the inside of his 
tin wine cup stained a lovely impossible pink, looked very friendly. Does 
one change here perhaps for X? Another whose képi had come out of a wet 
paper cracker swung my suit-case to earth. What darlings soldiers are! 
“Merci bien, Monsieur, vous étes tout a fait aimable...” “Not this way,” said 
a bayonet. “Nor this,” said another. So I followed the crowd. “Your 
passport, Mademoiselle...” “We, Sir Edward Grey...” I ran through the 
muddy square and into the buffet. 

A green room with a stove jutting out and tables on each side. On the 
counter, beautiful with coloured bottles, a woman leans, her breasts in her 
folded arms. Through an open door I can see a kitchen, and the cook in a 
white coat breaking eggs into a bowl and tossing the shells into a corner. 
The blue and red coats of the men who are eating hang upon the walls. 
Their short swords and belts are piled upon chairs. Heavens! what a noise. 
The sunny air seemed all broken up and trembling with it. A little boy, very 
pale, swung from table to table, taking the orders, and poured me out a glass 


of purple coffee. Ssssb, came from the eggs. They were in a pan. The 
woman rushed from behind the counter and began to help the boy. Toute de 
suite, tout’ suite! she chirruped to the loud impatient voices. There came a 
clatter of plates and the poppop of corks being drawn. 

Suddenly in the doorway I saw someone with a pail of fish — brown 
speckled fish, like the fish one sees in a glass case, swimming through 
forests of beautiful pressed sea-weed. He was an old man in a tattered 
jacket, standing humbly, waiting for someone to attend to him. A thin beard 
fell over his chest, his eyes under the tufted eyebrows were bent on the pail 
he carried. He looked as though he had escaped from some holy picture, 
and was entreating the soldiers’ pardon for being there at all... 

But what could I have done? I could not arrive at X with two fishes 
hanging on a straw; and I am sure it is a penal offence in France to throw 
fish out of railway-carriage windows, I thought, miserably climbing into a 
smaller, shabbier train. Perhaps I might have taken them to — ah, mon Dieu 
— I had forgotten the name of my uncle and aunt again! Buffard, Buffon — 
what was it? Again I read the unfamiliar letter in the familiar handwriting. 

“My dear niece 

“Now that the weather is more settled, your uncle and I would be 
charmed if you would pay us a little visit. Telegraph me when you are 
coming. I shall meet you outside the station if I am free. Otherwise our 
good friend, Madame Grin¢on, who lives in the little toll-house by the 
bridge, juste en face de la gare, will conduct you to our home. Je vous 
embrasse bien tendrement, Julie Boiffard.” 

A visiting card was enclosed: M. Paul Boiffard. 

Boiffard — of course that was the name. Ma tante Julie et mon oncle 
Paul — suddenly they were there with me, more real, more solid than any 
relations I had ever known. I saw tante Julie bridling, with the soup-tureen 
in her hands, and oncle Paul sitting at the table, with a red and white napkin 
tied round his neck. Boiffard — Boiffard — I must remember the name. 
Supposing the Commissaire Militaire should ask me who the relations were 
I was going to and I muddled the name — Oh, how fatal! Buffard — no, 
Boiffard. And then for the first time, folding Aunt Julie’s letter, I saw 
scrawled in a corner of the empty back page: Venez vite, vite. Strange 
impulsive woman! My heart began to beat... 

“Ah, we are not far off now,” said the lady opposite. “You are going to X, 
Mademoiselle?” 


“Oui, Madame.” 

“T also... You have been there before?” 

“No, Madame. This is the first time.” 

“Really, it is a strange time for a visit.” 

I smiled faintly, and tried to keep my eyes off her hat. She was quite an 
ordinary little woman, but she wore a black velvet toque, with an incredibly 
surprised looking sea-gull camped on the very top of it. Its round eyes, 
fixed on me so inquiringly, were almost too much to bear. I had a dreadful 
impulse to shoo it away, or to lean forward and inform her of its presence... 

“Excusez-moi, madame, but perhaps you have not remarked there is an 
espece de sea-gull coucbé sur votre chapeau.” 

Could the bird be there on purpose? I must not laugh... must not laugh. 
Had she ever looked at herself in a glass with that bird on her head? 

“It is very difficult to get into X at present, to pass the station,” she said, 
and she shook her head with the sea-gull at me. “Ah, such an affair. One 
must sign one’s name and state one’s business.” 

“Really, is it as bad as all that?” 

“But naturally. You see the whole place is in the hands of the military, 
and” — she shrugged— “they have to be strict. Many people do not get 
beyond the station at all. They arrive. They are put in the waitingroom, and 
there they remain.” 

Did I or did I not detect in her voice a strange, insulting relish? 

“T suppose such strictness is absolutely necessary,” I said coldly, stroking 
my muff. 

“Necessary,” she cried. “I should think so. Why, mademoiselle, you 
cannot imagine what it would be like otherwise! You know what women are 
like about soldiers” — she raised a final hand— “mad, completely mad. But 
—” and she gave a little laugh of triumph— “they could not get into X. 
Mon Dieu, no! There is no question about that.” 

“T don’t suppose they even try,” said I. 

“Don’t you?” said the sea-gull. 

Madame said nothing for a moment. “Of course the authorities are very 
hard on the men. It means instant imprisonment, and then — off to the 
firing-line without a word.” 

“What are you going to X for?” said the sea-gull. “What on earth are you 
doing here?” 

“Are you making a long stay in X, mademoiselle?” 


She had won, she had won. I was terrified. A lamp-post swam past the 
train with the fatal name upon it. I could hardly breathe — the train had 
stopped. I smiled gaily at Madame and danced down the steps to the 
platform... 

It was a hot little room completely furnished with two colonels seated at 
two tables. They were large grey-whiskered men with a touch of burnt red 
on their cheeks. Sumptuous and omnipotent they looked. One smoked what 
ladies love to call a heavy Egyptian cigarette, with a long creamy ash, the 
other toyed with a gilded pen. Their heads rolled on their tight collars, like 
big over-ripe fruits. I had a terrible feeling, as I handed my passport and 
ticket, that a soldier would step forward and tell me to kneel. I would have 
knelt without question. 

“What’s this?” said God 1., querulously. He did not like my passport at 
all. The very sight of it seemed to annoy him. He waved a dissenting hand 
at it, with a “Non, je ne peux pas manger ¢a” air. 

“But it won’t do. It won’t do at all, you know. Look, — read for 
yourself,” and he glanced with extreme distaste at my photograph, and then 
with even greater distaste his pebble eyes looked at me. 

“Of course the photograph is deplorable,” I said, scarcely breathing with 
terror, “but it has been viséd and viséd.” 

He raised his big bulk and went over to God 11. 

“Courage!” I said to my muff and held it firmly, “Courage!” 

God 11. held up a finger to me, and I produced Aunt Julie’s letter and her 
card. But he did not seem to feel the slightest interest in her. He stamped my 
passport idly, scribbled a word on my ticket, and I was on the platform 
again. 

“That way — you pass out that way.” 

Terribly pale, with a faint smile on his lips, his hand at salute, stood the 
little corporal. I gave no sign, I am sure I gave no sign. He stepped behind 
me. 

“And then follow me as though you do not see me,” I heard him half 
whisper, half sing. 

How fast he went, through the slippery mud towards a bridge. He had a 
postman’s bag on his back, a paper parcel and the Matin in his hand. We 
seemed to dodge through a maze of policemen, and I could not keep up at 
all with the little corporal who began to whistle. From the toll-house “our 
good friend, Madame Gringon,” her hands wrapped in a shawl, watched our 


coming, and against the toll-house there leaned a tiny faded cab. Montez 
vite, vite! said the little corporal, hurling my suit-case, the postman’s bag, 
the paper parcel and the Matin on to the floor. 

“A-ie! A-ie! Do not be so mad. Do not ride yourself. You will be seen,” 
wailed “our good friend, Madame Grincgon.” 

“Ah, je m’en f...” said the little corporal. 

The driver jerked into activity. He lashed the bony horse and away we 
flew, both doors, which were the complete sides of the cab, flapping and 
banging 

“Bon jour, mon amie.” “Bon jour, mon ami.” 

And then we swooped down and clutched at the banging doors. They 
would not keep shut. They were fools of doors. 

“Lean back, let me do it!” I cried. 

“Policemen are as thick as violets everywhere.” 

At the barracks the horse reared up and stopped. A crowd of laughing 
faces blotted the window. 

“Prends ca, mon vieux,” said the little corporal, handing the paper parcel. 

“Tt’s all right,” called someone. 

We waved, we were off again. By a river, down a strange white street, 
with little houses on either side, gay in the late sunlight. 

“Jump out as soon as he stops again. The door will be open. Run straight 
inside. I will follow. The man is already paid. I know you will like the 
house. It is quite white, And the room is white, too, and the people are—” 

“White as snow.” 

We looked at each other. We began to laugh. “Now,” said the little 
corporal. 

Out I flew and in at the door. There stood, presumably, my aunt Julie. 
There in the background hovered, I supposed, my uncle Paul. 

“Bon jour, madame!” “Bon jour, monsieur!” 

“Tt is all right, you are safe,” said my aunt Julie. Heavens, how I loved 
her! And she opened the door of the white room and shut it upon us. Down 
went the suit-case, the postman’s bag, the Matin. I threw my passport up 
into the air, and the little corporal caught it. 

What an extraordinary thing. We had been there to lunch and to dinner 
each day; but now in the dusk and alone I could not find it. I clop-clopped 
in my borrowed sabots through the greasy mud, right to the end of the 
village, and there was not a sign of it. I could not even remember what it 


looked like, or if there was a name painted on the outside, or any bottles or 
tables showing at the window. Already the village houses were sealed for 
the night behind big wooden shutters. Strange and mysterious they looked 
in the ragged drifting light and thin rain, like a company of beggars perched 
on the hill-side, their bosoms full of rich unlawful gold. There was nobody 
about but the soldiers. A group of wounded stood under a lamp-post, 
petting a mangy, shivering dog. Up the street came four big boys singing: 

Dodo, mon homme, fais vit’ dodo... 

and swung off down the hill to their sheds behind the railway station. 
They seemed to take the last breath of the day with them. I began to walk 
slowly back. 

“It must have been one of these houses. I remember it stood far back 
from the road — and there were no steps, not even a porch — one seemed 
to walk right through the window.” 

And then quite suddenly the waiting-boy came out of just such a place. 
He saw me and grinned cheerfully, and began to whistle through his teeth. 

“Bon soir, mon petit.” 

“Bon soir, madame.” And he followed me up the café to our special table, 
right at the far end by the window, and marked by a bunch of violets that I 
had left in a glass there yesterday. 

“You are two?” asked the waiting-boy, flicking the table with a red and 
white cloth. His long swinging steps echoed over the bare floor. He 
disappeared into the kitchen and came back to light the lamp that hung from 
the ceiling under a spreading shade, like a haymaker’s hat. Warm light 
shone on the empty place that was really a barn, set out with dilapidated 
tables and chairs. Into the middle of the room a black stove jutted. At one 
side of it there was a table with a row of bottles on it, behind which 
Madame sat and took the money and made entries in a red book. Opposite 
her desk a door led into the kitchen. The walls were covered with a creamy 
paper patterned all over with green and swollen trees — hundreds and 
hundreds of trees reared their mushroom heads to the ceiling. I began to 
wonder who had chosen the paper and why. Did Madame think it was 
beautiful, or that it was a gay and lovely thing to eat one’s dinner at all 
seasons in the middle of a forest...On either side of the clock there hung a 
picture: one, a young gentleman in black tights wooing a pear-shaped lady 
in yellow over the back of a garden seat, Premier Rencontre; two, the black 
and yellow in amorous confusion, Triomphe d’ Amour. 


The clock ticked to a soothing lilt, C’est ¢a, c’est ca. In the kitchen the 
waiting-boy was washing up. I heard the ghostly chatter of the dishes. 

And years passed. Perhaps the war is long since over — there is no 
village outside at all — the streets are quiet under the grass. I have an idea 
this is the sort of thing one will do on the very last day of all — sit in an 
empty café and listen to a clock ticking until — . 

Madame came through the kitchen door, nodded to me and took her seat 
behind the table, her plump hands folded on the red book. Ping went the 
door. A handful of soldiers came in, took off their coats and began to play 
cards, chaffing and poking fun at the pretty waiting-boy, who threw up his 
little round head, rubbed his thick fringe out of his eyes and cheeked them 
back in his broken voice. Sometimes his voice boomed up from his throat, 
deep and harsh, and then in the middle of a sentence it broke and scattered 
in a funny squeaking. He seemed to enjoy it himself. You would not have 
been surprised if he had walked into the kitchen on his hands and brought 
back your dinner turning a catherine-wheel. 

Ping went the door again. Two more men came in. They sat at the table 
nearest Madame, and she leaned to them with a birdlike movement, her 
head on one side. Oh, they had a grievance! The Lieutenant was a fool — 
nosing about — springing out at them — and they’d only been sewing on 
buttons. Yes, that was all — sewing on buttons, and up comes this young 
spark. “Now then, what are you up to?” They mimicked the idiotic voice. 
Madame drew down her mouth, nodding sympathy. The waiting-boy served 
them with glasses. He took a bottle of some orangecoloured stuff and put it 
on the table-edge. A shout from the card-players made him turn sharply, 
and crash! over went the bottle, spilling on the table, the floor — smash! to 
tinkling atoms. An amazed silence. Through it the drip-drip of the wine 
from the table on to the floor. It looked very strange dropping so slowly, as 
though the table were crying. Then there came a roar from the card-players. 
“You'll catch it, my lad! That’s the style! Now you’ve done it!...Sept, huit, 
neuf.” They started playing again. The waiting-boy never said a word. He 
stood, his head bent, his hands spread out, and then he knelt and gathered 
up the glass, piece by piece, and soaked the wine up with a cloth. Only 
when Madame cried cheerfully, “You wait until be finds out,” did he raise 
his head. 

“He can’t say anything, if I pay for it,” he muttered, his face jerking, and 
he marched off into the kitchen with the soaking cloth. 


“Tl pleure de colére,” said Madame delightedly, patting her hair with her 
plump hands. 

The café slowly filled. It grew very warm. Blue smoke mounted from the 
tables and hung about the haymaker’s hat in misty wreaths. There was a 
suffocating smell of onion soup and boots and damp cloth. In the din the 
door sounded again. It opened to let in a weed of a fellow, who stood with 
his back against it, one hand shading his eyes. 

“Hullo! you’ve got the bandage off?” 

“How does it feel, mon vieux?” 

“Let’s have a look at them.” 

But he made no reply. He shrugged and walked unsteadily to a table, sat 
down and leant against the wall. Slowly his hand fell. In his white face his 
eyes showed, pink as a rabbit’s. They brimmed and spilled, brimmed and 
spilled. He dragged a white cloth out of his pocket and wiped them. 

“It’s the smoke,” said someone. “It’s the smoke tickles them up for you.” 

His comrades watched him a bit, watched his eyes fill again, again brim 
over. The water ran down his face, off his chin on to the table. He rubbed 
the place with his coat-sleeve, and then, as though forgetful, went on 
rubbing, rubbing with his hand across the table, staring in front of him. And 
then he started shaking his head to the movement of his hand. He gave a 
loud strange groan and dragged out the cloth again. 

“Huit, neuf, dix,” said the card-players. 

“P’tit, some more bread.” 

“Two coffees.” 

“Un Picon!” 

The waiting-boy, quite recovered, but with scarlet cheeks, ran to and fro. 
A tremendous quarrel flared up among the card-players, raged for two 
minutes, and died in flickering laughter. “Ooof!” groaned the man with the 
eyes, rocking and mopping. But nobody paid any attention to him except 
Madame. She made a little grimace at her two soldiers. 

“Mais vous savez, c’est un peu dégoatant, ca,” she said severely. 

“Ab, oui, Madame,” answered the soldiers, watching her bent head and 
pretty hands, as she arranged for the hundredth time a frill of lace on her 
lifted bosom. 

“V’la monsieur!” cawed the waiting-boy over his shoulder to me. For 
some silly reason I pretended not to hear, and I leaned over the table 
smelling the violets, until the little corporal’s hand closed over mine. 


“Shall we have un peu de charcuterie to begin with?” he asked tenderly. 

“In England,” said the blue-eyed soldier, “you drink whiskey with your 
meals. N’est-ce pas, mademoiselle? A little glass of whiskey neat before 
eating. Whiskey and soda with your bifteks, and after, more whiskey with 
hot water and lemon.” 

“Ts it true, that?” asked his great friend who sat opposite, a big red-faced 
chap with a black beard and large moist eyes and hair that looked as though 
it had been cut with a sewingmachine. 

“Well, not quite true,” said I. 

“Si, si,” cried the blue-eyed soldier. “I ought to know. I’m in business. 
English travellers come to my place, and it’s always the same thing.” 

“Bah, I can’t stand whiskey,” said the little corporal. “It’s too disgusting 
the morning after. Do you remember, ma fille, the whiskey in that little bar 
at Montmartre?” 

“Souvenir tendre,” sighed Blackbeard, putting two fingers in the breast of 
his coat and letting his head fall. He was very drunk. 

“But I know something that you’ve never tasted,” said the blue-eyed 
soldier pointing a finger at me; “something really good.” 

Cluck he went with his tongue. “E-patant! And the curious thing is that 
you’d hardly know it from whiskey except that it’s” — he felt with his hand 
for the word— “finer, sweeter perhaps, not so sharp, and it leaves you 
feeling gay as a rabbit next morning.” 

“What is it called?” 

“Mirabelle!”’ He rolled the word round his mouth, under his tongue. “Ah- 
ha, that’s the stuff.” 

“T could eat another mushroom,” said Blackbeard. “I would like another 
mushroom very much. I am sure I could eat another mushroom if 
Mademoiselle gave it to me out of her hand.” 

“You ought to try it,” said the blue-eyed soldier, leaning both hands on 
the table and speaking so seriously that I began to wonder how much more 
sober he was than Blackbeard. “You ought to try it, and to-night. I would 
like you to tell me if you don’t think it’s like whiskey.” 

“Perhaps they’ve got it here,” said the little corporal, and he called the 
waiting-boy. “P’tit!” 

“Non, monsieur,” said the boy, who never stopped smiling. He served us 
with dessert plates painted with blue parrots and horned beetles. 


“What is the name for this in English?” said Blackbeard, pointing. I told 
him “Parrot.” 

“Ah, mon Dieu!...Pair-rot...””, He put his arms round his plate. “I love you, 
ma petite pair-rot. You are sweet, you are blonde, you are English. You do 
not know the difference between whiskey and mirabelle.” 

The little corporal and I looked at each other, laughing. He squeezed up 
his eyes when he laughed, so that you saw nothing but the long curly lashes. 

“Well, I know a place where they do keep it,” said the blue-eyed soldier. 
“Café des Amis. We’ll go there — Ill pay — Ill pay for the whole lot of 
us.” His gesture embraced thousands of pounds. 

But with a loud whirring noise the clock on the wall struck half-past 
eight; and no soldier is allowed in a café after eight o’clock at night. 

“Tt is fast,” said the blue-eyed soldier. The little corporal’s watch said the 
same. So did the immense turnip that Blackbeard produced, and carefully 
deposited on the head of one of the horned beetles. 

“Ah, well, we’ll take the risk,” said the blue-eyed soldier, and he thrust 
his arms into his immense cardboard coat. “It’s worth it,” he said. “It’s 
worth it. You just wait.” 

Outside, stars shone between wispy clouds, and the moon fluttered like a 
candle flame over a pointed spire. The shadows of the dark plume-like trees 
waved on the white houses. Not a soul to be seen. No sound to be heard but 
the Hsh! Hsh! of a far-away train, like a big beast shuffling in its sleep. 

“You are cold,” whispered the little corporal. “You are cold, ma fille.” 

“No, really not.” 

“But you are trembling.” 

“Yes, but I’m not cold.” 

“What are the women like in England?” asked Blackbeard. “After the 
war is over I shall go to England. I shall find a little English woman and 
marry her — and her pair-rot.” He gave a loud choking laugh. 

“Fool!” said the blue-eyed soldier, shaking him; and he leant over to me. 
“It is only after the second glass that you really taste it,” he whispered. “The 
second little glass and then — ah! — then you know.” 

Café des Amis gleamed in the moonlight. We glanced quickly up and 
down the road. We ran up the four wooden steps, and opened the ringing 
glass door into a low room lighted with a hanging lamp, where about ten 
people were dining. They were seated on two benches at a narrow table. 


“Soldiers!” screamed a woman, leaping up from behind a white soup- 
tureen — a scrag of a woman in a black shawl. “Soldiers! At this hour! 
Look at that clock, look at it.” And she pointed to the clock with the 
dripping ladle. 

“It’s fast,” said the blue-eyed soldier. It’s fast, madame. And don’t make 
so much noise, I beg of you. We will drink and we will go.” 

“Will you?” she cried, running round the table and planting herself in 
front of us. ““That’s just what you won’t do. Coming into an honest woman’s 
house this hour of the night — making a scene — getting the police after 
you. Ah, no! Ah, no! It’s a disgrace, that’s what it is.” 

“Sh!” said the little corporal, holding up his hand. Dead silence. In the 
silence we heard steps passing. 

“The police,” whispered Blackbeard, winking at a pretty girl with rings in 
her ears, who smiled back at him, saucy. “Sh!” 

The faces lifted, listening. “How beautiful they are!” I thought. “They are 
like a family party having supper in the New Testament...” The steps died 
away. 

“Serve you very well right if you had been caught,” scolded the angry 
woman. “I’m sorry on your account that the police didn’t come. You 
deserve it — you deserve it.” 

“A little glass of mirabelle and we will go,” persisted the blue-eyed 
soldier. 

Still scolding and muttering she took four glasses from the cupboard and 
a big bottle. 

“But you’re not going to drink in here. Don’t you believe it.” The little 
corporal ran into the kitchen. “Not there! Not there!” 

Idiot!” she cried. “Can’t you see there’s a window there, and a wall 
opposite where the police come every evening to...” 

“Sh!” Another scare. 

“You are mad and you will end in prison, — all four of you,” said the 
woman. She flounced out of the room. We tiptoed after her into a dark 
smelling scullery, full of pans of greasy water, of salad leaves and meat- 
bones. 

“There now,” she said, putting down the glasses. “Drink and go!” 

“Ah, at last!” The blue-eyed soldier’s happy voice trickled through the 
dark. “What do you think? Isn’t it just as I said? Hasn’t it got a taste of 
excellent — ex-cellent whiskey?” 


(1915) 


SPRING PICTURES 


I 

It is raining. Big soft drops splash on the people’s hands and cheeks; 
immense warm drops like melted stars. “Here are roses! Here are lilies! 
Here are violets!” caws the old hag in the gutter. But the lilies, bunched 
together in a frill of green, look more like faded cauliflowers. Up and down 
she drags the creaking barrow. A bad, sickly smell comes from it. Nobody 
wants to buy. You must walk in the middle of the road, for there is no room 
on the pavement. Every single shop brims over; every shop shows a tattered 
frill of soiled lace and dirty ribbon to charm and entice you. There are tables 
set out with toy cannons and soldiers and Zeppelins and photograph frames 
complete with ogling beauties. There are immense baskets of yellow straw 
hats piled up like pyramids of pastry, and strings of coloured boots and 
shoes so small that nobody could wear them. One shop 1s full of little 
squares of mackintosh, blue ones for girls and pink ones for boys with Bébé 
printed in the middle of each... 

“Here are lilies! Here are roses! Here are pretty violets!” warbles the old 
hag, bumping into another barrow. But this barrow 1s still. It is heaped with 
lettuces. Its owner, a fat old woman, sprawls across, fast asleep, her nose in 
the lettuce roots...Who is ever going to buy anything here...? The sellers are 
women. They sit on little canvas stools, dreamy and vacant looking. Now 
and again one of them gets up and takes a feather duster, like a smoky torch, 
and flicks it over a thing or two and then sits down again. Even the old man 
in tangerine spectacles with a balloon of a belly, who turns the revolving 
stand of ‘comic’ postcards round and round cannot decide... 

Suddenly, from the empty shop at the corner a piano strikes up, and a 
violin and flute join in. The windows of the shop are scrawled over — New 
Songs. First Floor. Entrance Free. But the windows of the first floor being 
open, nobody bothers to go up. They hang about grinning as the harsh 
voices float out into the warm rainy air. At the doorway there stands a lean 
man in a pair of burst carpet slippers. He has stuck a feather through the 
broken rim of his hat; with what an air he wears it! The feather is 
magnificent. It is gold epaulettes, frogged coat, white kid gloves, gilded 
cane. He swaggers under it and the voice rolls off his chest, rich and ample. 


“Come up! Come up! Here are the new songs! Each singer is an artiste of 
European reputation. The orchestra is famous and second to none. You can 
stay as long as you like. It is the chance of a lifetime, and once missed 
never to return!” But nobody moves. Why should they? They know all 
about those girls — those famous artistes. One is dressed in cream 
cashmere and one in blue. Both have dark crimped hair and a pink rose 
pinned over the ear... They know all about the pianist’s button boots — the 
left foot — the pedal foot — burst over the bunion on his big toe. The 
violinist’s bitten nails, the long, far too long cuffs of the flute player — all 
these things are as old as the new songs. 

For a long time the music goes on and the proud voice thunders. Then 
somebody calls down the stairs and the showman, still with his grand air, 
disappears. The voices cease. The piano, the violin and the flute dribble into 
quiet. Only the lace curtain gives a wavy sign of life from the first floor. 

It is raining still; it is getting dusky...Here are roses! Here are lilies! Who 
will buy my violets?... 

II. 

Hope! You misery — you sentimental, faded female! Break your last 
string and have done with it. I shall go mad with your endless thrumming; 
my heart throbs to it and every little pulse beats in time. It is morning. I lie 
in the empty bed — the huge bed big as a field and as cold and unsheltered. 
Through the shutters the sunlight comes up from the river and flows over 
the ceiling in trembling waves. I hear from outside a hammer tapping, and 
far below in the house a door swings open and shuts. Is this my room? Are 
those my clothes folded over an armchair? Under the pillow, sign and 
symbol of a lonely woman, ticks my watch. The bell jangles. Ah! At last! I 
leap out of bed and run to the door. Play faster — faster — Hope! 

“Your milk, Mademoiselle,” says the concierge, gazing at me severely. 

“Ah, thank you,” I cry, gaily swinging the milk bottle. “No letters for 
me?” 

“Nothing, mademoiselle.” 

“But the postman — he has called already?” 

“A long half-hour ago, mademoiselle.” 

Shut the door. Stand in the little passage a moment. Listen — listen for 
her hated twanging. Coax her — court her — implore her to play just once 
that charming little thing for one string only. In vain. 

II. 


Across the river, on the narrow stone path that fringes the bank, a woman 
is walking. She came down the steps from the Quay, walking slowly, one 
hand on her hip. It is a beautiful evening; the sky is the colour of lilac and 
the river of violet leaves. There are big bright trees along the path full of 
trembling light, and the boats, dancing up and down, send heavy curls of 
foam rippling almost to her feet. Now she has stopped. Now she has turned 
suddenly. She is leaning up against a tree, her hands over her face; she is 
crying. And now she is walking up and down wringing her hands. Again 
she leans against the tree, her back against it, her head raised and her hands 
clasped as though she leaned against someone dear. Round her shoulders 
she wears a little grey shawl; she covers her face with the ends of it and 
rocks to and fro. 

But one cannot cry for ever, so at last she becomes serious and quiet, 
patting her hair into place, smoothing her apron. She walks a step or two. 
No, too soon, too soon! Again her arms fly up — she runs back — again 
she is blotted against the tall tree. Squares of gold light show in the houses; 
the street lamps gleam through the new leaves; yellow fans of light follow 
the dancing boats. For a moment she is a blur against the tree, white, grey 
and black, melting into the stones and the shadows. And then she is gone. 

(1915) 


LATE AT NIGHT 


(Virginia is seated by the fire. Her outdoor things are thrown on a chair; 
her boots are faintly steaming in the fender.) 

Virginia (laying the letter down): I don’t like this letter at all — not at all. 
I wonder if he means it to be so snubbing — or if it’s just his way. (Reads). 
“Many thanks for the socks. As I have had five pairs sent me lately, I am 
sure you will be pleased to hear I gave yours to a friend in my company.” 
No; it can’t be my fancy. He must have meant it; it is a dreadful snub. 

Oh, I wish I hadn’t sent him that letter telling him to take care of himself. 
I’d give anything to have that letter back. I wrote it on a Sunday evening, 
too — that was so fatal. I never ought to write letters on Sunday evenings 
— | always let myself go so. I can’t think why Sunday evenings always 
have such a funny effect on me. I simply yearn to have someone to write to 
— or to love. Yes, that’s it; they make me feel sad and full of love. Funny, 
isn’t it! 

I must start going to church again; it’s fatal sitting in front of the fire and 
thinking. There are the hymns, too; one can let oneself go so safely in the 
hymns. (She croons) “And then for those our Dearest and our Best” — (but 
her eye lights on the next sentence in the letter). “It was most kind of you to 
have knitted them yourself.” Really! Really, that is too much! Men are 
abominably arrogant! He actually imagines that I knitted them myself. 
Why, I hardly know him; I’ve only spoken to him a few times. Why on 
earth should I knit him socks? He must think I am far gone to throw myself 
at his head like that. For it certainly is throwing oneself at a man’s head to 
knit him socks — if he’s almost a stranger. Buying him an odd pair is a 
different matter altogether. No; I shan’t write to him again — that’s definite. 
And, besides, what would be the use? I might get really keen on him and 
he’d never care a straw for me. Men don’t. 

I wonder why it is that after a certain point I always seem to repel people. 
Funny, isn’t it! They like me at first; they think me uncommon, or original; 
but then immediately I want to show them — even give them a hint — that 
I like them, they seem to get frightened and begin to disappear. I suppose I 
shall get embittered about it later on. Perhaps they know somehow that I’ve 
got so much to give. Perhaps it’s that that frightens them. Oh, I feel I’ve got 


such boundless, boundless love to give to somebody — I would care for 
somebody so utterly and so completely — watch over them — keep 
everything horrible away — and make them feel that if ever they wanted 
anything done I lived to do it. If only I felt that somebody wanted me, that I 
was of use to somebody, I should become a different person. Yes; that is the 
secret of life for me — to feel loved, to feel wanted, to know that somebody 
leaned on me for everything absolutely — for ever. And I am strong, and 
far, far richer than most women. I am sure that most women don’t have this 
tremendous yearning to — express themselves. I suppose that’s it — to 
come into flower, almost. I’m all folded and shut away in the dark, and 
nobody cares. I suppose that is why I feel this tremendous tenderness for 
plants and sick animals and birds — it’s one way of getting rid of this 
wealth, this burden of love. And then, of course, they are so helpless — 
that’s another thing. But I have a feeling that if a man were really in love 
with you he’d be just as helpless, too. Yes, I am sure that men are very 
helpless... 

I don’t know why, I feel inclined to cry tonight. Certainly not because of 
this letter; it isn’t half important enough. But I keep wondering if things will 
ever change or if I shall go on like this until I am old — just wanting and 
wanting. I’m not as young as I was even now. I’ve got lines, and my skin 
isn’t a bit what it used to be. I never was really pretty, not in the ordinary 
way, but I did have lovely skin and lovely hair — and I walked well. I only 
caught sight of myself in a glass to-day — stooping and shuffling along...I 
looked dowdy and elderly. Well, no; perhaps not quite as bad as that; I 
always exaggerate about myself. But I’m faddy about things now — that’s a 
sign of age, I’m sure. The wind — I can’t bear being blown about in the 
wind now; and I hate having wet feet. I never used to care about those 
things — I used almost to revel in them — they made me feel so one with 
Nature in a way. But now I get cross and I want to cry and I yearn for 
something to make me forget. I suppose that’s why women take to drink. 
Funny, isn’t it! 

The fire is going out. Pll burn this letter. What’s it to me? Pooh! I don’t 
care. What is it to me? The five other women can send him socks! And I 
don’t suppose he was a bit what I imagined. I can just hear him saying, “It 
was most kind of you, to have knitted them yourself.” He has a fascinating 
voice. I think it was his voice that attracted me to him — and his hands; 
they looked so strong — they were such man’s hands. Oh, well, don’t 


sentimentalise over it; burn it!...No, I can’t now — the fire’s gone out. [Il 
go to bed. I wonder if he really meant to be snubbing. Oh, I am tired. Often 
when I go to bed now I want to pull the clothes over my head — and just 
cry. Funny, isn’t it! 

(1917) 


TWO TUPPENNY ONES, PLEASE 


Lady: Yes, there is, dear; there’s plenty of room. If the lady next to me 
would move her seat and sit opposite... Would you mind? So that my friend 
may sit next to me...Thank you so much! Yes, dear, both the cars on war 
work; I’m getting quite used to ‘buses. Of course, if we go to the theatre, I 
‘phone Cynthia. She’s still got one car. Her chauffeur’s been called 
up...Ages ago...Killed by now, I think. I can’t quite remember. I don’t like 
her new man at all. I don’t mind taking any reasonable risk, but he’s so 
obstinate — he charges everything he sees. Heaven alone knows what 
would happen if he rushed into something that wouldn’t swerve aside. But 
the poor creature’s got a withered arm, and something the matter with one 
of his feet, I believe she told me. I suppose that’s what makes him so 
careless. I mean — well!...Don’t you know... 

Friend...? 

Lady. Yes, she’s sold it. My dear, it was far too small. There were only 
ten bedrooms, you know. There were only ten bedrooms in that house. 
Extraordinary! One wouldn’t believe it from the outside — would one? And 
with the governesses and the nurses — and so on. All the menservants had 
to sleep out... You know what that means. 

Friend...!! 

Conductor. Fares, please. Pass your fares along. 

Lady. How much is it? Tuppence, isn’t it? Two tuppenny ones, please. 
Don’t bother — I’ve got some coppers, somewhere or other. 

Friend...! 

Lady. No, it’s all right. ’ve got some — if only I can find them. 

Conductor. Parse your fares, please. 

Friend...! 

Lady. Really? So I did. I remember now. Yes, I paid coming. Very well, 
I'll let you, just this once. War time, my dear. 

Conductor. ‘Ow far do you want ter go? 

Lady. To the Boltons. 

Conductor. Another ‘a’penny each. 

Lady. No — oh, no! I only paid tuppence coming. Are you quite sure? 

Conductor (savagely). Read it on the board for yourself. 


Lady. Oh, very well. Here’s another penny. (To friend): “Isn’t it 
extraordinary how disobliging these men are? After all, he’s paid to do his 
job. But they are nearly all alike. ’'ve heard these motor ‘buses affect the 
spine after a time. I suppose that’s it... You’ve heard about Teddie — haven’t 
you?” 

Friend... 

Lady. He’s got his...He’s got his...Now what is it? Whatever can it be? 
How ridiculous of me! 

Friend...? 

Lady. Oh, no! He’s been a Major for ages. 

Friend...? 

Lady. Colonel? Oh, no, my dear, it’s something much higher than that. 
Not his company — he’s had his company a long time. Not his battalion... 

Friend...? 

Lady. Regiment! Yes, I believe it is his regiment. But what I was going to 
say is he’s been made a...Oh, how silly I am! What’s higher than a 
Brigadier-General? Yes, I believe that’s it. Chief of Staff. Of course, Mrs. 
T.’s frightfully gratified. 

Friend... 

Lady. Oh, my dear, everybody goes over the top nowadays. Whatever his 
position may be. And Teddy is such a sport, I really don’t see how...Too 
dreadful — isn’t it! 

Friend...? 

Lady. Didn’t you know? She’s at the War Office, and doing very well. I 
believe she got a rise the other day. She’s something to do with notifying 
the deaths, or finding the missing. I don’t know exactly what it is. At any 
rate, she says it is too depressing for words, and she has to read the most 
heartrending letters from parents, and so on. Happily, they’re a very cheery 
little group in her room — all officers’ wives, and they make their own tea, 
and get cakes in turn from Stewart’s. She has one afternoon a week off, 
when she shops or has her hair waved. Last time she and I went to see 
Yvette’s Spring Show. 

Friend...? 

Lady. No, not really. I’m getting frightfully sick of these coat-frocks, 
aren’t you? I mean, as I was saying to her, what is the use of paying an 
enormous price for having one made by Yvette, when you can’t really tell 
the difference, in the long run, between it and one of those cheap ready- 


made ones. Of course, one has the satisfaction for oneself of knowing that 
the material is good, and so on — but it looks nothing. No; I advised her to 
get a good coat and skirt. For, after all, a good coat and skirt always tells. 
Doesn’t it? 

Friend...! 

Lady. Yes, I didn’t tell her that — but that’s what I had in mind. She’s 
much too fat for those coat-frocks. She goes out far too much at the hips. I 
half ordered a rather lovely indefinite blue one for myself, trimmed with the 
new lobster red...I’ve lost my good Kate, you know. 

Friend...! 

Lady. Yes, isn’t it annoying! Just when I got her more or less trained. But 
she went off her head, like they all do nowadays, and decided that she 
wanted to go into munitions. I told her when she gave notice that she would 
go on the strict understanding that if she got a job (which I think is highly 
improbable), she was not to come back and disturb the other servants. 

Conductor (savagely). Another penny each, if you’re going on. 

Lady. Oh, we’re there. How extraordinary! I never should have noticed... 

Friend...? 

Lady. Tuesday? Bridge on Tuesday? No, dear, I’m afraid I can’t manage 
Tuesday. I trot out the wounded every Tuesday you know. I let cook take 
them to the Zoo, or some place like that — don’t you know. Wednesday — 
I’m perfectly free on Wednesday. 

Conductor. It’I] be Wednesday before you get off the “bus if you don’t 
“urry up. 

Lady. That’s quite enough, my man. 

Friend...!! 
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THE BLACK CAP 


(A lady and her husband are seated at breakfast. He is quite calm, reading 
the newspaper and eating; but she is strangely excited, dressed for 
travelling, and only pretending to eat.) 

She. Oh, if you should want your flannel shirts, they are on the right-hand 
bottom shelf of the linen press. 

He (at a board meeting of the Meat Export Company). No. 

She. You didn’t hear what I said. I said if you should want your flannel 
shirts, they are on the right-hand bottom shelf of the linen press. 

He (positively). I quite agree! 

She. It does seem rather extraordinary that on the very morning that I am 
going away you cannot leave the newspaper alone for five minutes. 

He (mildly). My dear woman, I don’t want you to go. In fact, I have 
asked you not to go. I can’t for the life of me see... 

She. You know perfectly well that I am only going because I absolutely 
must. I’ve been putting it off and putting it off, and the dentist said last 
time... 

He. Good! Good! Don’t let’s go over the ground again. We’ve thrashed it 
out pretty thoroughly, haven’t we? 

Servant. Cab’s here, m’m. 

She. Please put my luggage in. 

Servant. Very good, m’m. 

(She gives a tremendous sigh.) 

He. You haven’t got too much time if you want to catch that train. 

She. I know. I’m going. (In a changed tone.) Darling, don’t let us part like 
this. It makes me feel so wretched. Why is it that you always seem to take a 
positive delight in spoiling my enjoyment? 

He. I don’t think going to the dentist is so positively enjoyable. 

She. Oh, you know that’s not what I mean. You’re only saying that to 
hurt me. You know you are begging the question. 

He (laughing). And you are losing your train. You’ll be back on Thursday 
evening, won’t you? 

She (in a low, desperate voice). Yes, on Thursday evening. Good-bye, 
then. (Comes over to him, and takes his head in her hands.) Is there 


anything really the matter? Do at least look at me. Don’t you — care — at 
— all? 

He. My darling girl! This is like an exit on the cinema. 

She (letting her hands fall). Very well. Good-bye. (Gives a quick tragic 
glance round the dining-room and goes.) 

(On the way to the station.) 

She. How strange life is! I didn’t think I should feel like this at all. All 
the glamour seems to have gone, somehow. Oh, I’d give anything for the 
cab to turn round and go back. The most curious thing is that I feel if he 
really had made me believe he loved me it would have been much easier to 
have left him. But that’s absurd. How strong the hay smells. It’s going to be 
a very hot day. I shall never see these fields again. Never! never! But in 
another way I am glad that it happened like this; it puts me so finally, 
absolutely in the right for ever! He doesn’t want a woman at all. A woman 
has no meaning for him. He’s not the type of man to care deeply for 
anybody except himself. I’ve become the person who remembers to take the 
links out of his shirts before they go to the wash — that is all! And that’s 
not enough for me. I’m young — I’m too proud. I’m not the type of woman 
to vegetate in the country and rave over “our” own lettuces... 

What you have been trying to do, ever since you married me is to make 
me submit, to turn me into your shadow, to rely on me so utterly that you’d 
only to glance up to find the right time printed on me somehow, as if I were 
a clock. You have never been curious about me; you never wanted to 
explore my soul. No; you wanted me to settle down to your peaceful 
existence. Oh! how your blindness has outraged me — how I hate you for 
it! Iam glad — thankful — thankful to have left you! I’m not a green girl; I 
am not conceited, but I do know my powers. It’s not for nothing that I’ve 
always longed for riches and passion and freedom, and felt that they were 
mine by right. (She leans against the buttoned back of the cab and 
murmurs.) “You are a Queen. Let mine be the joy of giving you your 
kingdom.” (She smiles at her little royal hands.) I wish my heart didn’t beat 
so hard. It really hurts me. It tires me so and excites me so. It’s like 
someone in a dreadful hurry beating against a door...This cab is only 
crawling along; we shall never be at the station at this rate. Hurry! Hurry! 
My love, I am coming as quickly as ever I can. Yes, I am suffering just like 
you. It’s dreadful, isn’t it unbearable — this last half-hour without each 
other...Oh, God! the horse has begun to walk again. Why doesn’t he beat the 


great strong brute of a thing...Our wonderful life! We shall travel all over 
the world together. The whole world shall be ours because of our love. Oh, 
be patient! I am coming as fast as I possibly can...Ah, now it’s downhill; 
now we really are going faster. (An old man attempts to cross the road.) Get 
out of my way, you old fool! He deserves to be run over...Dearest — 
dearest; I am nearly there. Only be patient! 

(At the station.) 

Put it in a first-class smoker...There’s plenty of time after all. A full ten 
minutes before the train goes. No wonder he’s not here. I mustn’t appear to 
be looking for him. But I must say I’m disappointed. I never dreamed of 
being the first to arrive. I thought he would have been here and engaged a 
carriage and bought papers and flowers...How curious! I absolutely saw in 
my mind a paper of pink carnations...He knows how fond I am of 
carnations. But pink ones are not my favourites. I prefer dark red or pale 
yellow. He really will be late if he doesn’t come now. The guard has begun 
to shut the doors. Whatever can have happened? Something dreadful. 
Perhaps at the last moment he has shot himself...1 could not bear the 
thought of ruining your life...But you are not ruining my life. Ah, where are 
you? I shall have to get into the carriage...Who is this? That’s not him! It 
can’t be — yes, it is. What on earth has he got on his head? A black cap. 
But how awful! He’s utterly changed. What can he be wearing a black cap 
for? I wouldn’t have known him. How absurd he looks coming towards me, 
smiling, in that appalling cap! 

He. My darling, I shall never forgive myself. But the most absurd, tragic- 
comic thing happened. (They get into the carriage.) I lost my hat. It simply 
disappeared. I had half the hotel looking for it. Not a sign! So finally, in 
despair, I had to borrow this from another man who was staying there. (The 
train moves off.) You’re not angry. (Tries to take her in his arms.) 

She. Don’t! We’re not even out of the station yet. 

He (ardently). Great God! What do I care if the whole world were to see 
us? (Tries to take her in his arms.) My wonder! My joy! 

She. Please don’t! I hate being kissed in trains. 

He (profoundly hurt). Oh, very well. You are angry. It’s serious. You 
can’t get over the fact that I was late. But if you only knew the agony I 
suffered... 

She. How can you think I could be so small-minded? I am not angry at 
all. 


He. Then why won’t you let me kiss you? 

She (laughing hysterically). You look so different somehow — almost a 
Stranger. 

He (jumps up and looks at himself in the glass anxiously, and fatuously, 
she decides). But it’s all right, isn’t it? 

She. Oh, quite all right; perfectly all right. Oh, oh, oh! (She begins to 
laugh and cry with rage.) 

(They arrive). 

She (while he gets a cab). I must get over this. It’s an obsession. It’s 
incredible that anything should change a man so. I must tell him. Surely it’s 
quite simple to say: Don’t you think now that you are in the city you had 
better buy yourself a hat? But that will make him realise how frightful the 
cap has been. And the extraordinary thing is that he doesn’t realise it 
himself. I mean if he has looked at himself in the glass, and doesn’t think 
that cap too ridiculous, how different our points of view must be...How 
deeply different! I mean, if I had seen him in the street I would have said I 
could not possibly love a man who wore a cap like that. I couldn’t even 
have got to know him. He isn’t my style at all. (She looks round.) 
Everybody is smiling at it. Well, I don’t wonder! The way it makes his ears 
stick out, and the way it makes him have no back to his head at all. 

He. The cab is ready, my darling. (They get in.) 

He (tries to take her hand). The miracle that we two should be driving 
together, so simply, like this. 

(She arranges her veil.) 

He (tries to take her hand, very ardent). Pll engage one room, my love. 

She. Oh, no! Of course you must take two. 

He. But don’t you think it would be wiser not to create suspicion? 

She. I must have my own room. (To herself.) You can hang your cap 
behind your own door! (She begins to laugh hysterically.) 

He. Ah! thank God! My queen is her happy self again! 

(At the hotel.) 

Manager. Yes, Sir, I quite understand. I think I’ve got the very thing for 
you, Sir. Kindly step this way. (He takes them into a small sitting-room, 
with a bedroom leading out of it.) This would suit you nicely, wouldn’t it? 
And if you liked, we could make you up a bed on the sofa. 

He. Oh, admirable! Admirable! 

(The Manager goes). 


She (furious). But I told you I wanted a room to myself. What a trick to 
play upon me! I told you I did not want to share a room. How dare you treat 
me like this? (She mimics.) Admirable! Admirable! I shall never forgive 
you for that! 

He (overcome). Oh, God, what is happening! I don’t understand — I’m 
in the dark. Why have you suddenly, on this day of days, ceased to love 
me? What have I done? Tell me! 

She (sinks on the sofa). I’m very tired. If you do love me, please leave 
me alone. I — I only want to be alone for a little. 

He (tenderly). Very well. I shall try to understand. I do begin to 
understand. Ill go out for half-an-hour, and then, my love, you may feel 
calmer. (He looks round, distracted.) 

She. What is it? 

He. My heart — you are sitting on my cap. (She gives a positive scream 
and moves into the bedroom. He goes. She waits a moment, and then puts 
down her veil, and takes up her suitcase.) 

(In the tax1.) 

She. Yes, Waterloo. (She leans back.) Ah, I’ve escaped — I’ve escaped! I 
shall just be in time to catch the afternoon train home. Oh, it’s like a dream 
— [ll be home before supper. Ill tell him that the city was too hot or the 
dentist away. What does it matter? I’ve a right to my own home...It will be 
wonderful driving up from the station; the fields will smell so delicious. 
There is cold fowl for supper left over from yesterday, and orange jelly...I 
have been mad, but now I am sane again. Oh, my husband! 
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A SUBURBAN FAIRY TALE 


Mr. and Mrs. B. sat at breakfast in the cosy red dining-room of their “snug 
little crib just under half-an-hour’s run from the City.” 

There was a good fire in the grate — for the dining-room was the living- 
room as well — the two windows overlooking the cold empty garden patch 
were closed, and the air smelled agreeably of bacon and eggs, toast and 
coffee. Now that this rationing business was really over Mr. B. made a point 
of a thoroughly good tuck-in before facing the very real perils of the day. 
He didn’t mind who knew it he was a true Englishman about his 
breakfast — he had to have it; he’d cave in without it, and if you told him 
that these Continental chaps could get through half the morning’s work he 
did on a roll and a cup of coffee — you simply didn’t know what you were 
talking about. 

Mr. B. was a stout youngish man who hadn’t been able — worse luck — 
to chuck his job and join the Army; he’d tried for four years to get another 
chap to take his place but it was no go. He sat at the head of the table 
reading the Daily Mail. Mrs. B. was a youngish plump little body, rather 
like a pigeon. She sat opposite, preening herself behind the coffee set and 
keeping an eye of warning love on little B. who perched between them, 
swathed in a napkin and tapping the top of a soft-boiled egg. 

Alas! Little B. was not at all the child that such parents had every right to 
expect. He was no fat little trot, no dumpling, no firm little pudding. He was 
under-sized for his age, with legs like macaroni, tiny claws, soft, soft hair 
that felt like mouse fur, and big wide-open eyes. For some strange reason 
everything in life seemed the wrong size for Little B. — too big and too 
violent. Everything knocked him over, took the wind out of his feeble sails 
and left him gasping and frightened. Mr. and Mrs. B. were quite powerless 
to prevent this; they could only pick him up after the mischief was done — 
and try to set him going again. And Mrs. B. loved him as only weak 
children are loved — and when Mr. B. thought what a marvellous little chap 
he was too — thought of the spunk of the little man, he — well he — by 
George — he... 

“Why aren’t there two kinds of eggs?” said Little B. “Why aren’t there 
little eggs for children and big eggs like what this one is for grown-ups?” 


“Scotch hares,” said Mr. B. “Fine Scotch hares for 5s. 3d. How about 
getting one, old girl?” 

“It would be a nice change, wouldn’t it?” said Mrs. B. “Jugged.” 

And they looked across at each other and there floated between them the 
Scotch hare in its rich gravy with stuffing balls and a white pot of red- 
currant jelly accompanying it. 

“We might have had it for the week-end,” said Mrs. B. “But the butcher 
has promised me a nice little sirloin and it seems a pity”...Yes, it did and 
yet...Dear me, it was very difficult to decide. The hare would have been 
such a change — on the other hand, could you beat a really nice little 
sirloin? 

“There’s hare soup, too,” said Mr. B. drumming his fingers on the table. 
“Best soup in the world!” 

“O-Oh!” cried Little B. so suddenly and sharply that it gave them quite a 
start— “Look at the whole lot of sparrows flown on to our lawn” — he 
waved his spoon. “Look at them,” he cried. “Look!” And while he spoke, 
even though the windows were closed, they heard a loud shrill cheeping and 
chirping from the garden. 

“Get on with your breakfast like a good boy, do,” said his mother, and his 
father said, “You stick to the egg, old man, and look sharp about it.” 

“But look at them — look at them all hopping,” he cried. “They don’t 
keep still not for a minute. Do you think they’re hungry, father?” 

Cheek-a-cheep-cheep-cheek! cried the sparrows. 

“Best postpone it perhaps till next week,” said Mr. B., “and trust to luck 
they’re still to be had then.” 

“Yes, perhaps that would be wiser,” said Mrs. B. 

Mr. B. picked another plum out of his paper. 

“Have you bought any of those controlled dates yet?” 

“TI managed to get two pounds yesterday,” said Mrs. B. 

“Well a date pudding’s a good thing,” said Mr. B. And they looked across 
at each other and there floated between them a dark round pudding covered 
with creamy sauce. “It would be a nice change, wouldn’t it?” said Mrs. B. 

Outside on the grey frozen grass the funny eager sparrows hopped and 
fluttered. They were never for a moment still. They cried, flapped their 
ungainly wings. Little B., his egg finished, got down, took his bread and 
marmalade to eat at the window. 


“Do let us give them some crumbs,” he said. “Do open the window, 
father, and throw them something. Father, please!” 

“Oh, don’t nag, child,” said Mrs. B., and his father said— “Can’t go 
opening windows, old man. You’d get your head bitten off.” 

“But they’re hungry,” cried Little B., and the sparrows’ little voices were 
like ringing of little knives being sharpened. Cheek-a-cheep-cheep-cheek! 
they cried. 

Little B. dropped his bread and marmalade inside the china flower pot in 
front of the window. He slipped behind the thick curtains to see better, and 
Mr. and Mrs. B. went on reading about what you could get now without 
coupons — no more ration books after May — a glut of cheese — a glut of 
it — whole cheeses revolved in the air between them like celestial bodies. 

Suddenly as Little B. watched the sparrows on the grey frozen grass, they 
grew, they changed, still flapping and squeaking. They turned into tiny little 
boys, in brown coats, dancing, jigging outside, up and down outside the 
window squeaking, “Want something to eat, want something to eat!” Little 
B. held with both hands to the curtain. “Father,” he whispered, “Father! 
They’re not sparrows. They’re little boys. Listen, Father!” But Mr. and Mrs. 
B. would not hear. He tried again. “Mother,” he whispered. “Look at the 
little boys. They’re not sparrows, Mother!” But nobody noticed his 
nonsense. 

“All this talk about famine,” cried Mr. B., “all a Fake, all a Blind.” 

With white shining faces, their arms flapping in the big coats, the little 
boys danced. “Want something to eat — want something to eat.” 

“Father,” muttered Little B. “Listen, Father! Mother, listen, please!” 

“Really!” said Mrs. B. “The noise those birds are making! I’ve never 
heard such a thing.” 

“Fetch me my shoes, old man,” said Mr. B. 

Cheek-a-cheep-cheep-cheek! said the sparrows. 

Now where had that child got to? “Come and finish your nice cocoa, my 
pet,” said Mrs. B. 

Mr. B. lifted the heavy cloth and whispered, “Come on, Rover,” but no 
little dog was there. 

“He’s behind the curtain,” said Mrs. B. 

“He never went out of the room,” said Mr. B. 

Mrs. B. went over to the window, and Mr. B. followed. And they looked 
out. There on the grey frozen grass, with a white white face, the little boy’s 


thin arms flapping like wings, in front of them all, the smallest, tiniest was 
Little B. Mr. and Mrs. B. heard his voice above all the voices, “Want 
something to eat, want something to eat.” 

Somehow, somehow, they opened the window. “You shall! All of you. 
Come in at once. Old man! Little man!” 

But it was too late. The little boys were changed into sparrows again, and 
away they flew — out of sight — out of call. 
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CARNATION 


On those hot days Eve — curious Eve — always carried a flower. She 
snuffed it and snuffed it, twirled it in her fingers, laid it against her cheek, 
held it to her lips, tickled Katie’s neck with it, and ended, finally, by pulling 
it to pieces and eating it, petal by petal. 

“Roses are delicious, my dear Katie,” she would say, standing in the dim 
cloak room, with a strange decoration of flowery hats on the hat pegs 
behind her— “but carnations are simply divine! They taste like — like — 
ah well!” And away her little thin laugh flew, fluttering among those huge, 
strange flower heads on the wall behind her. (But how cruel her little thin 
laugh was! It had a long sharp beak and claws and two bead eyes, thought 
fanciful Katie.) 

To-day it was a carnation. She brought a carnation to the French class, a 
deep, deep red one, that looked as though it had been dipped in wine and 
left in the dark to dry. She held it on the desk before her, half shut her eyes 
and smiled. 

“Tsn’t it a darling?” said she. But 

“Un peu de silence, s’il vous plait,” came from M. Hugo. Oh, bother! It 
was too hot! Frightfully hot! Grilling simply! 

The two square windows of the French Room were open at the bottom 
and the dark blinds drawn half way down. Although no air came in, the 
blind cord swung out and back and the blind lifted. But really there was not 
a breath from the dazzle outside. 

Even the girls, in the dusky room, in their pale blouses, with stiff 
butterfly-bow hair ribbons perched on their hair, seemed to give off a warm, 
weak light, and M. Hugo’s white waistcoat gleamed like the belly of a 
shark. 

Some of the girls were very red in the face and some were white. Vera 
Holland had pinned up her black curls a la japonaise with a penholder and a 
pink pencil; she looked charming. Francie Owen pushed her sleeves nearly 
up to the shoulders, and then she inked the little blue vein in her elbow, shut 
her arm together, and then looked to see the mark it made; she had a passion 
for inking herself; she always had a face drawn on her thumb nail, with 
black, forked hair. Sylvia Mann took off her collar and tie, took them off 


simply, and laid them on the desk beside her, as calm as if she were going to 
wash her hair in her bedroom at home. She had a nerve! Jennie Edwards 
tore a leaf out of her notebook and wrote “Shall we ask old Hugo-Wugo to 
give us a thrippenny vanilla on the way home!!!” and passed it across to 
Connie Baker, who turned absolutely purple and nearly burst out crying. All 
of them lolled and gaped, staring at the round clock, which seemed to have 
grown paler, too; the hands scarcely crawled. 

“Un peu de silence, s’il vous plait,” came from M. Hugo. He held up a 
puffy hand. “Ladies, as it is so ‘ot we will take no more notes to-day, but I 
will read you,” and he paused and smiled a broad, gentle smile, “a little 
French poetry.” 

“Go — od God!” moaned Francie Owen. 

M. Hugo’s smile deepened. “Well, Mees Owen, you need not attend. You 
can paint yourself. You can ‘ave my red ink as well as your black one.” 

How well they knew the little blue book with red edges that he tugged 
out of his coat tail pocket! It had a green silk marker embroidered in forget- 
me-nots. They often giggled at 1t when he handed the book round. Poor old 
Hugo-Wugo! He adored reading poetry. He would begin, softly and calmly, 
and then gradually his voice would swell and vibrate and gather itself 
together, then it would be pleading and imploring and entreating, and then 
rising, rising triumphant, until it burst into light, as it were, and then — 
gradually again, it ebbed, it grew soft and warm and calm and died down 
into nothingness. 

The great difficulty was, of course, if you felt at all feeble, not to get the 
most awful fit of the giggles. Not because it was funny, really, but because 
it made you feel uncomfortable, queer, silly, and somehow ashamed for old 
Hugo-Wugo. But — oh dear — if he was going to inflict it on them in this 
heat...! 

“Courage, my pet,” said Eve, kissing the languid carnation. 

He began, and most of the girls fell forward, over the desks, their heads 
on their arms, dead at the first shot. Only Eve and Katie sat upright and still. 
Katie did not know enough French to understand, but Eve sat listening, her 
eyebrows raised, her eyes half veiled, and a smile that was like the shadow 
of her cruel little laugh, like the wing shadows of that cruel little laugh 
fluttering over her lips. She made a warm, white cup of her fingers — the 
carnation inside. Oh, the scent! It floated across to Katie. It was too much. 
Katie turned away to the dazzling light outside the window. 


Down below, she knew, there was a cobbled courtyard with stable 
buildings round it. That was why the French Room always smelled faintly 
of ammonia. It wasn’t unpleasant; it was even part of the French language 
for Katie — something sharp and vivid and — and — biting! 

Now she could hear a man clatter over the cobbles and the jing-jang of 
the pails he carried. And now Hoo-hor-her! Hoo-hor-her! as he worked the 
pump, and a great gush of water followed. Now he was flinging the water 
over something, over the wheels of a carriage, perhaps. And she saw the 
wheel, propped up, clear of the ground, spinning round, flashing scarlet and 
black, with great drops glancing off it. And all the while he worked the man 
kept up a high bold whistling, that skimmed over the noise of the water as a 
bird skims over the sea. He went away — he came back again leading a 
cluttering horse. 

Hoo-hor-her! Hoo-hor-her! came from the pump. Now he dashed the 
water over the horse’s legs and then swooped down and began brushing. 

She saw him simply — in a faded shirt, his sleeves rolled up, his chest 
bare, all splashed with water — and as he whistled, loud and free, and as he 
moved, swooping and bending, Hugo-Wugo’s voice began to warm, to 
deepen, to gather together, to swing, to rise — somehow or other to keep 
time with the man outside (Oh, the scent of Eve’s carnation!) until they 
became one great rushing, rising, trrumphant thing, bursting into light, and 
then — 

The whole room broke into pieces. 

“Thank you, ladies,” cried M. Hugo, bobbing at his high desk, over the 
wreckage. 

And “Keep it, dearest,” said Eve. “Souvenir tendre,” and she popped the 
carnation down the front of Katie’s blouse. 
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SEE-SAW 

Spring. As the people leave the road for the grass their eyes become fixed 
and dreamy like the eyes of people wading in the warm sea. There are no 
daisies yet, but the sweet smell of the grass rises, rises in tiny waves the 
deeper they go. The trees are in full leaf. As far as one can see there are 
fans, hoops, tall rich plumes of various green. A light wind shakes them, 
blowing them together, blowing them free again; in the blue sky floats a 
cluster of tiny white clouds like a brood of ducklings. The people wander 


over the grass — the old ones inclined to puff and waddle after their long 
winter snooze; the young ones suddenly linking hands and making for that 
screen of trees in the hollow or the shelter of that clump of dark gorse 
tipped with yellow — walking very fast, almost running, as though they had 
heard some lovely little creature caught in the thicket crying to them to be 
saved. 

On the top of a small green mound there is a very favourite bench. It has 
a young chestnut growing beside it, shaped like a mushroom. Below the 
earth has crumbled, fallen away, leaving three or four clayey hollows — 
caves — caverns — and in one of them two little people had set up house 
with a minute pickaxe, an empty match box, a blunted nail and a shovel for 
furniture. He had red hair cut in a deep fringe, light blue eyes, a faded pink 
smock and brown button shoes. Her flowery curls were caught up with a 
yellow ribbon and she wore two dresses — her this week’s underneath and 
her last week’s on top. This gave her rather a bulky air. 

“If you don’t get me no sticks for my fire,” said she, “there won’t be no 
dinner.” She wrinkled her nose and looked at him severely. “You seem to 
forget I’ve got a fire to make.” He took it very easy, balancing on his toes— 
“Well — where’s I to find any sticks?” 

“Oh,” said she — flinging up her hands— “anywhere of course—” And 
then she whispered just loud enough for him to hear, “they needn’t be real 
ones — you know.” 

“Ooh,” he breathed. And then he shouted in a loud distinct tone: “Well 
I'll just go an’ get a few sticks.” 

He came back in a moment with an armful. 

“Ts that a whole pennorth?” said she, holding out her skirts for them. 

“Well,” said he, “I don’t know, because I had them give to me by a man 
that was moving.” 

“Perhaps they’re bits of what was broke,” said she. “When we moved, 
two of the pictures was broken and my Daddy lit the fire with them, and my 
Mummy said — she said—” a tiny pause— “‘soldier’s manners!” 

“What’s that?” said he. 

“Good gracious!” She made great eyes at him. “Don’t you know?” 

“No,” said he. ““What does it mean?” 

She screwed up a bit of her skirt, scrunched it, then looked away— “Oh, 
don’t bother me, child,” said she. 


He didn’t care. He took the pickaxe and hacked a little piece out of the 
kitchen floor. 

“Got a newspaper?” 

He plucked one out of the air and handed it to her. Ziz, ziz, ziz! She tore 
it into three pieces — knelt down and laid the sticks over. “Matches, 
please.” The real box was a triumph, and the blunted nails. But funny — 
Zip, Zip, zip, 1t wouldn’t light. They looked at each other in consternation. 

“Try the other side,” said she. Zip. “Ah! that’s better.” There was a great 
glow — and they sat down on the floor and began to make the pie. 

To the bench beside the chestnut came two fat old babies and plumped 
themselves down. 

She wore a bonnet trimmed with lilac and tied with lilac velvet strings; a 
black satin coat and a lace tie — and each of her hands, squeezed into black 
kid gloves, showed a morsel of purplish flesh. The skin of his swollen old 
face was tight and glazed — and he sat down clasping his huge soft belly as 
though careful not to jolt or alarm it. 

“Very hot,” said he, and he gave a low, strange trumpeting cry with which 
she was evidently familiar, for she gave no sign. She looked into the lovely 
distance and quivered: 

“Nellie cut her finger last night.” 

“Oh, did she?” said the old snorter. Then— “How did she do that?” 

“At dinner,” was the reply, “with a knife.” 

They both looked ahead of them — panting — then, “Badly?” 

The weak worn old voice, the old voice that reminded one somehow of a 
piece of faintly smelling dark lace, said, “Not very badly.” 

Again he gave that low strange cry. He took off his hat, wiped the rim 
and put it on again. 

The voice beside him said with a spiteful touch: “I think it was 
carelessness” — and he replied, blowing out his cheeks: “Bound to be!” 

But then a little bird flew on to a branch of the young chestnut above 
them — and shook over the old heads a great jet of song. 

He took off his hat, heaved himself up, and beat in its direction in the 
tree. Away it flew. 

“Don’t want bird muck falling on us,” said he, lowering his belly 
carefully — carefully again. 

The fire was made. 

“Put your hand in the oven,” said she, “an’ see if it’s hot.” 


He put his hand in, but drew it out again with a squeak, and danced up 
and down. “It’s ever so hot,” said he. 

This seemed to please her very much. She too got up and went over to 
him, and touched him with a finger. 

“Do you like playing with me?” And he said, in his small solid way, 
“Yes, I do.” At that she flung away from him and cried, “I’Il never be done 
if you keep on bothering me with these questions.” 

As she poked the fire he said: “Our dog’s had kittens.” 

“Kittens!” She sat back on her heels— “Can a dog have kittens?” 

“Of course they can,” said he. “Little ones, you know.” 


“But cats have kittens,” cried she. “Dogs don’t, dogs have—” she 
stopped, stared — looked for the word — couldn’t find it — it was gone. 
“They have—” 


“Kittens,” cried he. “Our dog’s been an’ had two.” 

She stamped her foot at him. She was pink with exasperation. “It’s not 
kittens,” she wailed, “‘it’s—” 

“It 1s — it is — it is—” he shouted, waving the shovel. 

She threw her top dress over her head, and began to cry. “It’s not — it’s 
— it’s...” 

Suddenly, without a moment’s warning, he lifted his pinafore and made 
water. 

At the sound she emerged. 

“Look what you’ve been an’ done,” said she, too appalled to cry any 
more. “You’ve put out my fire.” 

“Ah, never mind. Let’s move. You can take the pickaxe and the match 
box.” 

They moved to the next cave. “It’s much nicer here,” said he. 

“Off you go,” said she, “and get me some sticks for my fire.” 

The two old babies above began to rumble, and obedient to the sign they 
got up without a word and waddled away. 

(1917) 


THIS FLOWER 


“But I tell you, my lord fool, out of this nettle danger, we pluck this flower, 
safety.” 

As she lay there, looking up at the ceiling, she had her moment — yes, 
she had her moment! And it was not connected with anything she had 
thought or felt before, not even with those words the doctor had scarcely 
ceased speaking. It was single, glowing, perfect; 1t was like — a pearl, too 
flawless to match with another...Could she describe what happened? 
Impossible. It was as though, even if she had not been conscious (and she 
certainly had not been conscious all the time) that she was fighting against 
the stream of life — the stream of life indeed! — she had suddenly ceased 
to struggle. Oh, more than that! She had yielded, yielded absolutely, down 
to every minutest pulse and nerve, and she had fallen into the bright bosom 
of the stream and it had borne her...She was part of her room — part of the 
great bouquet of southern anemones, of the white net curtains that blew in 
stiff against the light breeze, of the mirrors, the white silky rugs; she was 
part of the high, shaking, quivering clamour, broken with little bells and 
crying voices that went streaming by outside, — part of the leaves and the 
light. 

Over. She sat up. The doctor had reappeared. This strange little figure 
with his stethoscope still strung round his neck — for she had asked him to 
examine her heart — squeezing and kneading his freshly washed hands, had 
told her... 

It was the first time she had ever seen him. Roy, unable, of course, to 
miss the smallest dramatic opportunity, had obtained his rather shady 
Bloomsbury address from the man in whom he always confided everything, 
who, although he’d never met her, knew “all about them.” 

“My darling,” Roy had said, “we’d better have an absolutely unknown 
man just in case it’s — well, what we don’t either of us want it to be. One 
can’t be too careful in affairs of this sort. Doctors do talk. It’s all damned 
rot to say they don’t.” Then, “Not that I care a straw who on earth knows. 
Not that I wouldn’t — if you’d have me — blazon it on the skies, or take 
the front page of the Daily Mirror and have our two names on it, in a heart, 
you know — pierced by an arrow.” 


Nevertheless, of course, his love of mystery and intrigue, his passion for 
“keeping our secret beautifully” (his phrase!) had won the day, and off he’d 
gone in a taxi to fetch this rather sodden-looking little man. 

She heard her untroubled voice saying, “Do you mind not mentioning 
anything of this to Mr. King? If you’d tell him that I’m a little run down and 
that my heart wants a rest. For I’ve been complaining about my heart.” 

Roy had been really too right about the kind of man the doctor was. He 
gave her a strange, quick, leering look, and taking off the stethoscope with 
shaking fingers he folded it into his bag that looked somehow like a broken 
old canvas shoe. 

“Don’t you worry, my dear,” he said huskily. “Pll see you through.” 

Odious little toad to have asked a favour of! She sprang to her feet, and 
picking up her purple cloth jacket, went over to the mirror. There was a soft 
knock at the door, and Roy — he really did look pale, smiling his half-smile 
came in and asked the doctor what he had to say. 

“Well,” said the doctor, taking up his hat, holding it against his chest and 
beating a tattoo on it, “all Pve got to say is that Mrs. h’m — Madam 
wants a bit of a rest. She’s a bit run down. Her heart’s a bit strained. 
Nothing else wrong.” 

In the street a barrel-organ struck up something gay, laughing, mocking, 
gushing, with little trills, shakes, jumbles of notes. 

That’s all I got to say, to say, That’s all I got to say, 

it mocked. It sounded so near she wouldn’t have been surprised if the 
doctor were turning the handle. 

She saw Roy’s smile deepen; his eyes took fire. He gave a little “Ah!” of 
relief and happiness. And just for one moment he allowed himself to gaze at 
her without caring a jot whether the doctor saw or not, drinking her up with 
that gaze she knew so well, as she stood tying the pale ribbons of her 
camisole and drawing on the little purple cloth jacket. He jerked back to the 
doctor, “She shall go away. She shall go away to the sea at once,” said he, 
and then, terribly anxious, “What about her food?” At that, buttoning her 
jacket in the long mirror, she couldn’t help laughing at him. 

“That’s all very well,” he protested, laughing back delightedly at her and 
at the doctor. “But if I didn’t manage her food, doctor, she’d never eat 
anything but caviare sandwiches and — and white grapes. About wine — 
oughtn’t she to have wine?” 

Wine would do her no harm. 


“Champagne,” pleaded Roy. How he was enjoying himself! 

“Oh, as much champagne as she likes,” said the doctor, “and a brandy 
and soda with her lunch if she fancies it.” 

Roy loved that; it tickled him immensely. 

“Do you hear that?” he asked solemnly, blinking and sucking in his 
cheeks to keep from laughing. “Do you fancy a brandy and soda?” 

And, in the distance, faint and exhausted, the barrel-organ: 

A brandy and so-da,_ A brandy and soda, please! A brandy and soda, 
please! 

The doctor seemed to hear that, too. He shook hands with her and Roy 
went with him into the passage to settle his fee. 

She heard the front door close and then — rapid, rapid steps along the 
passage. This time he simply burst into her room, and she was in his arms, 
crushed up small while he kissed her with warm quick kisses, murmuring 
between them, “My darling, my beauty, my delight. You’re mine, you’re 
safe.” And then three soft groans. “Oh! Oh! Oh! the relief!” Still keeping 
his arms round her he leant his head against her shoulder as though 
exhausted. “If you knew how frightened I’ve been,” he murmured. “I 
thought we were in for it this time. I really did. And it would have been so 
— fatal — so fatal!” 

(1917) 


THE WRONG HOUSE 


“Two purl — two plain — woolinfrontoftheneedle — and knit two 
together.” Like an old song, like a song that she had sung so often that only 
to breathe was to sing it, she murmured the knitting pattern. Another vest 
was nearly finished for the mission parcel. 

“It’s your vests, Mrs. Bean, that are so acceptable. Look at these poor 
little mites without a shred!” And the churchwoman showed her a 
photograph of repulsive little black objects with bellies shaped like 
lemons... 

“Two purl — two plain.” Down dropped the knitting on to her lap; she 
gave a great long sigh, stared in front of her for a moment and then picked 
the knitting up and began again. What did she think about when she sighed 
like that? Nothing. It was a habit. She was always sighing. On the stairs, 
particularly, as she went up and down, she stopped, holding her dress up 
with one hand, the other hand on the bannister, staring at the steps — 
sighing. 

“Woolinfrontoftheneedle...” She sat at the dining-room window facing 
the street. It was a bitter autumn day; the wind ran in the street like a thin 
dog; the houses opposite looked as though they had been cut out with a pair 
of ugly steel scissors and pasted on to the grey paper sky. There was not a 
soul to be seen. 

“Knit two together!” The clock struck three. Only three? It seemed dusk 
already; dusk came floating into the room, heavy, powdery dusk settling on 
the furniture, filming over the mirror. Now the kitchen clock struck three — 
two minutes late — for this was the clock to go by and not the kitchen 
clock. She was alone in the house. Dollicas was out shopping; she had been 
gone since a quarter to two. Really, she got slower and slower! What did 
she do with the time? One cannot spend more than a certain time buying a 
chicken...And oh, that habit of hers of dropping the stove-rings when she 
made up the fire! And she set her lips, as she had set her lips for the past 
thirty-five years, at that habit of Dollicas’. 

There came a faint noise from the street, a noise of horses’ hooves. She 
leaned further out to see. Good gracious! It was a funeral. First the glass 
coach, rolling along briskly with the gleaming, varnished coffin inside (but 


no wreaths), with three men in front and two standing at the back, then 
some carriages, some with black horses, some with brown. The dust came 
bowling up the road, half hiding the procession. She scanned the houses 
opposite to see which had the blinds down. What horrible looking men, too! 
laughing and joking. One leaned over to one side and blew his nose with his 
black glove — horrible! She gathered up the knitting, hiding her hands in it. 
Dollicas surely would have known...There, they were passing...It was the 
other end... 

What was this? What was happening? What could it mean? Help, God! 
Her old heart leaped like a fish and then fell as the glass coach drew up 
outside her door, as the outside men scrambled down from the front, swung 
off the back, and the tallest of them, with a glance of surprise at the 
windows, came quickly, stealthily, up the garden path. 

“No!” she groaned. But yes, the blow fell, and for the moment it struck 
her down. She gasped, a great cold shiver went through her, and stayed in 
her hands and knees. She saw the man withdraw a step and again — that 
puzzled glance at the blinds — then — 

“No!” she groaned, and stumbling, catching hold of things, she managed 
to get to the door before the blow fell again. She opened it, her chin 
trembled, her teeth clacked; somehow or other she brought out, “The wrong 
house!” 

Oh! he was shocked. As she stepped back she saw behind him the black 
hats clustered at the gate. “The wrong’ ouse!” he muttered. She could only 
nod. She was shutting the door again when he fished out of the tail of his 
coat a black, brass-bound notebook and swiftly opened it. “No. 20 
Shuttleworth Crescent?” 

“S — street! Crescent round the corner.” Her hand lifted to point, but 
shook and fell. 

He was taking off his hat as she shut the door and leaned against it, 
whimpering in the dusky hall, “Go away! Go away!” 

Clockety-clock-clock. Cluk! Cluk! Clockety-clock-cluk! sounded from 
outside, and then a faint Cluk! Cluk! and then silence. They were gone. 
They were out of sight. But still she stayed leaning against the door, staring 
into the hall, staring at the hall-stand that was like a great lobster with hat- 
pegs for feelers. But she thought of nothing; she did not even think of what 
had happened. It was as if she had fallen into a cave whose walls were 
darkness... 


She came to herself with a deep inward shock, hearing the gate bang and 
quick, short steps crunching the gravel; it was Dollicas hurrying round to 
the back door. Dollicas must not find her there; and wavering, wavering like 
a candle-flame, back she went into the dining-room to her seat by the 
window. 

Dollicas was in the kitchen. Klang! went one of the iron rings into the 
fender. Then her voice, “I’m just putting on the teakettle’m.” Since they had 
been alone she had got into the way of shouting from one room to another. 
The old woman coughed to steady herself. “Please bring in the lamp,” she 
cried. 

“The lamp!” Dollicas came across the passage and stood in the doorway. 
“Why, it’s only just on four’ m.” 

“Never mind,” said Mrs. Bean dully. 

“Bring it in!” And a moment later the elderly maid appeared, carrying the 
gentle lamp in both hands. Her broad soft face had the look it always had 
when she carried anything, as though she walked in her sleep. She set it 
down on the table, lowered the wick, raised it, and then lowered it again. 
Then she straightened up and looked across at her mistress. 

“Why, “m, whatever’s that you’re treading on?” 

It was the mission vest. 

“T’t! T’t!” As Dollicas picked it up she thought, “The old lady has been 
asleep. She’s not awake yet.” Indeed the old lady looked glazed and dazed, 
and when she took up the knitting she drew out a needle of stitches and 
began to unwind what she had done. 

“Don’t forget the mace,” she said. Her voice sounded thin and dry. She 
was thinking of the chicken for that night’s supper. And Dollicas 
understood and answered, “It’s a lovely young bird!”’as she pulled down 
the blind before going back to her kitchen... 

(1919) 


SIXPENCE 


Children are unaccountable little creatures. Why should a small boy like 
Dicky, good as gold as a rule, sensitive, affectionate, obedient, and 
marvellously sensible for his age, have moods when, without the slightest 
warning, he suddenly went “mad dog,” as his sisters called it, and there was 
no doing anything with him? 

“Dicky, come here! Come here, sir, at once! Do you hear your mother 
calling you? Dicky!” 

But Dicky wouldn’t come. Oh, he heard right enough. A clear, ringing 
little laugh was his only reply. And away he flew; hiding, running through 
the uncut hay on the lawn, dashing past the woodshed, making a rush for 
the kitchen garden, and there dodging, peering at his mother from behind 
the mossy apple trunks, and leaping up and down like a wild Indian. 

It had begun at tea-time. While Dicky’s mother and Mrs. Spears, who 
was spending the afternoon with her, were quietly sitting over their sewing 
in the drawing-room, this, according to the servant girl, was what had 
happened at the children’s tea. They were eating their first bread and butter 
as nicely and quietly as you please, and the servant girl had just poured out 
the milk and water, when Dicky had suddenly seized the bread plate, put it 
upside down on his head, and clutched the bread knife. 

“Look at me!” he shouted. 

His startled sisters looked, and before the servant girl could get there, the 
bread plate wobbled, slid, flew to the floor, and broke into shivers. At this 
awful point the little girls lifted up their voices and shrieked their loudest. 

“Mother, come and look what he’s done!” 

“Dicky’s broke a great big plate!” 

“Come and stop him, mother!” 

You can imagine how mother came flying. But she was too late. Dicky 
had leapt out of his chair, run through the French windows on to the 
verandah, and, well — there she stood — popping her thimble on and off, 
helpless. What could she do? She couldn’t chase after the child. She 
couldn’t stalk Dicky among the apples and damsons. That would be too 
undignified. It was more than annoying, it was exasperating. Especially as 


Mrs. Spears, Mrs. Spears of all people, whose two boys were so exemplary, 
was waiting for her in the drawing-room. 

“Very well, Dicky,” she cried, “I shall have to think of some way of 
punishing you.” 

“T don’t care,” sounded the high little voice, and again there came that 
ringing laugh. The child was quite beside himself... 

“Oh, Mrs. Spears, I don’t know how to apologise for leaving you by 
yourself like this.” 

“It’s quite all right, Mrs. Bendall,” said Mrs. Spears, in her soft, sugary 
voice, and raising her eyebrows in the way she had. She seemed to smile to 
herself as she stroked the gathers. “These little things will happen from time 
to time. I only hope it was nothing serious.” 

“It was Dicky,” said Mrs. Bendall, looking rather helplessly for her only 
fine needle. And she explained the whole affair to Mrs. Spears. 

“And the worst of it 1s, I don’t know how to cure him. Nothing when he’s 
in that mood seems to have the slightest effect on him.” 

Mrs. Spears opened her pale eyes. “Not even a whipping?” said she. 

But Mrs. Bendall, threading her needle, pursed up her lips. “We never 
have whipped the children,” she said. “The girls never seem to have needed 
it. And Dicky is such a baby, and the only boy. Somehow...” 

“Oh, my dear,” said Mrs. Spears, and she laid her sewing down. “I don’t 
wonder Dicky has these little outbreaks. You don’t mind my saying so? But 
I’m sure you make a great mistake in trying to bring up children without 
whipping them. Nothing really takes its place. And I speak from 
experience, my dear. I used to try gentler measures” — Mrs. Spears drew in 
her breath with a little hissing sound— “soaping the boys’ tongues, for 
instance, with yellow soap, or making them stand on the table for the whole 
of Saturday afternoon. But no, believe me,” said Mrs. Spears, “there is 
nothing, there is nothing like handing them over to their father.” 

Mrs. Bendall in her heart of hearts was dreadfully shocked to hear of that 
yellow soap. But Mrs. Spears seemed to take it so much for granted, that 
she did too. 

“Their father,” she said. “Then you don’t whip them yourself?” 

“Never.” Mrs. Spears seemed quite shocked at the idea. “I don’t think it’s 
the mother’s place to whip the children. It’s the duty of the father. And, 
besides, he impresses them so much more.” 

“Yes, I can imagine that,” said Mrs. Bendall, faintly. 


“Now my two boys,” Mrs. Spears smiled kindly, encouragingly, at Mrs. 
Bendall, “would behave just like Dicky if they were not afraid to. As it is...” 

“Oh, your boys are perfect little models,” cried Mrs. Bendall. 

They were. Quieter, better-behaved little boys, in the presence of grown- 
ups, could not be found. In fact, Mrs. Spears’ callers often made the remark 
that you never would have known that there was a child in the house. There 
wasn’t — very often. 

In the front hall, under a large picture of fat, cheery old monks fishing by 
the riverside, there was a thick, dark horsewhip that had belonged to Mr. 
Spears’ father. And for some reason the boys preferred to play out of sight 
of this, behind the dog-kennel or in the tool-house, or round about the 
dustbin. 

“It’s such a mistake,” sighed Mrs. Spears; breathing softly, as she folded 
her work, “to be weak with children when they are little. It’s such a sad 
mistake, and one so easy to make. It’s so unfair to the child. That 1s what 
one has to remember. Now Dicky’s little escapade this afternoon seemed to 
me as though he’d done it on purpose. It was the child’s way of showing 
you that he needed a whipping.” 

“Do you really think so?” Mrs. Bendall was a weak little thing, and this 
impressed her very much. 

“I do; I feel sure of it. And a sharp reminder now and then,” cried Mrs. 
Spears in quite a professional manner, “administered by the father, will save 
you so much trouble in the future. Believe me, my dear.” She put her dry, 
cold hand over Mrs. Bendall’s. 

“T shall speak to Edward the moment he comes in,” said Dicky’s mother 
firmly. 

The children had gone to bed before the garden gate banged, and Dicky’s 
father staggered up the steep concrete steps carrying his bicycle. It had been 
a bad day at the office. He was hot, dusty, tired out. 

But by this time Mrs. Bendall had become quite excited over the new 
plan, and she opened the door to him herself. 

“Oh, Edward, I’m so thankful you have come home,” she cried. 

“Why, what’s happened?” Edward lowered the bicycle and took off his 
hat. A red angry pucker showed where the brim had pressed. “What’s up?” 

“Come come into the drawing-room,” said Mrs. Bendall, speaking 
very fast. “I simply can’t tell you how naughty Dicky has been. You have 
no idea — you can’t have at the office all day — how a child of that age can 


behave. He’s been simply dreadful. I have no control over him — none. 
I’ve tried everything, Edward, but it’s all no use. The only thing to do,” she 
finished breathlessly, “is to whip him — is for you to whip him, Edward.” 

In the corner of the drawing-room there was a what-not, and on the top 
shelf stood a brown china bear with a painted tongue. It seemed in the 
shadow to be grinning at Dicky’s father, to be saying, “Hooray, this is what 
you’ve come home to!” 

“But why on earth should I start whipping him?” said Edward, staring at 
the bear. “We’ve never done it before.” 

“Because,” said his wife, “don’t you see, it’s the only thing to do. I can’t 
control the child...” Her words flew from her lips. They beat round him, 
beat round his tired head. “We can’t possibly afford a nurse. The servant 
girl has more than enough to do. And his naughtiness is beyond words. You 
don’t understand, Edward; you can’t, you’re at the office all day.” 

The bear poked out his tongue. The scolding voice went on. Edward sank 
into a chair. 

“What am I to beat him with?” he said weakly. 

“Your slipper, of course,” said his wife. And she knelt down to untie his 
dusty shoes. 

“Oh, Edward,” she wailed, “you’ve still got your cycling clips on in the 
drawing-room. No, really—” 

“Here, that’s enough,” Edward nearly pushed her away. “Give me that 
slipper.” He went up the stairs. He felt like a man in a dark net. And now he 
wanted to beat Dicky. Yes, damn it, he wanted to beat something. My God, 
what a life! The dust was still in his hot eyes, his arms felt heavy. 

He pushed open the door of Dicky’s slip of a room. Dicky was standing 
in the middle of the floor in his night-shirt. At the sight of him Edward’s 
heart gave a warm throb of rage. 

“Well, Dicky, you know what I’ve come for,” said Edward. 

Dicky made no reply. 

“T’ve come to give you a whipping.” 

No answer. 

“Lift up your nightshirt.” 

At that Dicky looked up. He flushed a deep pink. “Must I?” he 
whispered. 

“Come on, now. Be quick about it,’ said Edward, and, grasping the 
slipper, he gave Dicky three hard slaps. 


“There, that’Il teach you to behave properly to your mother.” 

Dicky stood there, hanging his head. 

“Look sharp and get into bed,” said his father. 

Still he did not move. But a shaking voice said, “I’ve not done my teeth 
yet, Daddy.” 

“Eh, what’s that?” 

Dicky looked up. His lips were quivering, but his eyes were dry. He 
hadn’t made a sound or shed a tear. Only he swallowed and said, huskily, “I 
haven’t done my teeth, Daddy.” 

But at the sight of that little face Edward turned, and, not knowing what 
he was doing, he bolted from the room, down the stairs, and out into the 
garden. Good God! What had he done? He strode along and hid in the 
shadow of the pear tree by the hedge. Whipped Dicky — whipped his little 
man with a slipper — and what the devil for? He didn’t even know. 
Suddenly he barged into his room — and there was the little chap in his 
nightshirt. Dicky’s father groaned and held on to the hedge. And he didn’t 
cry. Never a tear. If only he’d cried or got angry. But that “Daddy”! And 
again he heard the quivering whisper. Forgiving like that without a word. 
But he’d never forgive himself — never. Coward! Fool! Brute! And 
suddenly he remembered the time when Dicky had fallen off his knee and 
sprained his wrist while they were playing together. He hadn’t cried then, 
either. And that was the little hero he had just whipped. 

Something’s got to be done about this, thought Edward. He strode back to 
the house, up the stairs, into Dicky’s room. The little boy was lying in bed. 
In the half light his dark head, with the square fringe, showed plain against 
the pale pillow. He was lying quite still, and even now he wasn’t crying. 
Edward shut the door and leaned against it. What he wanted to do was to 
kneel down by Dicky’s bed and cry himself and beg to be forgiven. But, of 
course, one can’t do that sort of thing. He felt awkward, and his heart was 
wrung. 

“Not asleep yet, Dicky?” he said lightly. 

“No, Daddy.” 

Edward came over and sat on his boy’s bed, and Dicky looked at him 
through his long lashes. 

“Nothing the matter, little chap, is there?” said Edward, half whispering. 

“No-o, Daddy,” came from Dicky. 

Edward put out his hand, and carefully he took Dicky’s hot little paw. 


“You — you mustn’t think any more of what happened just now, little 
man,” he said huskily. “See? That’s all over now. That’s forgotten. That’s 
never going to happen again. See?” 

“Yes, Daddy.” 

“So the thing to do now is to buck up, little chap,” said Edward, “and to 
smile.” And he tried himself an extraordinary trembling apology for a 
smile. “To forget all about it — to — eh? Little man...Old boy...” 

Dicky lay as before. This was terrible. Dicky’s father sprang up and went 
over to the window. It was nearly dark in the garden. The servant girl had 
run out, and she was snatching, twitching some white clothes off the bushes 
and piling them over her arm. But in the boundless sky the evening star 
shone, and a big gum tree, black against the pale glow, moved its long 
leaves softly. All this he saw, while he felt in his trouser pocket for his 
money. Bringing it out, he chose a new sixpence and went back to Dicky. 

“Here you are, little chap. Buy yourself something,” said Edward softly, 
laying the sixpence on Dicky’s pillow. 

But could even that — could even a whole sixpence — blot out what had 
been? 

(1921) 


POISON 


The post was very late. When we came back from our walk after lunch it 
still had not arrived. 

“Pas encore, Madame,” sang Annette, scurrying back to her cooking. 

We carried our parcels into the dining-room. The table was laid. As 
always, the sight of the table laid for two — for two people only — and yet 
so finished, so perfect, there was no possible room for a third, gave me a 
queer, quick thrill as though I’d been struck by that silver lightning that 
quivered over the white cloth, the brilliant glasses, the shallow bowl of 
freezias. 

“Blow the old postman! Whatever can have happened to him?” said 
Beatrice. “Put those things down, dearest.” 

“Where would you like them...?” 

She raised her head; she smiled her sweet, teasing smile. 

“Anywhere — Silly.” 

But I knew only too well that there was no such place for her, and I 
would have stood holding the squat liqueur bottle and the sweets for 
months, for years, rather than risk giving another tiny shock to her exquisite 
sense of order. 

“Here — I'll take them.” She plumped them down on the table with her 
long gloves and a basket of figs. “The Luncheon Table. Short story by — by 
—” She took my arm. “Let’s go on to the terrace—” and I felt her shiver. 
“Ca sent,” she said faintly, “de la cuisine...” 

I had noticed lately — we had been living in the south for two months — 
that when she wished to speak of food, or the climate, or, playfully, of her 
love for me, she always dropped into French. 

We perched on the balustrade under the awning. Beatrice leaned over 
gazing down — down to the white road with its guard of cactus spears. The 
beauty of her ear, just her ear, the marvel of it was so great that I could have 
turned from regarding it to all that sweep of glittering sea below and 
stammered: “You know — her ear! She has ears that are simply the most...” 

She was dressed in white, with pearls round her throat and lilies-of-the- 
valley tucked into her belt. On the third finger of her left hand she wore one 
pearl ring — no wedding ring. 


“Why should I, mon ami? Why should we pretend? Who could possibly 
care?” 

And of course I agreed, though privately, in the depths of my heart, I 
would have given my soul to have stood beside her in a large, yes, a large, 
fashionable church, crammed with people, with old reverend clergymen, 
with The Voice that breathed o’er Eden, with palms and the smell of scent, 
knowing there was a red carpet and confetti outside, and somewhere, a 
wedding-cake and champagne and a satin shoe to throw after the carriage 
— if I could have slipped our wedding-ring on to her finger. 

Not because I cared for such horrible shows, but because I felt it might 
possibly perhaps lessen this ghastly feeling of absolute freedom, her 
absolute freedom, of course. 

Oh, God! What torture happiness was — what anguish! I looked up at the 
villa, at the windows of our room hidden so mysteriously behind the green 
straw blinds. Was it possible that she ever came moving through the green 
light and smiling that secret smile, that languid, brilliant smile that was just 
for me? She put her arm round my neck; the other hand softly, terribly, 
brushed back my hair. 

“Who are you?” Who was she? She was — Woman. 

..On the first warm evening in Spring, when lights shone like pearls 
through the lilac air and voices murmured in the fresh-flowering gardens, it 
was she who sang in the tall house with the tulle curtains. As one drove in 
the moonlight through the foreign city hers was the shadow that fell across 
the quivering gold of the shutters. When the lamp was lighted, in the new- 
born stillness her steps passed your door. And she looked out into the 
autumn twilight, pale in her furs, as the automobile swept by... 

In fact, to put it shortly, I was twenty-four at the time. And when she lay 
on her back, with the pearls slipped under her chin, and sighed “I’m thirsty, 
dearest. Donne-moi un orange,” I would gladly, willingly, have dived for an 
orange into the jaws of a crocodile — if crocodiles ate oranges. 

“Had I two little feathery wings And were a little feathery bird...” 

sang Beatrice. 

I seized her hand. “You wouldn’t fly away?” 

“Not far. Not further than the bottom of the road.” 

“Why on earth there?” 

She quoted: “He cometh not, she said...” 

“Who? The silly old postman? But you’re not expecting a letter.” 


“No, but it’s maddening all the same. Ah!” Suddenly she laughed and 
leaned against me. “There he is — look — like a blue beetle.” 

And we pressed our cheeks together and watched the blue beetle 
beginning to climb. 

“Dearest,” breathed Beatrice. And the word seemed to linger in the air, to 
throb in the air like the note of a violin. 

“What is it?” 

“IT don’t know,” she laughed softly. “A wave of — a wave of affection, I 
suppose.” 

I put my arm round her. “Then you wouldn’t fly away?” 

And she said rapidly and softly: “No! No! Not for worlds. Not really. I 
love this place. I’ve loved being here. I could stay here for years, I believe. 
I’ve never been so happy as I have these last two months, and you’ve been 
so perfect to me, dearest, in every way.” 

This was such bliss — it was so extraordinary, so unprecedented, to hear 
her talk like this that I had to try to laugh it off. 

“Don’t! You sound as if you were saying good-bye.” 

“Oh, nonsense, nonsense. You mustn’t say such things even in fun!” She 
slid her little hand under my white jacket and clutched my shoulder. 
“You’ve been happy, haven’t you?” 

“Happy? Happy? Oh, God — if you knew what I feel at this 
moment...Happy! My Wonder! My Joy!” 

I dropped off the balustrade and embraced her, lifting her in my arms. 
And while I held her lifted I pressed my face in her breast and muttered: 
“You are mine?” And for the first time in all the desperate months I’d 
known her, even counting the last month of — surely — Heaven — I 
believed her absolutely when she answered: 

“Yes, [am yours.” 

The creak of the gate and the postman’s steps on the gravel drew us apart. 
I was dizzy for the moment. I simply stood there, smiling, I felt, rather 
stupidly. Beatrice walked over to the cane chairs. 

“You go — go for the letters,” said she. 

I — well — I almost reeled away. But I was too late. Annette came 
running. “Pas de lettres” said she. 

My reckless smile in reply as she handed me the paper must have 
surprised her. I was wild with joy. I threw the paper up into the air and sang 
out: 


“No letters, darling!” as I came over to where the beloved woman was 
lying in the long chair. 

For a moment she did not reply. Then she said slowly as she tore off the 
newspaper wrapper: “The world forgetting, by the world forgot.” 

There are times when a cigarette is just the very one thing that will carry 
you over the moment. It is more than a confederate, even; it is a secret, 
perfect little friend who knows all about it and understands absolutely. 
While you smoke you look down at it — smile or frown, as the occasion 
demands; you inhale deeply and expel the smoke in a slow fan. This was 
one of those moments. I walked over to the magnolia and breathed my fill 
of it. Then I came back and leaned over her shoulder. But quickly she 
tossed the paper away on to the stone. 

“There’s nothing in it,” said she. “Nothing. There’s only some poison 
trial. Either some man did or didn’t murder his wife, and twenty thousand 
people have sat in court every day and two million words have been wired 
all over the world after each proceeding.” 

“Silly world!” said I, flinging into another chair. I wanted to forget the 
paper, to return, but cautiously, of course, to that moment before the 
postman came. But when she answered I knew from her voice the moment 
was over for now. Never mind. I was content to wait — five hundred years, 
if need be — now that I knew. 

“Not so very silly,” said Beatrice. “After all it isn’t only morbid curiosity 
on the part of the twenty thousand.” 

“What is it, darling?” Heavens knows I didn’t care. 

“Guilt!” she cried. “Guilt! Didn’t you realise that? They’re fascinated like 
sick people are fascinated by anything — any scrap of news about their own 
case. The man in the dock may be innocent enough, but the people in court 
are nearly all of them poisoners. Haven’t you ever thought” — she was pale 
with excitement— “of the amount of poisoning that goes on? It’s the 
exception to find married people who don’t poison each other — married 
people and lovers. Oh,” she cried, “the number of cups of tea, glasses of 
wine, cups of coffee that are just tainted. The number I’ve had myself, and 
drunk, either knowing or not knowing — and risked it. The only reason 
why so many couples” — she laughed— “survive, is because the one is 
frightened of giving the other the fatal dose. That dose takes nerve! But it’s 
bound to come sooner or later. There’s no going back once the first little 


dose has been given. It’s the beginning of the end, really — don’t you 
agree? Don’t you see what I mean?” 

She didn’t wait for me to answer. She unpinned the lilies-of-the-valley 
and lay back, drawing them across her eyes. 

“Both my husbands poisoned me,” said Beatrice. “My first husband gave 
me a huge dose almost immediately, but my second was really an artist in 
his way. Just a tiny pinch, now and again, cleverly disguised — Oh, so 
cleverly! — until one morning I woke up and in every single particle of me, 
to the ends of my fingers and toes, there was a tiny grain. I was just in 
time...” 

I hated to hear her mention her husbands so calmly, especially to-day. It 
hurt. I was going to speak, but suddenly she cried mournfully: 

“Why! Why should it have happened to me? What have I done? Why 
have I been all my life singled out by...It’s a conspiracy.” 

I tried to tell her it was because she was too perfect for this horrible world 
too exquisite, too fine. It frightened people. I made a little joke. 

“But I — I haven’t tried to poison you.” 

Beatrice gave a queer small laugh and bit the end of a lily stem. 

“You!” said she. “You wouldn’t hurt a fly!” 

Strange. That hurt, though. Most horribly. 

Just then Annette ran out with our apéritifs. Beatrice leaned forward and 
took a glass from the tray and handed it to me. I noticed the gleam of the 
pearl on what I called her pearl finger. How could I be hurt at what she 
said? 

“And you,” I said, taking the glass, “you’ve never poisoned anybody.” 

That gave me an idea; I tried to explain. 

“You — you do just the opposite. What is the name for one like you who, 
instead of poisoning people, fills them — everybody, the postman, the man 
who drives us, our boatman, the flower-seller, me — with new life, with 
something of her own radiance, her beauty, her—” 

Dreamily she smiled; dreamily she looked at me. 

“What are you thinking of — my lovely darling?” 

“IT was wondering,” she said, “whether, after lunch, you’d go down to the 
post-office and ask for the afternoon letters. Would you mind, dearest? Not 
that I’m expecting one — but — I just thought, perhaps — it’s silly not to 
have the letters if they’re there. Isn’t it? Silly to wait till to-morrow.” She 
twirled the stem of the glass in her fingers. Her beautiful head was bent. But 


I lifted my glass and drank, sipped rather — sipped slowly, deliberately, 
looking at that dark head and thinking of — postmen and blue beetles and 
farewells that were not farewells and... 

Good God! Was it fancy? No, it wasn’t fancy. The drink tasted chill, 
bitter, queer. 
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The Short Stories 


Mansfield moved to London in 1903, where she attended Queen’s College, Harley Street, with her 


sisters 
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The Poetry 


Mansfield’s North London home in Hampstead, where she lived with her husband Murry in 1920 
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A Day in Bed 


I wish I had not got a cold, 
The wind is big and wild, 
I wish that I was very old, 
Not just a little child. 


Somehow the day is very long 
Just keeping here, alone; 

I do not like the big wind’s song, 
He’s growling for a bone 


He’s like an awful dog we had 

Who used to creep around 

And snatch at things — he was so bad, 
With just that horrid sound. 


I’m sitting up and nurse has made 
Me wear a woolly shawl; 

I wish I was not so afraid; 

It’s horrid to be small. 


It really feels quite like a day 
Since I have had my tea; 
P’raps everybody’s gone away 
And just forgotten me. 


And oh! I cannot go to sleep 
Although I am in bed. 

The wind keeps going creepy-creep 
And waiting to be fed. 


A Few Rules for Beginners 


Babies must not eat the coal 

And they must not make grimaces, 
Nor in party dresses roll 

And must never black their faces. 


They must learn that pointing’s rude, 
They must sit quite still at table, 
And must always eat the food 

Put before them — if they’re able. 


If they fall, they must not cry, 

Though it’s known how painful this 1s; 
No — there’s always Mother by 

Who will comfort them with kisses. 


A Fine Day 


After all the rain, the sun 
Shines on hill and grassy mead; 
Fly into the garden, child, 
You are very glad indeed. 


For the days have been so dull, 
Oh, so special dark and drear, 
That you told me, “Mr. Sun 
Has forgotten we live here.” 


Dew upon the lily lawn, 
Dew upon the garden beds; 
Daintly from all the leaves 
Pop the little primrose heads. 


And the violets in the copse 
With their parasols of green 

Take a little peek at you; 

They’re the bluest you have seen. 


On the lilac tree a bird 
Singing first a little not, 
Then a burst of happy song 
Bubbles in his lifted throat. 


O the sun, the comfy sun! 

This the song that you must sing, 
“Thank you for the birds, the flowers, 
Thank you, sun, for everything.” 


A Joyful Song of Five 


Come, let us all sing very high 
And all sing very loud 

And keep on singing in the street 
Until there’s quite a crowd; 


And keep on singing in the house 
And up and down the stairs; 
Then underneath the furniture 
Let’s all play Polar bears; 


And crawl about with doormats on, 
And growl and howl and squeak, 
Then in the garden let us fly 

And play at hid and seek; 


And “Here we gather Nuts and May,” 

“T wrote a Letter” too, 

“Here we go round the Mulberry Bush,” 
“The Child who lost its shoe”; 


And every game we ever played. 
And then — to stay alive — 

Let’s end with lots of Birthday Cake 
Because to-day you’re five. 


A Little Boy’s Dream 


To and fro, to and fro 

In my little boat I go 

Sailing far across the sea 

All alone, just little me. 

And the sea is big and strong 
And the journey very long. 
To and fro, to and fro 

In my little boat I go. 


Sea and sky, sea and sky, 
Quietly on the deck I lie, 
Having just a little rest. 

I have really done my best 

In an awful pirate fight, 

But we cdaptured them all right. 
Sea and sky, sea and sky, 
Quietly on the deck I lie — 


Far away, far away 

From my home and from my play, 
On a journey without end 

Only with the sea for friend 

And the fishes in the sea. 

But they swim away from me 

Far away, far away 

From my home and from my play. 


Then he cried “O Mother dear.” 
And he woke and sat upright, 

They were in the rocking chair, 
Mother’s arms around him — tight. 


A Little Girl’s Prayer 


Grant me the moment, the lovely moment 
That I may lean forth to see 

The other buds, the other blooms, 

The other leaves on the tree: 


That I may take into my bosom 

The breeze that is like his brother, 

But stiller, lighter, whose faint laughter 
Exhoes the joy of the other. 


Above on the blue and white cloud-spaces 
There are small clouds at play. 

I watch their remote, mysterious play-time 
In the other far-away. 


Grant I may hear the small birds singing 

the song that the silence knows... 

(The Light and the Shadow whisper together, 
The lovely moment grows, 


Ripples into the air like water 

Away and away without sound, 

And the little girl gets up from her praying 
On the cold ground) 


A New Hymn 


Sing a song of men’s pyjamas, 
Half-past-six has got a pair, 

And he’s wearing them this evening, 
And he’s looking such a dear. 


Sing a song of frocks with pockets 
I have got one, it is so’s 

I can use my ‘nitial hankies 

Every time I blow my nose. 


Across the Red Sky 


Across the red sky two birds flying, 

Flying with drooping wings. 

Silent and solitary their ominous flight. 

All day the triumphant sun with yellow banners 
Warred and warred with the earth, and when she yielded 
Stabbed her heart, gathered her blood in a chalice, 
Spilling it over the evening sky. 

When the dark plumaged birds go flying, flying, 
Quiet lies the earth wrapt in her mournful shadow, 
Her sightless eyes turned to the red sky 

And the restlessly seeking birds. 


Autumn Song 


Now’s the time when children’s noses 
All become as red as roses 

And the colour of their faces 

Makes me think of orchard places 
Where the juicy apples grow, 

And tomatoes in a row. 


And to-day the hardened sinner 

Never could be late for dinner, 

But will jump up to the table 

Just as soon as he is able, 

Ask for three times hot roast mutton — 
Oh! the shocking little glutton. 


Come then, find your ball and racket, 
Pop into your winter jacket, 

With the lovely bear-skin lining. 
While the sun 1s brightly shining, 
Let us run and play together 

And just love the autumn weather. 


Butterfly Laughter 


In the middle of our porridge plates 

There was a blue butterfly painted 

And each morning we tried who should reach the 
butterfly first. 

Then the Grandmother said: “Do not eat the poor 
butterfly.” 

That made us laugh. 

Always she said it and always it started us laughing. 
It seemed such a sweet little joke. 

I was certain that one fine morning 

The butterfly would fly out of our plates, 
Laughing the teeniest laugh in the world, 

And perch on the Grandmother’s lap. 


Camomile Tea 


Outside the sky is light with stars; 
There’s a hollow roaring from the sea. 
And, alas! for the little almond flowers, 
The wind is shaking the almond tree. 


How little I thought, a year ago, 

In the horrible cottage upon the Lee 
That he and I should be sitting so 
And sipping a cup of camomile tea. 


Light as feathers the witches fly, 
The horn of the moon is plain to see; 
By a firefly under a jonquil flower 
A goblin toasts a bumble-bee. 


We might be fifty, we might be five, 
So snug, so compact, so wise are we! 
Under the kitchen-table leg 

My knee is pressing against his knee. 


Our shutters are shut, the fire 1s low, 
The tap is dripping peacefully; 

The saucepan shadows on the wall 
Are black and round and plain to see. 


Countrywomen 


These be two 

Countrywomen. 

What a size! 

Grand big arms 

And round red faces; 

Big substantial 

Sit-down-places; 

Great big bosoms firm as cheese 
Bursting through their country jackets; 
Wide big laps 

And sturdy knees; 

Hands outspread, 

Round and rosy, 

Hands to hold 

A country posy 

Or a baby or a lamb — 

And such eyes! 

Stupid, shifty, small and sly 

Peeping through a slit of sty, 
Squinting through their neighbours’ plackets. 


Covering Wings 


Love! Love! Your tenderness, 
Your beautiful, watchful ways 
Grasp me, fold me, cover me; 
I lie in a kind of daze, 

Neither asleep nor yet awake, 
Neither a bud nor flower. 
Brings to-morrow 

Joy or sorrow, 

The black or the golden hour? 


Love! Love! You pity me so! 

Chide me, scold me — cry, 

“Submit — submit! You must not fight!” 
What may I do, then? Die? 

But, oh my horror of quiet beds! 

How can I longer stay! 
“One to be ready, 

Two to be steady, 

Three to be off and away 


1”? 


Darling heart — your gravity! 

Your sorrowful, mournful gaze — 
“Two bleached roads lie under the moon, 
At the parting of the ways.” 

But the tiny, tree-thatched, narrow lane, 
Isn’t it yours and mine? 

The blue-bells ring 

Hey, ding-a-ding, ding! 

And buds are thick on the vine. 

Love! Love! Grief of my heart! 

As a tree droops over a stream 


You hush me, lull me, dark me, 

The shadow hiding the gleam. 

Your drooping and tragical boughs of grace 
Are heavy as though with rain. 

Run! Run! 

Into the sun! 

Let us be children again. 


Deaf House Agent 


That deaf old man 

With his hand to his ear — 

His hand to his head stood out like a shell, 
Horny and hollow. He said, “I can’t hear,” 
He muttered, “Don’t shout, 

I can hear very well!” 


He mumbled, “I can’t catch a word; 

I can’t follow.” 

Then Jack with a voice like a Protestant bell 
Roared— “Particulars! Farmhouse! At 10 quid a year!” 
“T dunno wot place you are talking about.” 

Said the deaf old man. 

Said Jack, ““What the Hell!” 

But the deaf old man took a pin from his desk, picked 
a piece of wool the size of a hen’s egg from his ear, 
had a good look at it, decided in its favour and re- 
placed it in the aforementioned organ. 


Evening Song of the Thoughtful Child 


Shadow children, thin and small, 
Now the day is left behind, 

You are dancing on the wall, 

On the curtains, on the blind. 


On the ceiling, children, too, 
Peeping round the nursery door, 
Let me come and play with you, 
As we always played before. 


Let’s pretend that we have wings 
And can really truly fly 

Over every sort of things 

Up and up into the sky. 


Where the sweet star children play — 
It does seem a dreadful rule, 

They must stay inside all day. 

I suppose they go to school. 


And to-night, dears, do you see, 
They are having such a race 

With their father moon — the tree 
Almost hides his funny face. 


Shadow children, once at night, 

I was all tucked up in bed, 

Father moon came — such a fright — 
Through the window poked his head; 


I could see his staring eyes, 

O, my dears, I was afraid, 
That was not a nice surprise, 
And the dreadful noise I made! 


Let us make a fairy ring, 
Shadow children, hand in hand, 
And our songs quite softly sing 
That we learned in fairyland. 


Shadow children, thin and small, 
See, the day is far behind; 

And I kiss you — on the wall — 
On the curtains — on the blind. 


Fairy Tale 


Now this is the story of Olaf 

Who ages and ages ago 

Lived right on the top of a mountain, 
A mountain all covered with snow. 


And he was quite pretty and tiny 

With beautiful curling fair hair 

And small hands like delicate flowers — 
Cheeks kissed by the cold mountain air. 


He lived in a hut made of pinewood 
Just one little room and a door 

A table, a chair, and a bedstead 
And animal skins on the floor. 


Now Olaf was partly fairy 

And so never wanted to eat; 

He thought dewdrops and raindrops were plenty 
And snowflakes and all perfumes sweet. 


In the daytime when sweeping and dusting 
And cleaning were quite at an end, 

He would sit very still on the doorstep 
And dream — O, that he had a friend! 


Somebody to come when he called them, 
Somebody to catch by the hand, 
Somebody to sleep with at night time, 
Somebody who’d quite understand. 


One night in the middle of Winter 
He lay wide awake on his bed, 
Outside there was fury of tempest 
And calling of wolves to be fed — 


Thin wolves, grey and silent as shadows; 

And Olaf was frightened to death. 

He had peeped through a crack in the doorpost, 
He had seen the white smoke of their breath. 


But suddenly over the storm wind 
He heard a small voice pleadingly 
Cry, “I am a snow fairy, Olaf, 
Unfasten the window for me.” 


So he did, and there flew through the opening 
The daintiest, prettiest sprite 

Her face and her dress and her stockings, 

Her hands and her curls were all white. 


And she said, “O you poor little stranger 
Before I am melted, you know, 

I have brought you a valuable present, 
A little brown fiddle and bow. 


So now you can never be lonely, 

With a fiddle, you see, for a friend, 

But all through the Summer and Winter 
Play beautiful songs without end.” 


And then, — O she melted like water, 
But Olaf was happy at last; 

The fiddle he tucked in his shoulder, 
He held his small bow very fast. 


So perhaps on the quietest of evenings 
If you listen, you may hear him soon, 
The child who is playing the fiddle 
Away up in the cold, lonely moon. 


Fairy Tale (2) 


Now folds the Tree of Day its perfect flowers, 
And every bloom becomes a bud again, 

Shut and sealed up against the golden showers 
Of bees that hover in the velvet hours.... 

Now a Strain 

Wild and mournful blown from shadow towers, 
Echoed from shadow ships upon the foam, 
Proclaims the Queen of Night. 

From their bowers 

The dark Princess fluttering, wing their flight 
To their old Mother, in her huge old home. 


Firelight 


Playing in the fire and twilight together, 

My little son and I, 

Suddenly — woefully — I stoop to catch him. 
“Try, mother, try!” 


Old Nurse Silence lifts a silent finger: 
“Hush! cease your play!” 

What happened? What in that tiny moment 
Flew away? 


Grown-Up Talk 


Half-Past-Six and I were talking 
In a very grown-up way; 

We had got so tired with running 
That we did not want to play. 


“How do babies come, I wonder,” 
He said, looking at the sky, 

“Does God mix the things together 
An’ just make it-like a pie?” 


I was really not quite certain, 

But it sounded very nice; 

It was all that we could think of, 
Besides a book said “sugar and spice.” 


Half-Past-Six said — He’s so clever — 
Cleverer than me, I mean... 

“T suppose God makes the black ones 
When the saucepan isn’t clean.” 


In the Rangitaki Valley 


Valley of waving broom, 

O lovely, lovely light, 

O hear of the world, red-gold! 
Breast high in the blossom I stand; 
It beats about me like waves 

Of a magical, golden sea 


The barren heart of the world 
Alive at the kiss of the sun, 

The yellow mantle of Summer 
Flung over a laughing land, 

Warm with the warmth of her body 
Sweet with the kiss of her breath 


O valley of waving broom, 

O lovely, lovely light, 

O mystical marriage of Earth 

With the passionate Summer sun! 

To her lover she holds a cup 

And the yellow wine o’erflows. 

He has lighted a little torch 

And the whole of the world is ablaze. 
Prodigal wealth of love! 

Breast high in the blossom I stand. 


Jangling Memory 


Heavens above! here’s an old tie of your — 
Sea-green dragons stamped on a golden ground. 
Ha! Ha! Ha! What children we were in those days. 


Do you love me enough to wear it now? 
Have you the courage of your pristine glories? 
Ha! Ha! Ha! You laugh and shrug your shoulders. 


Those were the days when a new tie spelt a fortune: 
We wore it in turn — I flaunted it as a waist-belt. 
Ha! Ha! Ha! What easily satisfied babies. 


“T think I’1l turn into a piano duster.” 
“Give it to me, Ill polish my slippers on it!” 
Ha! Ha! Ha! The rag’s not worth the dustbin. 


“Throw the shabby old thing right out of the window; 
Fling it into the faces of other children!” 

Ha! Ha! Ha! We laughed and laughed till the tears 
came! 


Loneliness 


Now it is Loneliness who comes at night 
Instead of Sleep, to sit beside my bed. 

Like a tired child I lie and wait her tread, 

I watch her softly blowing out the light. 
Motionless sitting, neither left or right 

She turns, and weary, weary droops her head. 
She, too, is old; she, too, has fought the fight. 
So, with the laurel she is garlanded. 


Through the sad dark the slowly ebbing tide 
Breaks on a barren shore, unsatisfied. 

A strange wind flows... then silence. I am fain 
To turn to Loneliness, to take her hand, 

Cling to her, waiting, till the barren land 

Fills with the dreadful monotone of rain 


Night-Scented Stock 


White, white in the milky night 

The moon danced over a tree. 

“Wouldn’t it be lovely to swim in the lake!” 
Someone whispered to me. 


“Oh, do-do-do!” cooed someone else, 

And clasped her hands to her chin. 

“T should so love to see the white bodies — 
All the white bodies jump in!” 


The big dark house hid secretly 

Behind the magnolia and the spreading pear-tree; 

But there was a sound of music — music rippled and ran 
Like a lady laughing behind her fan, 

Laughing and mocking and running away... 

“Come into the garden — it’s as light as day!” 


“T can’t dance to that Hungarian stuff, 

The rhythm in it is not passionate enough,” 

Said somebody. “I absolutely refuse....” 

But he took off his socks and his shoes 

And round he spun. “It’s like Hungarian fruit dishes 
Hard and bright — a mechanical blue!” 

His white feet flicked in the grass like fishes... 
Someone cried: “I want to dance, too!” 


But one with a queer Russian ballet head 
Curled up on a blue wooden bench instead. 
And another, shadowy — shadowy and tall — 
Walked in the shadow of the dark house wall, 


Someone beside her. It shone in the gloom, 
His round grey hat, like a wet mushroom. 


“Don’t you think perhaps...” piped someone’s flute. 
“How sweet the flowers smell!” I heard the other say. 
Somebody picked a wet, wet pink, 

Smelled it and threw it away. 

“Ts the moon a virgin or is she a harlot?” 

Asked somebody. Nobody would tell. 

The faces and the hands moved in a pattern 

As the music rose and fell, 

In a dancing, mysterious, moon-bright pattern 

Like flowers nodding under the sea... 


The music stopped and there was nothing left of them 
But the moon dancing over the tree. 


Now I am a Plant, a Weed... 


Now I am a plant, a weed, 
Bending and swinging 
On a rocky ledge; 

And now I am a long brown grass 
Fluttering like flame; 

I am a reed; 

An old shell singing 

For ever the same; 

A drift of sedge; 

A white, white stone; 

A bone; 

Until I pass 

Into sand again, 

And spin and blow 

To and fro, to and fro, 

On the edge of the sea 

In the fading light — 

For the light fades. 


But if you were to come you would not say: 
“She is not waiting here for me; 
She has forgotten.” Have we not in play 


Disguised ourselves as weed and stones and grass 


While the strange ships did pass 

Gently, gravely, leaving a curl of foam 
That uncurled softly about our island home, 
Bubbles of foam that glittered on the stone 


Like rainbows? Look, darling! No, they are gone. 
And the white sails have melted into the sailing sky... 


On a Young Lady’s Sixth Anniversary 


Baby Babbles — only one, 
Now to sit up has begun. 


Little Babbles quite turned two 
Walks as well as I and you. 


And Miss Babbles one, two, three, 
Has a teaspoon at her tea. 


But her Highness at four 
Learns to open the front door. 


And her Majesty — now six, 
Can her shoestrings neatly fix. 


Babbles, babbles, have a care, 
You will soon put up your hair! 


Opposites 


The Half-Soled-Boots-With-Toecaps-Child 
Walked out into the street 

And splashed in all the pubbles till 

She had such shocking feet 


The Patent-Leather-Slipper-Child 
Stayed quietly in the house 

And sat upon the fender stool 

As still as any mouse. 


The Half-Soled-Boots-With-Toecaps-Child 
Her hands were black as ink; 

She would come running through the house 
And begging for a drink. 


The Patent-Leather-Slipper-Child 
Her hands were white as snow; 
She did not like to play around, 
She only liked to sew. 


The Half-Soled-Boots-With-Toecaps-Child 
Lost hair ribbons galore; 

She dropped them on the garden walks, 
She dropped them on the floor. 


The Patent-Leather-Slipper-Child 
O thoughtful little girl! 

She liked to walk quite soberly, 
It kept her hair in curl. 


The Half-Soled-Boots-With-Toecaps-Child 
When she was glad or proud 

Just flung her arms round Mother’s neck 
And kissed her very loud. 


The Patent-Leather-Slipper-Child 
Was shocked at such a sight, 

She only offered you her cheek 
At morning and at night. 


O Half-Soled-Boots-With-Toecaps-Child 
Your happy laughing face 

Does like a scented Summer rose 

Make sweet the dullest place. 


O Patent-Leather-Slipper-Child 
My dear, I’m well content 

To have my daughter in my arms, 
And not an ornament. 


Out in the Garden 


Out in the garden, 

Out in the windy, swinging dark, 

Under the trees and over the flower-beds, 
Over the grass and under the hedge border, 
Someone is sweeping, sweeping, 

Some old gardener. 

Out in the windy, swinging dark, 

Someone is secretly putting in order, 
Someone is creeping, creeping. 


Sanary 


Her little hot room looked over the bay 
Through a stiff palisade of glinting palms, 
And there she would lie in the heat of the day, 
Her dark head resting upon her arms, 

So quiet, so still, she did not seem 

To think, to feel, or even to dream. 


The shimmering, blinding web of sea 

Hung from the sky, and the spider sun 

With busy frightening cruelty 

Crawled over the sky and spun and spun. 

She could see it still when she shut her eyes, 
And the little boats caught in the web like flies. 


Down below at this idle hour 

Nobody walked in the dust street; 

A scent of a dying mimosa flower 
Lay on the air, but sweet — too sweet. 


Sea 


The Sea called — I lay on the rocks and said: 

“Tam come.” 

She mocked and showed her teeth, 

Stretching out her long green arms. 

“Go away!” she thundered. 

“Then tell me what I am to do,” I begged. 

“If I leave you, you will not be silent, 

But cry my name in the cities 

And wistfully entreat me in the plains and forests; 
All else I forsake to come to you — what must I do?” 
“Never have I uttered your name,” snarled the Sea. 
“There is no more of me in your body 

Than the little salt tears you are frightened of shedding. 
What can you know of my love on your brown rock 
pillow... 

Come closer.” 


Sea Song 


I will think no more of the sea! 
Of the big green waves 

And the hollowed shore, 

Of the brown rock caves 

No more, no more 

Of the swell and the weed 
And the bubbling foam. 
Memory dwells in my far away home, 
She has nothing to do with me. 
She is old and bent 

With a pack on her back. 

Her tears all spent, 

Her voice, just a crack. 

With an old thorn stick 

She hobbles along, 

And a crazy song 

Now slow, now quick, 
Wheeks in her throat. 

And every day 

While there’s light on the shore 
She searches for something; 
Her withered claw 

Tumbles the seaweed; 

She pokes in each shell 
Groping and mumbling 

Until the night 

Deepens and darkens, 

And covers her quite, 

And bids her be silent, 

And bids her be still. 

The ghostly feet 

Of the whispery waves 


Tiptoe beside her. 

They follow, follow 

To the rocky caves 

In the white beach hollow... 

She hugs her hands, 

She sobs, she shrills, 

And the echoes shriek 

In the rocky hills. 

She moans: “It is lost! Let it be! Let it be! 
I am old. I’m too cold. I am frightened... 
The sea Is too loud... it is lost, 

It is gone...” 

Memory Wails in my far away home. 


Sleeping Together 


Sleeping together... how tired you were... 

How warm our room... how the firelight spread 
On walls and ceiling and great white bed! 

We spoke in whispers as children do, 

And now it was I — and then it was you 

Slept a moment, to wake— “My dear, 

I’m not at all sleepy,” one of us said.... 


Was it a thousand years ago? 

I woke in your arms — you were sound asleep — 
And heard the pattering sound of sheep. 

Softly I slipped to the floor and crept 

To the curtained window, then, while you slept, 

I watched the sheep pass by in the snow. 


O flock of thoughts with their shepherd Fear 
Shivering, desolate, out in the cold, 
That entered into my heart to fold! 


A thousand years... was it yesterday 

When we two children of far away, 
Clinging close in the darkness, lay 
Sleeping together?... How tired you were... 


Song by the Window Before Bed 


Little Star, little Star, 

Come down quick. 

The Moon is a bogey-man; 
He’ ll eat you certain if he can. 
Little Star, little Star, 

Come down quick! 


Little Star, little Star, 

Whisper “Yes.” 

The trees are just niggers all, 
They look so black, the are so tall. 
Little Star, little Star, 

Whisper “Yes” 


Little Star, little Star, 

Gone — all gone. 

The bogey-man swallowed you, 
The nigger trees are laughing too. 
Little Star, little Star, 

Gone — all gone. 


Song of Karen, the Dancing Child 


(O little white feet of mine) 

Out in the storm and the rain you fly; 
(Red, red shoes the colour of wine) 
Can the children hear my cry? 


(O little white feet of mine) 

Never a child in the whole great town; 
(Red, red shoes the colour of wine) 
Lights out and the blinds pulled down. 


(O little white feet of mine) 

Never a light on a window pane, 
(Red, red shoes the colour of wine) 
And the wild wet cry of the rain. 


(O little white feet of mine) 

Shall I never again be still? 

(Red, red shoes the colour of wine) 
And away over valley and hill. 


(O little white feet of mine) 
Children, children, open the door! 
(Red, red shoes the colour of wine) 
And the wind shrieks Nevermore. 


Song of the Little White Girl 


Cabbage tree, cabbage tree, what is the matter? 
Why are you shaking so? Why do you chatter? 
Because it is just a white baby you see, 

And it’s the black ones you like, cabbage tree? 


Cabbage tree, cabbage tree, you’re a strange fellow 
With your green hair and your legs browny-yellow. 
Wouldn’t you like to have curls, dear, like me? 

What! No one to make them? O poor cabbage tree! 


Never mind, cabbage tree, when I am taller, 
And if you grow, please, a little bit smaller, 

I shall be able by that time, bay be, 

To make you the loveliest curls, cabbage tree. 


Sorrowing Love 


And again the flowers are come, 

And the light shakes, 

And no tiny voice is dumb, 

And a bud breaks 

On the humble bush and the proud restless tree. 
Come with me! 


Look, this little flower is pink, 
And this one white. 

Here’s a pearl cup for your drink, 
Here’s for your delight 

A yellow one, sweet with honey. 
Here’s fairy money 

Silver bright 

Scattered over the grass 

AS we pass. 


Here’s moss. How the smell of it lingers 
On my cold fingers! 

You shall have no moss. Here’s a frail 
Hyacinth, deathyly pale. 

Not for you, not for you! 

And the place where they grew 

You must promise me not to discover, 
My sorrowful lover! 

Shall we never be happy again? 
Never again play? 

In vain — in vain! 

Come away! 


Spring Wind in London 


I blow across the stagnant world, 

I blow across the sea, 

For me, the sailor’s flag unfurled, 
For me, the uprooted tree. 

My challenge to the world is hurled; 
The world must bow to me. 


I drive the clouds across the sky, 
I huddle them like sheep; 
Merciless shepherd-dog am I 
And shepherd-watch I keep. 

If in the quiet vales they lie 

I blow them up the steep. 


Lo! In the tree-tops do I hide, 

In every living thing; 

On the moon’s yellow wings I glide, 
On the wild rose I swing; 

On the sea-horse’s back I ride, 

And what then do I bring? 


And when a little child is ill 

I pause, and with my hand 

I wave the window curtain’s frill 
That he may understand 

Outside the wind is blowing still; 
.It 1s a pleasant land. 


O stranger in a foreign place, 
See what I bring to you. 


This rain — 1s tears upon your face; 
I tell you — tell you true 

I came from that forgotten place 
Where once the wattle grew, — 


All the wild sweetness of the flower 
Tangled against the wall. 

It was that magic, silent hour.... 

The branches grew so tall 

They twined themselves into a bower. 
The sun shown... and the fall 


Of yellow blossom on the grass! 
You feel that golden rain? 

Both of you could not hold, alas, 
(both of you tried, in vain) 

A memory, stranger. So I pass.... 
It will not come again 


Stars 


Most merciful God 

Look kindly upon 

An impudent child 

Who wants sitting on. 

This evening late 

I went to the door 

And then to the gate 

There were more stars — more 
Than I could have expected, 
Even I! 

I was amazed, 

Almighty, August! 

I was utterly dazed, 
Omnipotent! Just 

In a word I was floored, 
Good God of Hosts — Lord! 
That at this time of day 
They should still blaze away, 
That thou hadst not rejected 
Or at least circumspected 
Their white silver beauty — 
Was it spite? Was it duty? 


The Arabian Shawl 


“It is cold outside, you will need a coat — 

What! this old Arabian shawl! 

Bind it about your head and throat, 

These steps... 1t is dark... my hand... you might fall.” 


What has happened? What strange, sweet charm 
Lingers about the Arabian shawl... 

Do not tremble so! There can be no harm 

In just remembering — that is all. 


“T love you so — I will be your wife,” 
Here, in the dark of the Terrace wall, 
Say it again. Let that other life 

Fold us like the Arabian shawl. 


“Do you remember?”’... “I quite forget, 
Some childish foolishness, that is all, 
To-night is the first time we have met... 
Let me take off my Arabian shawl!” 


The Awakening River 


The gulls are mad-in-love with the river, 

And the river unveils her face and smiles. 

In her sleep-brooding eyes they mirror their shining wings. 
She lies on silver pillows: the sun leans over her. 

He warms and warms her, he kisses and kisses her. 

There are sparks in her hair and she stirs in laughter. 

Be careful, my beautiful waking one! You will catch on fire. 
Wheeling and flying with the foam of the sea on their breasts, 
The ineffable mists of the sea clinging to their wild wings, 
Crying the rapture of the boundless ocean, 

The gulls are mad-in-love with the river. 

Wake! we are the dream thoughts flying form your heart. 
Wake! we are the songs of desire flowing from your bosom. 
O, I think the sun will lend her his great wings 

And the river will fly to the sea with the mad-in-love birds. 


The Black Monkey 


My Babbles has a nasty knack 

Of keeping monkeys on her back. 

A great big black one comes and swings 
Right on her sash or pinny strings. 

It is a horrid thing and wild 

And makes her such a naughty child. 


She comes and stands beside my chair 
With almost an offended air 

And says:— “Oh, Father, why can’t I?” 
And stamps her foot and starts to cry — 
I look at Mother in dismay... 

What little girl is this, to-day? 


She throws about her nicest toys 
And makes a truly dreadful noise 
Till Mother rises from her place 
With quite a Sunday churchy face 
And Babbles silently is led 

Into the dark and her own bed. 


Never a kiss or one Goodnight, 

Never a glimpse of candle light. 

Oh, how the monkey simply flies! 

Oh, how poor Babbles calls and cries, 
Runs from the room with might and main, 
“Father dear, I am good again.” 


When she is sitting on my knee 
Snuggled quite close and kissing me, 


Babbles and I, we think the same — 
Why, that the monkey never came 
Only a terrible dream maybe... 
What did she have for evening tea? 


The Candle 


By my bed, on a little round table 

The Grandmother placed a candle. 

She gave me three kisses telling me they were three dreams 
And tucked me in just where I loved being tucked. 

Then she went out of the room and the door was shut. 

I lay still, waiting for my three dreams to talk; 

But they were silent. 

Suddenly I remember giving her three kisses back. 
Perhaps, by mistake, I had given my three little dreams 

I sat up in bed. 

The room grew big, oh, bigger far than a church. 

The wardrobe, quite by itself, as big as a house. 

And the jug on the washstand smiled at me: 

It was not a friendly smile. 

I looked at the basket-chair where my clothes lay folded: 
The chair gave a creak as though it were listening for something. 
Perhaps it was coming alive and going to dress in my clothes. 
But the awful thing was the window: 

I could not think what was outside. 

No tree to be seen, I was sure, 

No nice little plant or friendly pebbly path. 

Why did she pull the blind down every night? 

It was better to know. 

I crunched my teeth and crept out of bed, 

I peeped through a slit of the blind. 

There was nothing at all to be seen. 

But hundreds of friendly candles all over the sky 

In remembrance of frightened children. 

I went back to bed... 

The three dreams started singing a little song. 


The Earth-Child in the Grass 


In the very early morning 

Long before Dawn time 

I lay down in the paddock 

And listened to the cold song of the grass. 
Between my fingers the green blades, 

And the green blades pressed against my body. 
“Who is she leaning so heavily upon me?” 

Sang the grass. 

“Why does she weep on my bosom, 

Mingling her tears with the tears of my mystic lover? 
Foolish little earth-child! 

It is not yet time. 

One day I shall open my bosom 

And you shall slip in — but not weeping. 

Then in the early morning 

Long before Dawn time 

Your lover will lie in the paddock. 

Between his fingers the green blades 

And the green blades pressed against his body... 
My song shall not sound cold to him 

In my deep wave he will find the wave of your hair 
In my strong sweet perfume, the perfume of your kisses. 
Long and long he will lie there... 

Laughing — not weeping.” 


The Family 


Hinemoa, Tui, Maina, 

All of them were born together; 
They are quite an extra special 
Set of babies — wax and leather. 


Every day they took an airing; 
Mummy made them each a bonnet; 
Two were cherry, one was yellow 
With a bow of ribbon on it. 


Really, sometimes we would slap them, 
For if ever we were talking, 

They would giggle and be silly, 

Saying, “Mamma, take us walking.” 


But we never really loved them 

Till one day we left them lying 

In the garden — through a hail-storm, 
And we heard the poor dears crying. 


Half-Past-Six said— “You’re a mother! 
What if Mummy did forget you?” 

So I said, “Well, you’re their Father. 
Get them!” but I wouldn’t let you. 


The Gulf 


A Gulf of silence separates us from each other. 

I stand at one side of the gulf, you at the other. 

I cannot see you or hear you, yet know that you are there. 
Often I call you by your childish name 

And pretend that the echo to my crying is your voice. 
How can we bridge the gulf? Never by speech or touch. 
Once I thought we might fill it quite up with tears. 

Now I want to shatter it with our laughter. 


The Man with the Wooden Leg 


There was a man lived quite near us; 

He had a wooden leg and a goldfinch in a green cage. 

His name was Farkey Anderson, 

And he’d been in a war to get his leg. 

We were very sad about him, 

Because he had such a beautiful smile 

And was such a big man to live in a very small house. 
When he walked on the road his leg did not matter so much; 
But when he walked in his little house 

It made an ugly noise. 

Little Brother said his goldfinch sang the loudest of all birds, 
So that he should not hear his poor leg 

And feel too sorry about it. 


The Opal Dream Cave 


In an opal dream cave I found a fairy: 

Her wings were frailer than flower petals, 
Frailer far than snowflakes. 

She was not frightened, but poised on my finger, 
Then delicately walked into my hand. 

I shut the two palms of my hands together 
And held her prisoner. 

I carried her out of the opal cave, 

Then opened my hands. 

First she became thistledown, 

Then a mote in a sunbeam, 

Then — nothing at all. 

Empty now is my opal dream cave. 


The Pillar Box 


The pillar box is fat and red, 
The pillar box is high; 

It has the flattest sort of head 
And not a nose or eye, 

But just one open nigger mouth 
That grins when I go by. 


The pillar box is very round 

But hungry all the day; 

Although it doesn’t make a sound, 
Folks know it wants to say, 

“Give me some letter sandwiches 
To pass the time away.” 


“A postage stamp I like to eat 

Or gummy letterette.” 

I see the people on the street, 

If it is fine or wet, 

Give something to the greedy thing; 
They never quite forget. 


The pillar box is quite a friend; 
When Father goes away 

My Mother has such lots to send, 
Far letters every day, 

And so I drop them in its mouth 
When I go out to play. 


The Quarrel 


Our quarrel seemed a giant thing, 

It made the room feel mean and small, 
The books, the lamp, the furniture, 
The very pictures on the wall — 


Crowded upon us as we sat 

Pale and terrified, face to face. 

“Why do you stay?” she said, “my room 
Can never be your resting place.” 


“Katinka, ere we part for life, 

I pray you walk once more with me.” 
So down the dark, familiar road 

We paced together, silently. 


The sky — it seemed on fire with stars! 
I said:— “Katinka dear, look up!” 

Like thirsty children, both of us 

Drank from the giant loving cup. 


“Who were those dolls?” Katinka said 
“What were their stupid, vague alarms?” 
And suddenly we turned and laughed 
And rushed into each other’s arms. 


The Sea-Child 


Into the world you sent her, mother, 
Fashioned her body of coral and foam, 
Combed a wave in her hair’s warm smother, 
And drove her away from home 


In the dark of the night she crept to the town 
And under a doorway she laid her down, 
The little blue child in the foam-fringed gown. 


And never a sister and never a brother 

To hear her call, to answer her cry. 

Her face shone out from her hair’s warm smother 
Like a moonkin up in the sky. 


She sold her corals; she sold her foam; 
Her rainbow heart like a singing shell 
Broke in her body: she crept back home. 


Peace, go back to the world, my daughter, 
Daughter, go back to the darkling land; 
There is nothing here but sad sea water, 
And a handful of sifting sand. 


The Secret 


In the profoundest ocean 

There is a rainbow shell, 

It is always there, shining most stilly 

Under the greatest storm waves 

That the old Greek called “ripples of laughter.” 
As you listen, the rainbow shell 

Sings — in the profoundest ocean. 

It is always there, singing most silently! 


The Storm 


I Ran to the forest for shelter, 

Breathless, half sobbing; 

I put my arms round a tree, 

Pillowed my head against the rough bark. 

“Protect me,” I said. “I am a lost child.” 

But the tree showered silver drops on my face and hair. 
A wind sprang up from the ends of the earth; 

It lashed the forest together. 

A huge green wave thundered and burst over my head. 

I prayed, implored, “Please take care of me!” 

But the wind pulled at my cloak and the rain beat upon me. 
Little rivers tore up the ground and swamped the bushes. 
A frenzy possessed the earth: I felt that the earth was drowning 
In a bubbling cavern of space. I alone — 

Smaller than the smallest fly — was alive and terrified. 
Then for what reason I know not, I became triumphant 
“Well, kill me!” I cried and ran out into the open. 

But the storm ceased: the sun spread his wings 

And floated serene in the silver pool of the sky. 

I put my hands over my face: I was blushing. 

And the trees swung together and delicately laughed. 


The Town Between the Hills 


The further the little girl leaped and ran, 
The further she longed to be; 

The white, white fields of jonquil flowers 
Danced up as high as her knee 

And flashed and sparkled before her eyes 
Until she could hardly see. 

So into the wood went she. 


It was quiet in the wood, 

It was solemn and grave; 

A sound like a wave 

Sighed in the tree-tops 

And then sighed no more. 

But she was brave, 

And the sky showed through 

A bird’s-egg blue, 

And she saw 

A tiny path that was running away 
Over the hills to — who can say? 
She ran, too. 

But then the path broke, 

Then the path ended 

And wouldn’t be mended. 


A little old man 

Sat on the edge, 
Hugging the hedge. 
He had a fire 

And two eggs in a pan 
And a paper poke 

Of pepper and salt; 


So she came to a halt 

To watch and admire: 

Cunning and nimble was he! 
“May I help, if I can, little old man?” 
“Bravo!” he said, 

“You may dine with me. 

I’ve two old eggs 

From two white hens 

and a loaf from a kind ladie: 
Some fresh nutmegs, 

Some cutlet ends 

In pink and white paper frills: 
And — I’ve — got 

A little hot-pot 

From the town between the hills.” 


He nodded his head 
And made her a sign 
To sit under the spray 
Of a trailing vine. 


But when the little girl joined her hands 
And said the grace she had learned to say, 
The little old man gave two dreadful squeals 
And she just saw the flash of his smoking heels 
As he tumbled, tumbled, 

With his two old eggs 

From two white hens, 

His loaf from a kind ladie, 

The fresh nutmegs, 

The cutlet-ends 

In the pink and white paper frills. 

And away rumbled 

The little hot-pot, 

So much too hot, 

From the town between the hills. 


The Wounded Bird 


In the wide bed 

Under the green embroidered quilt 

With flowers and leaves always in soft motion 
She is like a wounded bird resting on a pool. 


The hunter threw his dart 

And hit her breast, — 

Hit her but did not kill. 

“O my wings, lift me — lift me! 
I am not dreadfully hurt!” 
Down she dropped and was still. 


Kind people come to the edge of the pool with baskets. 
“Of course what the poor bird wants is plenty of food!” 
Their bags and pockets are crammed almost to bursting 
With dinner scrapings and scraps from the servants’ lunch. 
Oh! how pleased they are to be really giving! 

“In the past, you know you know, you were always so fly-away. 
So seldom came to the window-sill, so rarely 

Shared the delicious crumbs thrown into the yard. 

Here is a delicate fragment and here a tit-bit 

As good as new. And here’s a morsel of relish 

And cake and bread and bread and bread and bread.” 


At night, in the wide bed 

With the leaves and flowers 

Gently weaving in the darkness, 

She is like a wounded bird at rest on a pool. 
Timidly, timidly she lifts her head from her wing. 
In the sky there are two stars 

Floating, shining... 


O waters — do not cover me! 

I would look long and long at those beautiful stars! 
O my wings — lift me — lift me! 

I am not so dreadfully hurt... 


There is a Solemn Wind Tonight 


There is a solemn wind to-night 

That sings of solemn rain; 

The trees that have been quiet so long 
Flutter and start again. 


The slender trees, the heavy trees, 
The fruit trees laden and proud, 
Lift up their branches to the wind 
That cries to them so loud. 


The little bushes and the plants 
Bow to the solemn sound, 

And every tiniest blade of grass 
Shakes on the quiet ground. 


There was a Child Once 


There was a child once. 

He came to play in my garden; 

He was quite pale and silent. 

Only when he smiled I knew everything about him, 
I knew what he had in his pockets, 

And I knew the feel of his hands in my hands 

And the most intimate tones of his voice. 

I led him down each secret path, 

Showing him the hiding-place of all my treasures. 

I let him play with them, every one, 

I put my singing thoughts in a little silver cage 
And gave them to him to keep... 

It was very dark in the garden 

But never dark enough for us. On tiptoe we walked among the deepest 
shades; 

We bathed in the shadow pools beneath the trees, 
Pretending we were under the sea. 

Once — near the boundary of the garden — 

We heard steps passing along the World-road; 

O how frightened we were! 

I whispered: “Have you ever walked along that road?” 
He nodded, and we shook the tears from our eyes... 


There was a child once. 

He came — quite alone — to play in my garden; 
He was pale and silent. 

When we met we kissed each other, 

But when he went away, we did not even wave 


To God the Father 


To the little, pitiful God I make my prayer, 

The God with the long grey beard 

And flowing robe fastened with a hempen girdle 

Who sits nodding and muttering on the all-too-big throne of Heaven. 
What a long, long time, dear God, since you set the stars in their places, 
Girded the earth with the sea, and invented the day and night. 

And longer the time since you looked through the blue window of Heaven 
To see your children at play in a garden... 

Now we are all stronger than you and wiser and more arrogant, 

In swift procession we pass you by. 

“Who is that marionette nodding and muttering 

On the all-too-big throne of Heaven? 

Come down from your place, Grey Beard, 

We have had enough of your play-acting!”’ 


It is centuries since I believed in you, 

But to-day my need of you has come back. 

I want no rose-coloured future, 

No books of learning, no protestations and denials — 

I am sick of this ugly scramble, 

I am tired of being pulled about — 

O God, I want to sit on your knees 

On the all-too-big throne of Heaven, 

And fall asleep with my hands tangled in your grey beard. 


To L. H. B. (1894-1915) 


Last night for the first time since you were dead 

I walked with you, my brother, in a dream. 

We were at home again beside the stream 

Fringed with tall berry bushes, white and red. 

“Don’t touch them: they are poisonous,” I said. 

But your hand hovered, and I saw a beam 

Of strange, bright laughter flying round your head 

And as you stooped I saw the berries gleam. 

“Don’t you remember? We called them Dead Man’s Bread!” 
I woke and heard the wind moan and the roar 

Of the dark water tumbling on the shore. 

Where — where is the path of my dream for my eager feet? 
By the remembered stream my brother stands 

Waiting for me with berries in his hands... 

“These are my body. Sister, take and eat.” 


Very Early Spring 


The fields are snowbound no longer; 

There are little blue lakes and flags of tenderest green. 
The snow has been caught up into the sky — 

So many white clouds — and the blue of the sky is cold. 
Now the sun walks in the forest, 

He touches the bows and stems with his golden fingers; 
They shiver, and wake from slumber. 

Over the barren branches he shakes his yellow curls. 
Yet is the forest full of the sound of tears... 

A wind dances over the fields. 

Shrill and clear the sound of her waking laughter, 

Yet the little blue lakes tremble 

And the flags of tenderest green bend and quiver. 


Villa Pauline 


But, ah! before he came 

You were only a name: 

Four little rooms and a cupboard 
Without a bone, 

And I was alone! 

Now with your windows wide 
Everything from outside 

Of sun and flower and loveliness 
Comes in to hide, 

To play, to laugh on the stairs, 
To catch unawares 

Our childish happiness, 

And to glide 

Through the four little rooms on tip-toe 
With lifted finger, 

Pretending we shall not know When the shutters are shut 
That they still linger 

Long, long after. 

Lying close in the dark 

He says to me: “Hark, 

Isn’t that laughter?” 


Voices of the Air 


But then there comes that moment rare 
When, for no cause that I can find, 
The little voices of the air 

Sound above all the sea and wind. 


The sea and wind do then obey 

And sighing, sighing double notes 

Of double basses, content to play 

A droning chord for the little throats — 


The little throats that sing and rise 

Up into the light with lovely ease 

And a kind of magical, sweet surprise 

To hear and know themselves for these — 


For these little voices: the bee, the fly 
The leaf that taps, the pod that breaks, 
The breeze on the grass-tops bending by, 
The shrill quick sound that insect makes. 


Waves 


I saw a tiny God 

Sitting 

Under a bright blue umbrella 
That had white tassels 

And forked ribs of gold. 

Below him His little world 

Lay open to the sun. 

The shadow of His hat 

Lay upon a city. 

When he stretched forth His hand 
A lake became a dark tremble. 
When he kicked up His foot 

It became night in the mountain passes. 


But thou art small! 

There are gods far greater than thou. 
They rise and fall, 

The tumbling gods of the sea. 
Can thy heart heave such sighs, 
Such hollow savage cries, 
Such windy breath, 

Such groaning death? 

And can thy arm enfold 

The old, 

The cold, 

The changeless dreadful places 
Where the herds 

Of horned sea-monsters 

And the screaming birds 
Gather together? 

From those silent men 

That lie in the pen 


Of our pearly prisons, 
Canst thou hunt thy prey? 
Like us canst thou stay 
Awaiting thine hour, 

And then rise like a tower 
And crash and shatter? 


There are neither trees nor bushes 

In my country, 

Said the tiny God. 

But there are streams 

And waterfalls 

And mountain-peaks 

Covered with lovely weed. 

There are little shores and safe harbours, 
Caves for cool and plains for sun and wind. 
Lovely is the sound of the rivers, 
Lovely the flashing brightness 

Of the lovely peaks. 

I am content. 


But Thy kingdom is small, 
Said the God of the Sea. 
Thy kingdom shall fall; 

I shall not let thee be. 
Thou art proud! 

With a loud 

Pealing of laughter, 

He rose and covered 

The tiny God’s land 

With the tip of his hand, 
With the curl of his fingers: 
And after — 


The tiny God 
Began to cry 


When I was a Bird 


I climbed up the karaka tree 

Into a nest all made of leaves 

But soft as feathers. 

I made up a song that went on singing all by itself 
And hadn’t any words, but got sad at the end. 

There were daisies in the grass under the tree. 

I said just to try them: 

“T’ll bite off your heads and give them to my little children to eat.” 
But they didn’t believe I was a bird; 

They stayed quite open. 

The sky was like a blue nest with white feathers 

And the sun was the mother bird keeping it warm. 
That’s what my song said: though it hadn’t any words. 
Little Brother came up the patch, wheeling his barrow. 
I made my dress into wings and kept very quiet. 

Then when he was quite near I said: “Sweet, sweet!” 
For a moment he looked quite startled; 

Then he said: “Pooh, you’re not a bird; I can see your legs.” 
But the daisies didn’t really matter, 

And Little Brother didn’t really matter; 

I felt just like a bird. 


Winter Song 


Winter Song Rain and wind, and wind and rain. 
Will the Summer come again? 

Rain on houses, on the street, 

Wetting all the people’s feet, 

Though they run with might and main. 

Rain and wind, and wind and rain. 


Snow and sleet, and sleet and snow. 
Will the Winter never go? 

What do beggar children do 

With no fire to cuddle to, 

P’raps with nowhere warm to go? 
Snow and sleet, and sleet and snow. 


Hail and ice, and ice and hail, 
Water frozen in the pail. 

See the robins, brown and red, 
They are waiting to be fed. 
Poor dears, battling in the gale! 
Hail and ice, and ice and hail. 


The Non-Fiction 


Georges Gurdjieff's Institute for the Harmonious Development of Man in Fontainebleau, France, 


which Mansfield attended in 1922, hoping to cure her tuberculosis. 


NOVELS AND NOVELISTS 


In March 1919, Mansfield’s husband Murry became the editor of 
Athenaeum, a prestigious weekly journal that had a reputation for 
publishing the very best writers’ works. Mansfield wrote over a hundred 
reviews for the magazine, which Murry later collected and published 
posthumously as Novels and Novelists in 1930. Although a difficult time for 
Mansfield, with the relationship with her husband becoming repeatedly 
strained, these articles and reviews reveal her keen insight and sensitive 
appreciation of some of the most influential works of the time. 


Mansfield with her husband Murry, c.1915 
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An early edition of the magazine that Murry edited and Mansfield wrote reviews for 


Introductory Note 


From April 1919 to December 1920 Katherine Mansfield regularly 
reviewed fiction for The Athenzeum, giving up only when incapacitated by 
illness. 

Her reviews are here printed in chronological order, since any other 
arrangement would make meaningless her not infrequent allusions to books 
previously reviewed, or to her previous reviews of books. 

For this reason the attempt to make a selection from them has been 
abandoned. Taken all together, they form a body of criticism unique in its 
kind. It is to be regretted that accidents of publication, or editorial 
necessities, prevented her from giving her opinion on certain eminent 
novelists. The most notable omissions are H. G. Wells, Arnold Bennett and 
D. H. Lawrence. In order to give some record at least of her admiration for 
the work of D. H. Lawrence, a little note pencilled in her copy of Aarons 
Rod, but not intended for publication, has been included. 

J.M. M. 


Three Women Novelists 


Hope Trueblood — By Patience Worth 
The House of Courage — By Mrs. Victor Rickard 
The Tunnel — By Dorothy Richardson 


Very often, after reading a modern novel, the question suggests itself: 
Why was it written? And the answer is not always immediate. Indeed, there 
is no answer; it is perhaps a little reflection on our present authors that there 
can be so many and of so diverse a kind. One of our famous young 
novelists half solves the problem for us by stating, in a foreword to his 
latest book, that he wrote it because he could not help himself, because he 
was ‘compelled’ to — but half solves it only. For we cannot help 
wondering, when the book is finished and laid by, as to the nature of that 
mysterious compulsion. It is terrifying to think of the number of novels that 
are written and announced and published and to be had of all libraries, and 
reviewed and bought and borrowed and read, and left in hotel lounges and 
omnibuses and railway carriages and deck chairs. Is it possible to believe 
that each one of them was once the darling offspring of some proud author, 
— his cherished hope in whom he lives his second richer life? 

Public Opinion, garrulous, lying old nurse that she 1s, cries: “Yes! Great 
books, immortal books are being born every minute, each one more lusty 
than the last. Let him who is without sin among you cast the first criticism.’ 
It would be a superb, thrilling world if this were true! Or if even a very 
moderate number of them were anything but little puppets, little make- 
believes, playthings on strings with the same stare and the same sawdust 
filling, just unlike enough to keep the attention distracted, but all like 
enough to do nothing more profound. After all, in these lean years of plenty 
how could it be otherwise? Not even the most hardened reader, at the rate 
books are written and read nowadays, could stand up against so many 
attacks upon his mind and heart, if it were. Reading, for the great majority 
— for the reading public — is not a passion but a pastime, and writing, for 
the vast number of modern authors, is a pastime and not a passion. 


Miss Patience Worth’s ‘Hope Trueblood’ is almost too good an example 
of the pastime novel. It never for one moment touches the real world or the 
realm of faery, preferring to linger in that ‘valley of soft springs’ which lies 
between, where every echo is a sigh, every voice a cry upon the wind, 
where Melodrama has his castle and Sentimentality is the weeping lady of 
the tower. 

The story is an old one; it is the Bastard’s Progress. A little child without 
a father is left at her mother’s death to the cruel mercies of a virtuous 
village. Although she has the ‘sunshine smile’ and: ‘there is a bud here, I 
beat my heart over,’ she is doomed. She is the little innocent lamb branded 
with the sign of shame who must be sacrificed. To make this tragedy more 
pitiful, Miss Worth causes her lamb to speak in a special language, a kind of 
theatrical pot-pourri, and by the time the end is reached there is not a device 
or an ornament left in the property-box. Even the symbolic white butterfly 
has flown into the air: ‘Up-up-up!’ Added to this, Miss Worth has thrown 
over all a veil of mystery which never is lifted wholly. Now and again a 
corner flutters, but if we venture to look beneath it is dropped again — and 
our curiosity with it. 

‘Can you read this, O reader? Try! Try! for my foolish tears are flowing 
and I cannot see.’ It would require a simple soul indeed to be beguiled by 
such mock pearls. But we stand amazed before her publisher’s 
announcement. However much support she may need, it is surely unfair to 
announce her with so extraordinary a flourish of trumpets without. This is 
lion’s music and should be kept for their coming. 

Mrs. Victor Rickard is a skilled competent writer of a very different type 
of book. The theme of her ‘House of Courage’ is not new; nor is there, in 
her treatment of it, a variation with which we have not become familiar 
during the past four years. There are the opening scenes before the war, 
light, domestic, carefree, with the principal love interest just beginning, 
followed by the gathering storm, then the war itself, threatening to destroy 
everything, but not destroying everything, and then the afterglow, which is 
like the opening scene, but richer, more sober, and with the principal love 
interest fulfilled. To write this type of work successfully it is essential that 
all the characters should be of the same class — the men, well-bred, well- 
dressed, and ‘thorough sportsmen’ — the women, equally well bred and 
dressed and the cheeriest of souls. The atmosphere must be an upper 
middle-class atmosphere and, even if the ‘sheer horror of it all’ threatens to 


engulf them, one golden rule must be observed: they never give way. For 
these are not real whole people; they are aspects of people, living examples 
of appropriate and charming behaviour before and during the war. All this 
Mrs. Rickard knows and understands. From the first paragraph the story 
flows from her easy pen with unwavering fluency, one of those hundreds of 
novels which do not send you to sleep, but — do not keep you awake. 

Why was it written? The question does not present itself — it is the last 
question one would ask after reading ‘The Tunnel.’ Miss Richardson has a 
passion for registering every single thing that happens in the clear, 
shadowless country of her mind. One cannot imagine her appealing to the 
reader or planning out her novel; her concern is primarily, and perhaps 
ultimately, with herself. ‘What cannot I do with this mind of mine!’ one can 
fancy her saying. ‘What can I not see and remember and express?’ There 
are times when she seems deliberately to set it a task, just for the joy of 
realizing again how brilliant a machine it is, and we, too, share her 
admiration for its power of absorbing. Anything that goes into her mind she 
can summon forth again, and there it 1s, complete in every detail, with 
nothing taken away from it — and nothing added. This is a rare and 
interesting gift, but we should hesitate before saying it was a great one. 

‘The Tunnel’ is the fourth volume of Miss Richardson’s adventures with 
her soul-sister, Miriam Henderson. Like them, it is composed of bits, 
fragments, flashing glimpses, half scenes and whole scenes, all of them 
quite distinct and separate, and all of them of equal importance. There is no 
plot, no beginning, middle or end. Things just ‘happen’ one after another 
with incredible rapidity and at break-neck speed. There is Miss Richardson, 
holding out her mind, as it were, and there is Life hurling objects into it as 
fast as she can throw. And at the appointed time Miss Richardson dives into 
its recesses and reproduces a certain number of these treasures — a pair of 
button boots, a night in Spring, some cycling knickers, some large, round 
biscuits — as many as she can pack into a book, in fact. But the pace kills. 

There is one who could not live in so tempestuous an environment as her 
mind — and he is Memory. She has no memory. It is true that Life is 
sometimes very swift and breathless, but not always. If we are to be truly 
alive there are large pauses in which we creep away into our caves of 
contemplation. And then it is, in the silence, that Memory mounts his throne 
and judges all that is in our minds — appointing each his separate place, 


high or low, rejecting this, selecting that — putting this one to shine in the 
light and throwing that one into the darkness. 

We do not mean to say that those large, round biscuits might not be in the 
light, or the night in Spring be in the darkness. Only we feel that until these 
things are judged and given each its appointed place in the whole scheme, 
they have no meaning in the world of art. 

(April 4, 1919.) 


Two Novels of Worth 


Christopher and Columbus — By the author of ‘Elizabeth and her German 
Garden’ 
What Not — By Rose Macaulay 


If one pauses to consider the nature of that very considerable number of 
novels concerned with the fortunes of young females who fly out of the 
home nest, one is almost tempted to believe that they are written by the 
forsaken parents themselves. The mind conjures up a vision of those 
solitary ones sitting by the bedside of their wounded pride, and distracting it 
from its pains with these horrific tales of the torments and disasters which 
must inevitably overtake the bold, guilty stray. Who else would find the 
same gloomy relish in making the very worst of it — in picturing a path one 
simply cannot see for lions? Who else would dare to end upon that lullaby 
note — with such a sting in it! — the peaceful, happy ending with the good 
simple man whom she might, far more suitably and comfortably, have met 
in her own mother’s drawing-room? 

One likes to think that the escaped children are too happy to bother about 
proving their parents to be wrong. Nevertheless, one does wish sometimes 
that their song was not quite without words. True, no bird, however golden, 
flies fully fledged from the nest up into the sun. But trying your wings, so 
long as you are perfectly certain that you have wings to try, so long as you 
are confident that you fall only to rise again, and that all these little essays 
and flutters are but the prelude to exquisite flight, need not of necessity be 
tragic. 

Christopher and Columbus, the twin orphans and heroines of 
‘Elizabeth’s’ novel, are, indeed, the most unconscious but radiant little 
proofs to the contrary, in spite of the fact that they do not fly of their own 
accord, but are quite unmercifully thrown at a tender age, at just seventeen, 
with their hair still in gold and silver pigtails and with ‘perambulator 
faces,’ from England to America, in the middle of the war, by that loyal 
British citizen their Uncle Arthur. 


It is true, the poor man had provocation. For although they had been 
brought up to love England and Milton and Wordsworth above all other 
loves by their mother, Uncle Arthur’s sister-in-law, they were the children 
of a German father, a von Twinkler. And whenever they opened their 
mouths, which was very often, out their disgraceful r’s came rolling right 
under the infinitely suspicious and patriotic noses of Uncle Arthur’s friends. 
This was not to be borne; Uncle Arthur did not bear it. He equipped them 
with two introductions, two hundred pounds and two second-class fares, 
and sent them flying. The delightful miracle is that, helped by Mr. Twist, of 
Twist’s Non-Trickier Teapot fame, from the very first moment they flew. 

We shudder to think what might have happened had the twins not been 
twins, but Anna-Rose and Anna-Felicitas rolled into one, and had Mr. Twist 
not been ‘a born mother.’ America certainly did not help them. That great 
heart beat very fast and hard at the sight of their innocence and childish 
unbroken courage, but curiosity, suspicion and the tingling air of scandal set 
it going; America turned her broad back, but looked over her shoulder and 
coldly, frigidly stared. So well is the devastating quality of that glance 
conveyed that it might serve as a warning never to go to America with 
nothing but your own watery reflection in the mirror for prop and comfort, 
for a shadow twin, as it were, and never to find yourself in America with a 
young man who does not glory, as Mr. Twist gloried, in the fact of his being 
a mother. 

But, after all, when the triumph of the twins is complete even to wedding 
bells, these two advantages, great as they are, do not explain it wholly. 
Above and through everything runs their laughter — their laughing 
comment upon the grown-up world and its ways. And this it 1s which is 
irresistible. 


We are still very dazed, very dumb and stiff after the four years’ winter 
sleep; the winter has lasted too long; our sleep has been like death. We are 
dazed creatures, ‘lizards of convalescence,’ creeping back into the sun. And 
then, in the quiet, we hear Christopher and Columbus laughing — laughing 
at everything. Is it not cruel to make merry after such a winter? But they 
themselves are spring. Round-eyed and even a little unsteady, they wander 
among these preposterous grown-ups, the big, fat, cold-blooded ones and 
the lean elderly prying ones, never dreaming that these same grown-ups 


could, in an instant, turn — not into lions, perhaps, but into malignant toads 
and spiders. 

‘Elizabeth’ appreciates their danger, for the minds of toads and spiders 
are open books to her. But having them by heart, she, with her delicate 
impatient pen, is not in the least tempted to make a solemn copy of them. 
All that she wants she can convey with a comment — at a stroke. There is a 
whole volume for one of our psychological authors in Mr. Twist’s quarrel 
with his mother; she dismisses it in a little chapter. 

And therein perhaps lies her value as a writer; she is, in the happiest way, 
conscious of her own particular vision, and she wants no other. She is so 
enchanted with the flowers growing in the path she has chosen that she has 
not, as the twins might say, a ‘single eye to spare’ for her neighbours. In a 
world where there are so many furies with warning fingers it is good to 
know of someone who goes on her way finding a gay garland, and not 
forgetting to add a sharp-scented spray or two and a bitter herb that its 
sweetness may not cloy. 

‘What Not,’ Miss Rose Macaulay’s brilliant little comedy, is played in a 
vastly different world. One does not dream of questioning the large 
freedoms enjoyed by the heroine, Miss Kitty Grammont; one can only 
admire her excellent control of them. Dare we hope that this fascinating 
creature is the fore-runner of the business woman, the ‘political’ woman, 
the woman whose business it is to help to govern the country? Miss 
Macaulay presents us to her when she is attached to the Ministry of Brains 
— a vast organization which has been started after the war to control, 
stimulate, reward and punish the brains of the nation, and to safeguard the 
intellects of the Great Unborn. The wonderful system of classification with 
which we have become so familiar serves this time a twofold purpose; it not 
only registers the mental category of every man and woman in England, it 
also tells him or her whom to marry and whom not to marry. Miss 
Grammont, whose brains were of the highest order, was classified ‘A’; but 
the Minister of Brains, for all his brilliant powers, was uncertificated for 
matrimonial purposes because of mental deficiency in his family. He was 
‘A’ (Deficiency), and thereby hangs the tale. Moving spirits though they are 
of Brains Week, the Mental Progress Act, the Mind Training Bill and the 
great Explanation Campaign, they find their official co-partnership 
inadequate, and as though these obstacles were nothing more than 
convenient stiles to lean across, like any simple two, they fall in love. 


Realizing ‘it will come out as certainly as flowers in spring or the Clyde 
engineers next week,’ they marry. And it does come out. The dreadful truth 
wrecks the Ministry of Brains and ruins their careers, but leaves them 
‘laughing ruefully.’ 

This is the bare theme from which Miss Macaulay composes her 
ingenious and delightful variations. Although one feels her fertility of 
invention is so great that nothing would be easier for her than to obtain an 
‘easy effect,’ it is their chief excellence that each one is as unexpected as 
the last. It is only in the enjoyment of Miss Macaulay’s nice sense of 
humour, matched with her fine, sensitive style, that one realizes how rarely 
the two qualities are found together. We are so accustomed to the horse 
without the rider, roaming very free, or the rider very desperate, looking for 
the horse. 

(April 4, 1919.) 


A Citizen of the Sea 


Old Junk — By H. M. Tomlinson 


There are times when one is tempted to make a kind of childish division of 
mankind into two groups and to say: “These are the men who live on the 
land and these are they whose home is the sea.’ Is the division quite idle? 
Perhaps it were better to say: “These are the men who are ruled by the land 
and these who are governed by the sea.’ For you may meet the citizens of 
the sea far away from their own kingdom, carried away, to all outward 
resemblance, and absorbed by the immediate life of the land, yet are they 
never other than foreigners; their glance, however keen and discerning, still 
is a wondering glance; and what they discover is not the familiarity of 
things, but their strangeness. They see it all like this because they have just 
‘come off the ship,’ as it were. For long they have been identified with the 
moving waters, the changing skies, winds, stars, the dawn running into 
bright day, and evening falling on the fields of night. This is the life, 
changing, but ever changeless, in which men live nearest to that which 
enchants them, and to that which threatens to overwhelm them. Here the 
terrible monotony of ceaseless distraction is unknown; neither can men die 
that wilful first death to all outward things as they can on land — refusing 
to look any longer upon the sky or to care whether the wind be foul or fair. 
But through everything it is the calmness of those sea-governed men which 
compels us most. Shall we of the land ever be calm again? Shall we ever 
find our way out of this hideous Exhibition with its lights and bands and 
wounded soldiers and German guns? There is a quivering madness in all 
this feverish activity. Perhaps we are afraid that when we do reach the last 
turnstile we shall push one another over the edge of the world, into space — 
into darkness. 

It is at times like these that we find it extraordinary comfort to have in 
our midst a citizen of the sea, a writer like Mr. H. M. Tomlinson. We feel 
that he is calm, not because he has renounced life, but because he lives in 
the memory of that solemn gesture with which the sea blesses or dismisses 
or destroys her own. The breath of the sea sounds in all his writings. 


Whether he tells of an accident at a mine-head, or the front-line trenches in 
Flanders, or children dancing, or boots to read at midnight — if we listen, it 
is there and we are not deceived. There is a quality of remoteness and 
detachment in his work, but it is never because he has turned aside from 
life. On the contrary he steps ashore and is passionately involved in it. 
Deliberately he enters into the anguish of experience and suffering; he gives 
himself to it because of his great love for human beings; yet the comfort of 
being ‘lost’ — of being just a part of the whole and merged in it — is 
denied him. He is always that foreigner with keen wondering glance, 
thinking over the strangeness of it all.... 

And when life is not tragic, when children dance, or he visits the African 
Coast, or a lonely little grocer’s boy shows him his home-made ‘wireless,’ 
then are we conscious of his unbroken, unspoilt joy in lovely things and 
funny ones. He is alive; real things stir him profoundly. He has no need to 
exaggerate or heighten his effects. One is content to believe that what he 
tells you happened to him and it was the important thing; it was the spiritual 
truth which was revealed. This is the life, changeless and changing, 
wonderfully conveyed to us in the pages of ‘Old Junk.’ There is a quality in 
the prose that one might wish to call ‘magic’; it is full of the quivering light 
and rainbow colours of the unsubstantial shore. One might dream as one 
puts the book down that one has only to listen, to hear the tide, on the turn, 
then sweeping in full and strong. 

(April 18, 1919.) 


Portrait of a Little Lady 


My War Experiences in Two Continents. — By S. Macnaughtan 


In the beginning of this book there is a portrait of a little lady sitting upright 
and graceful in a high-backed chair. She wears an old-world, silk brocade 
gown fastened with a row of little buttons. There is fine lace at the neck, 
and a delicate scarf slips from her shoulders. As she leans her cheek on two 
fingers her intent, unsmiling gaze is very gentle. But her eyes and lips — 
typical Northern eyes and lips — challenge her air of sheltered leisure. It 
would be hard to deceive those eyes — they are steady, shrewd and far- 
seeing; and one feels that the word that issues from those firm determined 
lips would be her bond. 

It is the portrait of Miss Macnaughtan, who gave the last two years of her 
life, from July 1914 to September 1916, to suffering humanity, and died as 
the result of the hardships she endured. 

There were women whom nobody had ever ‘wanted,’ young women who 
longed to put their untried strength to the test, women who never kindled 
except at the sight of helplessness and suffering, vain women whose one 
desire was to be important, and unimaginative women who craved a 
sporting adventure — for all of them the war unlocked the gates of Life, 
and they entered in and breathed the richer air and were content at last. 

How different was Miss Macnaughtan’s case! She was one of those 
admirable single Englishwomen whose lives seem strangely fulfilled and 
complete. She had a home she loved, many friends, leisure for her work, a 
feeling for life that was a passion, and an immense capacity for happiness. 
But the war came to her, locking the gates of Life. ‘I think something in me 
has stood still or died,’ she confessed. 

Except for a few family letters, her experiences in Belgium, North 
France, Russia, and on the Persian front are written in the form of a diary. 
But though one feels that her deliberate aim was to set down faithfully what 
she saw — the result is infinitely more than that. It is a revelation of her 
inner self which would perhaps never have been revealed in times less 
terrible and strange. For though her desire for expression was imperative 


and throughout the book there are signs of the writer’s ‘literary’ longing to 
register the moment, the glimpse, the scene, it is evident that she had no 
wish to let her reserved, fastidious personality show through. It happened in 
spite of her, and there she is for all time, elderly, frail, with her terrible 
capacity for suffering, her love for humanity, her pride in being ‘English,’ 
and her burning zeal to sacrifice herself for those who are broken; not 
because of their weakness, but because they have been strong. Perhaps 
above all things she loves the Northern courage, not only to endure, but to 
hide suffering behind a bright shield. But the war makes her cry: 

It isnt right. This damage to human life is horrible. It is madness to 
slaughter these thousands of young men. Almost at last, in a rage, one feels 
inclined to cry out against the sheer imbecility of it. The pain of it is all too 
much. I am sick of seeing suffering. 

And: 

... Above all, one feels — at least I do — that one is always, and quite 
palpably, in the shadow of the death of youth — beautiful youth, happy and 
healthy and free. Always I seem to see the white faces of boys turned up to 
the sky, and I hear their cries and see the agony which youth was never 
meant to bear. They are too young for it, far too young; but they lie out on 
the field ... and bite the mud in their frenzy of pain; and they call for their 
mothers and no one comes.... Who can listen to a boy’s groans and his 
shrieks of pain? This is war. 

Again: 

A million more men are needed — thus the fools called men talk. But 
youth looks up with haggard eyes, and youth, grown old, knows that Death 
alone is merciful. 

As one reads on one becomes more and more aware how unfitted by 
nature Miss Macnaughtan was for the great part which she accepted and 
played so magnificently. Nothing short of rude youth could have stood the 
wet and cold, lack of sleep, horrible food, agonizing discomfort at the little 
railway station where she chopped up vegetables for soup, journeys that 
(only to read of) are a torment. But she was always ill; she loathed 
communal life with its meanness, pettiness, scandal and muddling 
untidiness. How can people behave like this — at such a time? she seems to 
cry. And little by little her weariness turns to disgust and she cannot bear it. 
She sorrowfully turns aside — all her love goes out to suffering youth. 
Nothing else matters. 


I wish I could give my life for some boy who would like to live very 
much, and to whom all things are joyous. But alas! one can’t swop lives like 
this.... 

When she writes that, she is dying. Her journal ends with the words: 

I should like to have left the party — quitted the feast of life — when all 
was gay and amusing. I should have been sorry to come away, but it would 
have been far better than being left till all the lights are out. I could have 
said truly to the Giver of the feast, ‘Thanks for an excellent time.’ But now 
so many of the guests have left, and the fires are going out, and I am tired. 

What is heroism? There was a time when one had the easy belief that 
heroes and heroines were a radiant few who were born brave, and the 
reason why they did not shrink or turn aside from their lonely, perilous path 
was that they were blind to the shado ws [sic: shadows]. They had lifted 
their eyes; they had seen their star, and their joyful feet ran in the light of it 
to some high, mysterious triumph. 


But our silver heroes and heroines glitter no longer. Gone is that shining 
band of knights and ladies. We know better, turning aside from their lifeless 
perfections as ‘bad’ children do from a ‘good’ fairy book that has all the old 
stories, but with the wolves and witches and wicked giants left out. We have 
learned that the final sticking of the dragon counts for almost nothing; it is 
in the righting that has gone before against Fear and his shadowy army, 
against the dark hosts of Imagination and the blacker hosts of Reality, that 
true heroes and heroines are discovered. They are not born brave, and 
perhaps the burning star is not other than their own spirit, bright and 
solitary in the incomprehensible darkness of their being. For common men 
there is a star that beckons; these chosen ones live by a light, yet they are 
not led. 

(April 25, 1919.) 


A Victorian Jungle 


The Gay-Dombeys — By Sir Harry Johnston 


It is not without a tinge of malicious satisfaction that we realize there are 
delights reserved for us elderly creatures which are quite out of sight, out of 
reach, of the golden boys and girls who are making so wonderfully free of 
our apples and pears and plums. Perhaps one of the rarest and most 
delicious is meeting with an old play-fellow who is just come from the 
country of our childhood, and having an endless talk with him about what is 
changed and what is the same — whether the Aliens still live in the same 
house, what has become of the huge Molesworth family, and was the 
mystery of old Anderson ever solved? 

We shall never see these people again; we shall share nothing more with 
them. We shall never push open their garden gates and smell our way past 
the flower bushes to the white verandahs where they sit gossiping in the 
velvet moonlight. Why should we feel then this passionate interest? Is it 
because, prisoners as we are, we love to feel we have inhabited other lives 
— lived more lives than one — or we are reluctant to withdraw wholly 
because of that whispered word ‘Finis’ which locks the doors against us, 
one by one, for ever? 

The memory of our childhood is like ‘the memory of a tale that is told,’ 
and the delight of talking over with a boon companion a book you have 
read in the long ago is hardly less real. It is not very different; you are both 
left wondering. What happened ‘after that’? Does the author know? Or does 
he — wonder too? What would Dickens say if he read Sir Harry Johnston’s 
‘Gay-Dombeys,’ which continues the history of the Dombey family and 
their circle through the Victorian period and into our own times, with 
wonderful elaborateness and excursions and allusions such as their author 
loved, and with a canvas so crowded that you have to stand on tiptoe and 
look over people’s shoulders and under their arms and round them before 
you can be perfectly sure that you have seen everybody who is there? 

We can think of no other author who took a final farewell of his 
characters with greater reluctance than did Dickens. His meanest villains 


were, after all, citizens of his world, and as such they stumbled and were up 
again, to be nearly caught, and again escaped before he could bear to let 
them go for ever. As to those whom he loved — and in whom he lived — it 
was anguish to him to submit to their passing. ‘Shall I never be that dying 
boy again, waving my hand at the water on the wall? Never be again the 
child-wife, Little Blossom, asking if my poor boy is very lonely 
downstairs?’ And so the boat puts back once more for one last sob, one last 
gush of tears. Even the survivors were not allowed to gather without one 
final Grand Tableau before the fall of the curtain, which is intended for an 
abiding proof for him and for us that they are still there, still going on, still 
extravagantly, abundantly alive. It is this extraordinary delight in the 
exuberance of life, in its endless possibilities of such complications and 
combinations, that Sir Harry Johnston shares with Dickens. We are inclined 
to believe that his fantastic choice of characters is due to his recognition of 
Dickens as a fellow passionate explorer, with London for a dark continent, 
and surely as strange a collection of animals as could be discovered in any 
jungle to wonder at, to watch, and to track to their lairs. It is certain that 
they both have the peculiarly English gift (which foreigners call our 
‘indifference’) of accepting the strange thing in all its strangeness, 
presenting it with all the freakish detail left in, and of being ‘at home’ 
anywhere they may choose to feel ‘at home.’ 

But the author of ‘The Gay-Dombeys’ is far too much the born writer to 
put on the manner of the author of “‘Dombey and Son.’ To be carried away 
by him in the good old-fashioned style that your modern writer would think 
shame to attempt, you must admit that the Dickens world existed as part of 
the real world, and there is no reason why Mr. Arthur Balfour should not 
discuss theology with Mrs. Humphry Ward at one of Florence Gay- 
Dombey’s parties in her Morris drawing-room in Onslow Square. Why not? 
And is not Sir Harry Johnston justified in portraying real personalities of 
the period by the fact that, for the reader, they are never quite so convincing 
as the unreal. Indeed, there comes ever a moment in the life of your 
confirmed reader when he catches himself murmuring: ‘Who shall say 
which is which ...?’ This novel is full of such moments. Nevertheless, it is 
no hunting-ground for scandalmongers; they may stand up to the canvas as 
close as they like; the style of the painting is too large, too happy, and too 
free to feed the prying eye. 


It would be difficult to tell the story, for the story is made up of stories, 
each as separate as flowers on a tree, and all contributing to the delightful 
effect. One pauses, wondering which to gather; but no — they make so 
satisfactory a whole that it were useless to attempt to choose. Perhaps the 
finest bloom is Lady Feenix’s friendship with Eustace Morven. But that is 
because she is such an adorable woman — and adorable women are still a 
little painfully rare. 

(May 2, 1919.) 


Inarticulations 


The Moon and Sixpence — By W. S. Maugham 


Had Mr. Maugham confessed to his hero Charles Strickland, a painter of 
genius, his great desire to present him, to explain him to the public, with all 
his eccentricities, violences and odious ways included, we imagine the 
genius would have retorted in his sardonic way: ‘Go to hell. Let them look 
at my pictures or not look at them — damn them. My painting 1s all there is 
to me.’ This discouraging reply is not without a large grain of truth. 
Strickland cut himself off from the body of life, clumsily, obstinately, 
savagely — hacking away, regardless of torn flesh and quivering nerves, 
like some old Maori warrior separating himself from a shattered limb with a 
piece of sharp shell. What proof have we that he suffered? No proof at all. 
On the contrary, each fresh ugly blow wrung a grin or chuckle from him, 
but never the slightest sign that he would have had it otherwise if he could. 
If we had his pictures before us, or the memory of them in our mind’s 
eye, this his state of mind might be extremely illuminating, but without 
them, with nothing to reinforce our knowledge of him but a description of 
two or three which might apply equally well to a very large number of 
modern works, we are left strangely unsatisfied. The more so in that Mr. 
Maugham takes extraordinary pains in explaining to us that Strickland is no 
imaginary character. His paintings are known everywhere, everywhere 
acclaimed. Books have been written about him in English and French and 
German. He even goes so far as to give us the author’s and the publishers’ 
names — well-known live publishers who would surely never allow their 
names to be taken in vain. So it comes to this. If Strickland is a real man 
and this book a sort of guide to his works, it has its value; but if Mr. 
Maugham is merely pulling our critical leg it will not do. Then, we are not 
told enough. We must be shown something of the workings of his mind; we 
must have some comment of his upon what he feels, fuller and more 
exhaustive than his perpetual: ‘Go to hell.’ It is simply essential that there 
should be some quality in him revealed to us that we may love, something 


that will stop us for ever from crying: ‘If you have to be so odious before 
you can paint bananas — pray leave them unpainted.’ 

Here are the facts. Charles Strickland, a middle-aged stockbroker, the 
husband of a charming cultured woman and the father of two typically nice 
English children, suddenly, on a day, without a hint of warning, leaves his 
home and business and goes off to Paris to paint. The reason is unthinkable. 
A sturdy, ruddy middle-aged man cannot so utterly change his nature. He 
can; he does. Living in poverty, great untidiness and discomfort, he 
renounces his old life and seemingly never gives it another thought. For the 
moment he sheds that respectable envelope and is away, it is no longer part 
of his new self. He is grown out of its roundness and firmness and is 
become a lean pale creature with a great red beard, a hooked nose and thick 
sensual lips, possessed with one passion, ravaged by one desire — to paint 
great pictures. Paris he accepts as though he had always known it. He lives 
the life of its disreputable quarters as though he had been brought up in 
them and adopts its ugly ways with a kind of fiendish glee. Then he is 
discovered, half dead of a fever, by a stupid kind-hearted little Dutchman 
who takes him into his flat and nurses him. The adored gentle wife of the 
Dutchman falls under Strickland’s spell and ruins her life for htm. When he 
is sick of her (for his contempt for women is fathomless) she takes poison 
and dies. And Strickland, his sexual appetite satisfied, ‘smiles dryly and 
pulls his beard.’ 

Finally, he leaves Paris and makes his home in Tahiti. Here he goes 
native, living in a remote hut with a black woman and her relatives, and 
painting masterpieces until his body takes its great and final revenge upon 
his spirit and he becomes a leper. He lives for years, painting the walls of 
his house. When he is dying he makes his black wife promise to burn the 
house down so that the pictures may be destroyed. “His life was complete. 
He had made a world and saw that it was good. Then, in pride and 
contempt, he destroyed it.’ 

This strange story is related by a friend of Mrs. Strickland’s, a young, 
rather priggish author, who is sent over to Paris after the first tragedy to 
discover with whom Strickland has eloped and whether he can be induced 
to return. 

“You won’t go back to your wife?’ I said at last. 

‘Never.’ 

*... Shell never make you a single reproach.’ 


‘She can go to hell.’ 

“You don’t care if people think you an utter black-guard? You don’t care 
if she and her children have to beg their bread?’ 

‘Not a damn.’ 

That is very typical of their conversations together. Indeed, the young 
man confesses that if Strickland is a great deal more articulate than that, he 
has put the words into his mouth — divined them from his gestures. ‘From 
his own conversation I was able to glean nothing.’ And ‘his real life 
consisted of dreams and of tremendously hard work.’ But where are the 
dreams? Strickland gives no hint of them; the young man makes no attempt 
to divine them. ‘He asked nothing from his fellows except that they should 
leave him alone. He was single-hearted in his aim, and to pursue it he was 
willing to sacrifice not only himself — many can do that — but others....’ 
But what does the sacrifice matter if you do not care a rap whether the 
creature on the altar is a little horned ram or your only beloved son? 


The one outstanding quality in Strickland’s nature seems to have been his 
contempt for life and the ways of life. But contempt for life is not to be 
confused with liberty, nor can the man whose weapon it is fight a tragic 
battle or die a tragic death. If to be a great artist were to push over 
everything that comes in one’s way, topple over the table, lunge out right 
and left like a drunken man in a café and send the pots flying, then 
Strickland was a great artist. But great artists are not drunken men; they are 
men who are divinely sober. They know that the moon can never be bought 
for sixpence, and that liberty is only a profound realization of the greatness 
of the dangers in their midst. 

(May 9, 1919.) 


The Public School Mixture 


Loose Ends — By Arnold Lunn 


In attempting to make a novel out of his ideas on public school education, 
Mr. Lunn has set himself a peculiarly difficult task. This is, chiefly, because 
he knows his subject so well from the point of view of the boy as well as 
that of the master, and his sympathies are so nicely divided between them 
that he is unsatisfied if he does not convey both. He succeeds, but his 
success breaks his book into halves, and we cannot quite see how it can fail 
to have the same effect upon his public. 

Who but little boys could take a lively interest in the play and chatter of 
little men of thirteen upwards, could exult in the way they routed old Slimy: 

Phillips looked Slimy up and down. He gazed at his hair, his face and his 
feet. 

‘Slimy dear,’ he said with deliberate and cold-blooded contempt, ‘you 
smell. Your feet stink. We don’t want you. Get out, and leave the door open 
behind you to air the room....’ 
could burn with indignation at the rotten shame it was that old Tom 
didn’t get his colours and Burton did, could relish to the full the exquisite 
joke of bringing the Museum baboon into the class-room of the short- 
sighted master, or could squeeze the last drop of enjoyment from: 

Jack’s cricket was meteoric. He was a fast but indifferent bowler, a 
brilliant but not very reliable bat. The local yeomen who watched the school 
matches from behind the palings greeted his boundaries with full-throated 
enthusiasm, and his ‘ducks’ with noisy grief. No member of the school side 
could score so rapidly as Jack when he was in form, and none were more 
subjected to periodic runs of bad luck. 

But the roaring conversations, debates and_ sets-to between 
‘unconventional’ masters, whose pipes are always going out and who have 
a way of signifying their pleasure or displeasure by ‘inarticulate noises,’ 
would leave the juvenile reader dreadfully cold. And the vague sad fears of 
gentle, thoughtful Mother Helen that her boy is hers no longer — not 
wholly hers (can she win him back by taking a house on the river for his 


summer ‘hols’ and reading Swinburne to him in the punt?) — would leave 
him, if possible, colder still. 

We are put to it to imagine whom these situations would warm and vivify, 
especially the former one — the young schoolmaster, rampant, in the old 
traditional school. What original fire it had has kindled many torches of 
late; it would need a powerful breath to blow the flame clear and shining 
again. Beautiful, gentle Helen, mother of the hero, in spite of the fact that 
she reads Mr. Masefield and has her very own opinion of Dickens and Mr. 
Arnold Bennett, is never more than a shadow. Were the light to fall upon 
her one instant, she would be gone. 

The book opens with a discourse by the author upon ‘that most 
obstinately English of English families — the Chattel Leighs. It is typical of 
the family that they have never hyphened their double name and never 
dropped the Chattel.’ Conscientious, hard-headed, reserved and discreet, 
they are chosen for the hero’s ancestors on the paternal side. Philip Chattel 
Leigh, father of Maurice, is indeed an astonishing reproduction of a Royal 
Academy portrait of an English gentleman. He is complete even to the little 
scene in the consulting room of the ‘eminent specialist,’ where he receives 
his sentence of death. 

‘I think the end will be sudden, perhaps almost painless.’ 

Philip pulled out his notebook. ‘Ill jot down a note or two,’ he said 
calmly, ‘it’s as well to make no mistake. Possibly two years, six months 
probably. Let’s see, what about smoking? ...’ 

“Yes, smoke by all means in moderation.’ 

Philip rose briskly. ‘Well, Sir Horace, thank you for your sympathy. I 
know your time is valuable. The trees are coming out nicely, aren’t they?’ 

His wife, daughter of a bookish father, ‘led a life of restrained happiness 
and entertained his friends with that tranquil serenity that was her most 
distinctive charm.’ But she kept ‘the intangible life of books’ away from her 
husband, and when he returned from his work she ‘listened patiently but 
with intelligence.’ 

They have two sons. Tom, the elder, is his father over again, but Maurice 
is cast in another mould. 

He clung to his mother, appealed to her for sympathy, thought aloud 
when he was with her, and gave to Helen that unique joy that belongs to 
those who know they have the power of shaping and moulding a human 
soul. 


Her ‘unique joy’ is short-lived. At eight years of age he goes off to a 
‘Priver’; at thirteen he joins Tom at Horn-borough and becomes a public 
school man. What is the effect of the Public School system upon a boy who 
‘worships at the shrine of physical fitness,’ and yet has ‘discovered that 
poetry not only unlocks new aspects of beauty, but that it serves as a key to 
those forgotten chambers of the soul where beauty once perceived ... 
slumbers till the magic numbers waken her to life once more’? For the 
purposes of his experiment, Mr. Lunn selects two friends for him — Jack 
Spence, who stands for the life of the body and whose batting thrills him to 
the bone, and Quirk, the revolutionary schoolmaster, who makes 
Shakespeare live again and leads Maurice from Kipling to Conrad, higher 
still and higher. 

We cannot see that it has any effect upon him at all. The Chattel Leigh in 
him makes him moderately good at games, and enthusiastic enough over 
‘footer pots’; his mother’s literary tastes keep him from narrow-mindedness 
or from being feverishly interested in knowing what a concubine is. In fact, 
he comes out by the same door as in he went, with Jack still his friend, 
Quirk his master, and his mother waiting, hoping still. 

Is Mr. Lunn administering a powder? But if the powder is to be disguised, 
surely it is not too much to ask that the jam should be really good jam — 
none of your familiar mixtures from a dreary pot, but some exquisite 
preserve of the author’s — black cherry, Frimley peach, sharp, sweet 
quince. 

The dose is large; jam gua jam, alas! excites us nolonger. We cannot help 
feeling that Mr. Lunn expects of us an innocence of appetite which is very 
rare. 

(May 16, 1919.) 


A Bouquet 


Pink Roses — By Gilbert Cannan 


It seems that the curtain has hardly fallen upon his last appearance, but here 
is Mr. Cannan on the stage again. Again, with charming bravery he faces 
the lights, the music, the humming, hungry audience. What has he to offer? 
What new impersonation, what fresh, original ‘turn’? And are we to 
discover, behind him, a vast bounding landscape, very rich in light and 
shadow, or something gay, exquisite, dotted with bright colours like fruits, 
with just a line of sea to give him his far horizon? ... 


Trevor Mathew, denied the Great Adventure because of a systolic 
murmur of the heart, ‘was beginning to think he was losing his sense of 
humour.’ ‘He sat down in a hard green garden chair.’ ... ‘Fifteen yards 
away from him a girl was sitting’ ... “her eyes were fixed on him’ ... ‘her 
left eyelid drooped, and she gave an inviting jerk of the head’ ... ‘Never in 
his life had Trevor spoken to an unknown lady.’ ‘Their chairs had been 
fifteen yards apart. He kept exactly’ (note that: as Dostoevsky would have 
said) ‘fifteen yards behind her. As she reached Hyde Park Corner she 
stopped. He stopped, too, fifteen yards behind her.’ And so into the Café 
Claribel, where he sat at a table ‘fifteen yards away.’ 

It is surely evident from this remarkable opening, with its ever so simple 
refrain of ‘Fifteen yards away,’ that our expert performer is grown 
ambitious of attracting the sympathies of a larger, simpler audience than 
was his formerly. But we must go carefully; there may be more in this than 
meets the astonished eye. 

How friendly her smile was! How charming to be in sympathy with 
another human being fifteen yards away. He did not wish it to be any nearer, 
nor did he desire the adventure to proceed any further. On the other hand he 
would not have it come to an end. As it was it had in it an exquisite quality 
of happiness, of fulfilment, of poignancy — just a hint. He did not require 
more. 


Let us be just to Mr. Cannan. If this exact measurement can convey 
happiness, fulfilment, just a hint of poignancy even, he cannot have marked 
it off so lightly. These be no common garden fifteen yards. May they not be 
the shy beginnings of a courtship between Science and Literature — the 
measuring of fifteen yards of soul? ... 

Our tentative question is almost answered on the very next page: ‘I never 
thought I should be happy again.’ It seemed to him that ‘he was wronging 
his friends to be made happy by such a little thing as the scent and 
sweetness of a nosegay of fresh roses’... How far away? Come, we all 
know it by this time. Now ladies and gentlemen, please, once more, and all 
together, ‘fifteen yards away.’ 

This new sense in our hero makes us eager for a fuller description of 
him.... ‘As he had an ample allowance the rise in prices did not affect him 
at all, and he remained untouched, always perfectly dressed and careful to 
eat in the atmosphere to which he was accustomed.... It was not that he did 
not notice shabbiness. He did, especially in boots, but he put it down to 
slovenliness. He was an only son.’ 

Here, again, you observe, the apparently innocent statement is broken in 
upon very strangely by the ‘especially in boots,’ and the sudden hammer- 
like stroke, ‘he was an only son.’ Did the boots also have to be a certain 
distance away before — but to return to our Pink Roses. 

Trevor did not see the lady again until one evening outside the café, when 
he bought a pup, ‘fortunately a male,’ from an old man. She was standing 
by, and the innocent creature broke the ice between them; in two minutes he 
was in her fiat and telling her, ‘I wanted to stay at Cambridge. I could easily 
have got a Fellowship. I did History in my first two years and got a First. I 
wanted to go on with it, but my governor insisted on my taking Law. I got a 
First in that, too, but there isn’t much Law in practising. I mean it isn’t often 
you get a legal point.... Her lips were parted, her eyes shone, her bosom 
rose and fell.’ Until, ‘suddenly in Trevor there came tumbling in a series of 
swift painful realizations that this evening was somehow very important, 
and that it was what he had been waiting for through the weary months of 
almost catalepsy. It was his chance to assert himself, to break his arranged 
life that was left untouched when all other arranged lives had been 
broken.’... 

And thus, to heal his hurt, to make him forget his too infinitely cherished 
friends whom the war had broken, that he might be ‘disturbed out of the 


nauseated lethargy in which his grief had left him’ and ‘have something 
working in his soul to withstand the corrosion of the war,’ excusing himself 
‘on the ground that it was better for his mother to have him restored to some 
kind of sanity, than reduced to a frozen and insensible imbecility by the 
mental strain which was as bad, if not worse, than the physical strain of the 
trenches,’ the brilliant, captivating young Cambridge man decides to allow 
the frail but doting lady to love him for one whole year. Why not? ‘She was 
so completely, even abjectly, his, as to give him an indomitable sense of 
possession. She was as much his as the pup ...” And Mr. Cannan is sure 
enough of himself to cry for his hero, “After that the deluge.’ 

But not even the sure hand of our author can make a whole satisfying 
meal of such an intimacy, complete with its trip to Brighton and pink satin 
bedroom bows, enriched by a coloured maid, a magnificent motor-car, a 
black chauffeur, and two comic Jews. Let us hasten to assure the reader that 
other meats are provided; the table veritably groans under hearty English 
fare. Here is the lawyer’s office, dusty, traditional, with its pompous old 
chief and the case that never is settled; here the rosy-cheeked, silver-haired 
mother who trusts her boy; here the girl whose grey eyes ‘cannot but look 
direct,’ and who is to have what is left of Trevor after the Lady of the Roses 
has taught him all there is to know about women; here is the foolish old 
inventor in his ‘tattered and stained dressing-gown,’ whose explosions blow 
off ‘one eyebrow’; and everywhere there are large slabs of war-time 
conversation for ravenous youth to munch between the courses. None but 
the dainty or the rich need go empty away. 

Surely it is a little pity that the very unpleasant subject of the war should 
find a place in all this plenty. Need we be told of these twinges of 
indigestion suffered by our hero as he takes a bite of now this — now that? 
They are never more than slight twinges, never serious pangs, and as often 
as not cured by a chuckle. But their effect 1s, somehow, disastrous upon the 
fragile, fast-fading flowers behind which Mr. Cannan has chosen to make 
his bow. 

(May 23, 1919.) 


A Child and Her Note-Book 


The Young Visiters or Mr. Salteena’s Plan — By Daisy Ashford 


This is the story of Mr. Salteena’s plan to become a real gentleman (‘I am 
quite alright as they say but I would like to be the real thing can it be done 
he added slapping his knees...’), of his unrequited love for fair and flighty 
Ethel Monticue, of Bernard Clark’s dashing and successful wooing of Ethel, 
together with some very rich, costly pictures of High Socierty, a levie at 
Buckingham Palace, a description of the Compartments at the Chrystal 
Palace occupied by Earls and Dukes, and a very surprising account of the 
goings on at the Gaierty Hotel. It is one of the most breathless novels we 
have ever read, for the entirely unmerciful and triumphant author seems to 
realize from the very first moment that she can do what she likes with us, 
and so we are flung into the dazzling air with Bernard and Ethel, and 
dashed to earth with poor Mr. Salteena, without the relief of one dull 
moment. Happily, there are only twelve chapters; for human flesh and blood 
could stand no more — at any rate grown-up human flesh and blood. For, as 
far as we can judge from the portrait of the nine-year-old author, this rate of 
living did not upset her in the least; she positively throve on it and could 
have sustained it for ever. 

At first glance Daisy Ashford may appear very sophisticated. There is 
evidence that she thoroughly enjoyed the run of her parents’ library, and, 
unseen and unheard, revelled in the conversation of her elders. Signs are not 
wanting that she enjoyed exceptional opportunities for looking through 
keyholes, peeping through half-open doors, gazing over the banisters at the 
group in the hall below, and sitting, squeezed and silent, between the 
grown-ups when they took the air in the ‘baroushe.’ 

But for all her dressing up in Ouida’s plumy hat and long skirt with a 
train, she remains a little child with a little child’s vision of her particular 
world. That she managed to write it down and make a whole round novel of 
it is a marvel almost too good to be true. But there it is, and even while the 
grown-up part of us is helpless with laughter we leap back with her into our 
nine-year-old self where the vision is completely real and satisfying. 


Who among us d cet dge-la has not smiled through his fingers at Ethel 
Monticue, overheard at a party: 

What plesand compartments you have cried Ethel in rarther a socierty 
tone. 

Fairly so so responded the Earl do you live in London he added in a loud 
tone as someone was playing a very difficult piece on the piano. 

Well no I don’t said Ethel my home is really in Northumberland but I am 
at present stopping with Mr. Clark at the Gaierty Hotel she continued in a 
somewhat showing off tone. 

Oh I see said the earl well shall I introduce you to a few of my friends. 

Oh please do said Ethel with a dainty blow at her nose. 

It has been questioned whether the book is not an elaborate hoax; but if 
one remembers the elaborate games one played at that age, the characters 
that were invented, the situations and scenes — games that continued for 
days and days, and were actually unwritten novels in their way — one finds 
no difficulty in believing in the amazing child. One only rushes to rejoice in 
her and to advise our old young men when they approach the more solemn 
parts of their serious adventures to take a dip into her ‘plan’ and see how it 
should be done. 

(May 30, 1919.) 


A Novel Without a Crisis 


Heritage — By V. Sackville West 


On page 3 of her novel Miss Sackville West makes an interesting comment: 
I should like to explain here that those who look for facts and events as 
the central points of significance in a tale will be disappointed. On the other 
hand I may fall upon an audience which, like myself, contends that the 
vitality of human beings is to be judged less by their achievement than by 
their endeavour, by the force of their emotion rather than by their success. 

These are not extraordinary words; but we are inclined to think they 
contain the reason for the author’s failure to make important a book which 
has many admirable qualities. 

If we are not to look for facts and events in a novel — and why should 
we? — we must be very sure of finding those central points of significance 
transferred to the endeavours and emotions of the human beings portrayed. 
For, having decided on the novel form, one cannot lightly throw one’s story 
over the mill without replacing it with another story which 1s, in its way, 
obedient to the rules of that discarded one. There must be the same setting 
out upon a voyage of discovery (but through unknown seas instead of 
charted waters), the same difficulties and dangers must be encountered, and 
there must be an ever-increasing sense of the greatness of the adventure and 
an ever more passionate desire to possess and explore the mysterious 
country. There must be given the crisis when the great final attempt is made 
which succeeds — or does not succeed. Who shall say? 

The crisis, then, is the chief of our ‘central points of significance’ and the 
endeavours and the emotions are stages on our journey towards or away 
from it. For without it, the form of the novel, as we see it, is lost. Without 
it, how are we to appreciate the importance of one ‘spiritual event’ rather 
than another? What is to prevent each being unrelated — complete in itself 
— if the gradual unfolding in growing, gaining light is not to be followed 
by one blazing moment? 

We may look in vain for such a moment in ‘Heritage.’ It abounds in 
points of significance, but there is no central point. After an excellent first 


chapter — an excellent approach — we begin almost immediately to feel 
that the author, in dividing her story as she does between two tellers, has let 
it escape from her control. And as one reads on the feeling becomes more 
and more urgent: there is nobody in control. Her fine deliberate style is, as it 
were, wilfully abused by the two tellers; they use it to prove much that is 
irrelevant; they make it an excuse for lingering and turning aside when 
everything was to be gained by going forward — until finally, between 
them they break the book into pieces, not harshly or madly, but by a kind of 
delicate, persistent tugging, until there is a piece of Sussex, a fragment of 
Italy, some letters from the war, a long episode in Ephesus, fine, light, 
glowing pieces — each one, if we examine closely, a complete little design 
in itself. 

The first teller 1s Malory, a wandering inconsistent man who loves to 
stand aside and see what people make of this dark business, life. Seated on 
a hillside in Italy, he relates to a half acquaintance, half friend, a strange 
experience he had while living in a farmer’s household in Kent. His first 
vision of the Penniston family as he stands on the threshold watching them 
at meat, is beautifully conveyed; one shares his ‘thrill of excitement’ and 
his consciousness that there was something strange here — something that 
wasn’t at all in keeping with sober English farm folk. Little by little he 
discovers what it is. That tiny aged great-grandmother, crouched over the 
fire, roasting chestnuts, wrapping herself in the warmth and the faint foreign 
smell of the burnt nuts was a Spanish dancer. 


The wild warm blood glows again in her great-granddaughter, Ruth, and 
in Ruth’s cousin, Rawdon Westim-cott. In Rawdon it runs pure and dark, 
but there is that in Ruth which rebels; she appeals to Malory to save her — 
and feeling that Malory is her saviour she loves him, but he is blind until it 
is too late. 

Thus Malory. And now the story is taken up by the man who listened. 
More than a year has passed; the war is raging. He is in England, discharged 
from hospital, and he decides to visit the Pennistons and see for himself 
what has happened. He goes, and realising the deep misery of Ruth in the 
clutches of her brutal husband, he longs for Westimcott’s death and that 
Ruth should marry Malory. But there is a spoiled tragedy. Rawdon is not 
killed when his wife shoots him. He masters her again. 


The third part of the book is a journal sent by Malory to his friend, giving 
an account of the next ten years; how he returned from the war and asked 
Ruth to leave her husband, how when she refused he went on an expedition 
to North Africa and then to Ephesus. At Ephesus an entirely new character 
appears, a man named MacPherson, who has nothing whatever to do with 
the story, and, except that he receives a yearly packet of flower seeds from 
Ruth, Malory’s story becomes the story of his life with MacPherson. After 
the outsider’s death Malory returns to London where Ruth finds him and — 
takes him home. She explains (or rather he explains for her) that her wild 
husband has turned coward and left her. He, the bully, has been through all 
those ten years gradually filling with fear of her, until, at last, he can bear 
no more. 

What has she done to provoke that fear? Ah, that would be interesting to 
know, but the author does not tell us. It happened and it freed her; and with 
his going from her the devil goes from her, too, leaving her at peace and 
free to lead her other life with Malory. 

These are bare outlines, richly filled in by the author, and yet we are not 
‘carried away.’ She has another comment: 


Little of any moment occurs in my story, yet behind it all I am aware of 
tremendous forces at work which none have rightly understood, neither the 
actors nor the onlookers. 

That is easily said. We have heard it so often of late that we are grown a 
little suspicious, and almost believe that these are dangerous words for a 
writer to use. They are a dark shield in his hand when he ought to carry a 
bright weapon. 

(May 30, 1919.) 


An Exoticist 


Blind Alley — By W. L. George 


There is a certain large shop in London where one may still enter in and 
worship at one’s will. The aisles are lofty; the lights dim; each little side 
chapel is a rich mysterious jewel. Here one may linger, stroking the languid 
velvet; staring at the embroideries that seem to come to ever richer, more 
intricate flowering the longer one looks; sighing over chiffons, soft as the 
shadows on sea water; gazing at the fruit-like cushions gathered from some 
giant’s orchard, and fainting by the way at last upon couches made to pillow 
the golden heads of millionaires.... The sound of the clocks is so sweet, one 
fancies from their chiming honey is distilled; walking among the huge 
solemn furniture one expects the air to be shaken by the roaring of a lion; 
the glass and the china still glitter as though fresh from a reluctant wave. 

But it is very strange in the midst of all this to observe the character of 
one’s fellow-worshippers. They are, without exception, solid upper-middle- 
class English people, well nourished, easy in their behaviour, and 
indifferent, seeming to ignore, indeed, their fabulous surroundings. They 
are used to this kind of thing, born and bred in it. Why exclaim? Why give 
it one’s attention? 

If we may judge from the latest novel of Mr. W. L. George the whole of 
England is glassed over, roofed over, subdivided, as he sees it, into just 
such another magasin de luxe, through which he tiptoes, touching, tasting, 
positively gloating over not only the merchandise, but, with his eyes still a 
little dazzled by the Eastern glare, the upper-middle-class English people 
wandering through. It is the ensemble which fascinates him; this coolness 
and heat which he mixes together into a brew which is, to say the least, 
uncommonly exotic. For, if we are to believe ‘Blind Alley,’ the intactness of 
the upper-middle-class is all a superficial seeming; they are each and all of 
them capable of taking up a length of that filmy silk, binding it about their 
brows in turbans, or shrouding themselves in its veils and going out into the 
Tottenham Court Road to ride away upon camels. Picture a father, a retired 


banker, and now a country gentleman, an eminently practical man, hushing 
a quarrel with a rebellious daughter in this fashion: 

Then Sylvia flung down the pen and stamped: ‘You’re all against me. 
You all want to kick me when I’m down. I hate you — I hate you.’ 

“So do I,” shouted Sir Hugh, and slammed the door behind him. 

A few minutes later ... he felt remorseful. So he sent by a messenger boy 
an enormous bunch of Parma violets and a note: ‘Sylvia dear, your father 
has the pride of age and the temper of youth. He asks pardon of his 
beautiful daughter, and hopes that, when next she comes to cheer his 
waning years, she will bring forgiveness in her eyes of amber.’ 

Does that touch and start quivering, in many an English daughter’s 
bosom, a familiar chord? 

And here is a young husband, the owner of an aircraft works, musing in 
the garden of his country home, with his wife and lovely screaming children 
near by: 

‘There is the truth of life,’ he thought. “To enjoy all that is easily graceful. 
The sight of lovely women, yet not the stress of loving them; pictures and 
books, yet not the agony of trying to achieve art; little children that come 
up as flowers, to get older, to get fat, to get bald, and still to know how to 
smile.’ 

It is hard to see his gentleman without a fan and a sash and a little short 
dagger. And yet but a moment before, thinking over his loves, he had 
‘sneered at himself’ ... ‘Frank, old fellow, you’ve pitched on a rotten 
hobby. Why don’t you go in for gardening?’ Which is as difficult to 
reconcile with his Oriental self as the political father’s joke with his other 
daughter who asked him why the spring, my dear, was no longer spring. Sir 
Hugh laughed. ‘Ah yes, those were the days of spring onions; these are the 
days of spring offensives.’ 

Perhaps from these extracts the reader may gather that, whatever else Mr. 
George’s long strong book may be, it is not dull. It opens on January 9, 
1916, and it closes with the January of this year. It is, therefore, yet another 
revue of England in war-time, but produced by an expert and conscientious 
manager who is determined that no scene, situation, character, phrase, 
catchword or fashion shall be left without a rdle and a name in the packed 
souvenir programme. The chief parts are sustained by Sir Hugh Oakley, his 
wife and three grown-up children, each one, as it were, a specimen of his or 
her kind, and all of them, grouped together, forming what Mr. George 


doubtless considers ‘the representative English family.” The dominating 
member is Sir Hugh, with his ‘high, boney, beak-like nose which had been 
set as a brand upon the face of nearly every male Oakley’ [discriminating 
Providence!] ‘for the last two centuries.” Next in importance comes 
Monica, a slim unawakened girl whose experiences in a T.N.T. factory are, 
we gravely hope, more explosive than was usual. She and the manager of 
the works are the lovers of the piece. ‘Most exquisite, most adorable, 
copper-crowned lily ... this is the key of the place they call Bull’s Field.’ 
When she let herself in she noticed ‘a small shanty on wheels, on the walls 
of which was painted: Foreman’s Office.... The window opened and 
Cotten-ham looked out at her. He did not smile nor sign to her to come, but 
so remained....’ Cottenham indeed? Does one not expect rather at such a 
time and place — Mr. Wilkie Bard? 

Monica’s sister, Sylvia, is the woman floating on the dark swollen flood 
from the embrace of one man into the arms of another and another. Then 
there is Stephen, the wounded son, whose nose repeats his father’s, and 
whose arguments repeat his nose, being singularly high, boney and beak- 
like. And lastly the mother, a very handsome woman with thick dark-red 
hair and ‘sherry-bright’ eyes who is impelled to decisive assertions.... 

They are to be found living through this tremendous interval in the 
Country House Department, which is incredibly complete, down to a butler 
carving the joint at the ‘tortured marble-topped Louis XV. table,’ and the 
old, all-too-old collie dozing in front of the logs in the hall. The 
completeness, however, is but symptomatic of Mr. George’s method. It 
persists in scenes from country life, scenes in a bar parlour, before a 
military tribunal, at a flag day in the Berkeley Hotel. These are all ‘models’ 
of their kind, with not a detail missing and only unfamiliar because of that 
curious strong scent from the Oriental Department, permeating everything. 

The prologue and the epilogue are sung by an orange-coloured Persian 
cat with eyes of watered agate — Kallikrates his name. He enters, on the 
alert, suspicious, but finding himself alone in the hall with the human 
beings safely away behind closed doors, he subsides, folds the ‘velvet 
gauntlets of his paws,’ composes his squat head into the sumptuous silk of 
his ruff, and begins to purr.... If we may say so without disrespect, we can 
almost hear the author joining tn. 

(June 6, 1919.) 


A Short Story 


Kew Gardens — By Virginia Woolf 


If it were not a matter to sigh over, 1t would be almost amusing to remember 
how short a time has passed since Samuel Butler advised the budding 
author to keep a notebook. What would be the author’s reply to such a 
counsel nowadays but an amused smile: ‘I keep nothing else!’ True; but if 
we remember rightly, Samuel Butler goes a little further; he suggests that 
the notebook should be kept in the pocket, and that is what the budding 
author finds intolerably hard. Up till now he has been so busy growing and 
blowing that his masterpieces still are unwritten, but there are the public 
waiting, gaping. Hasn’t he anything to offer before they wander elsewhere? 
Can’t he startle their attention by sheer roughness and crudeness and 
general slapdashery? Out comes the note-book, and the deed is done. And 
since they find its contents absolutely thrilling and satisfying, is it to be 
wondered at that the risk of producing anything bigger, more solid, and 
more positive — is not taken? The note-books of young writers are their 
laurels; they prefer to rest on them. It is here that one begins to sigh, for it is 
here that the young author begins to swell and to demand that, since he has 
chosen to make his note-books his All, they shall be regarded as of the first 
importance, read with a deadly seriousness and acclaimed as a kind of new 
Art — the art of not taking pains, of never wondering why it was one fell in 
love with this or that, but contenting oneself with the public’s dreary 
interest in promiscuity. 

Perhaps that is why one feels that Mrs. Virginia Woolf’s story belongs to 
another age. It is so far removed from the note-book literature of our day, so 
exquisite an example of love at second sight. She begins where the others 
leave off, entering Kew Gardens, as it were, alone and at her leisure when 
their little first screams of excitement have died away and they have rushed 
afield to some new brilliant joy. It is strange how conscious one is, from the 
first paragraph, of this sense of leisure: her story is bathed in it as if it were 
a light, still and lovely, heightening the importance of everything, and 
filling all that is within her vision with that vivid, disturbing beauty that 


haunts the air the last moment before sunset or the first moment after dawn. 
Poise — yes, poise. Anything may happen; her world is on tiptoe. 

This is her theme. In Kew Gardens there was a flowerbed full of red and 
blue and yellow flowers. Through the hot July afternoon men and women 
‘straggled past the flower-bed with a curiously irregular movement not 
unlike that of the white and blue butterflies who crossed the turf in zig-zag 
flights from bed to bed,’ paused for a moment, were ‘caught’ in its dazzling 
net, and then moved on again and were lost. The mysterious intricate life of 
the flower-bed goes on untouched by these odd creatures. A little wind 
moves, stirring the petals so that their colours shake on to the brown earth, 
grey of a pebble, shell of a snail, a raindrop, a leaf, and for a moment the 
secret life is half-revealed; then a wind blows again, and the colours flash in 
the air and there are only leaves and flowers.... 

It happens so often — or so seldom — in life, as we move among the 
trees, up and down the known and unknown paths, across the lawns and 
into the shade and out again, that something — for no reason that we can 
discover — gives us pause. Why is it that, thinking back upon that July 
afternoon, we see so distinctly that flower-bed? We must have passed 
myriads of flowers that day; why do these particular ones return? It is true, 
we stopped in front of them, and talked a little and then moved on. But, 
though we weren’t conscious of it at the time, something was happening — 
something.... 

But it would seem that the author, with her wise smile, is as indifferent as 
the flowers to these odd creatures and their ways. The tiny rich minute life 
of a snail — how she describes it! the angular high-stepping green insect 
— how passionate is her concern for him! Fascinated and credulous, we 
believe these things are all her concern until suddenly with a gesture she 
shows us the flower-bed, growing, expanding in the heat and light, filling a 
whole world. 

(June 13, 1919.) 


Glancing Light 


Java Head — By Joseph Hergesheimer 


Those who have spent any portion of their life in a seaport town will 
remember a peculiar quality of light, which is to be observed there and in 
no other surroundings. For when the sun is over the sea and the waves high 
a trembling brilliance flashes over the town, now illuminating this part, now 
that. In its erratic hovering behaviour it might be likened to that imp of light 
children love to call Jack-on-the-wall; one can never tell where it may next 
appear. It is, and something is caught in it, dazzling fine, and then it is gone 
to be back again for another glittering moment — but almost before one has 
time to look it is flown away. Brilliant light, but not deep light, not a steady 
shining — a light by which one can register the moment but not discover 
and explore it. 

For the writing of his novel, ‘Java Head,’ Mr. Joseph Hergesheimer 
would seem to have pointed his compass to this unfixed star and the result 
is an exciting but not a satisfying book. The scene, the personages and the 
drama — they are all separate, one from another, and as one story unfolds 
itself we have the sense that while the author applies himself to one he 
forgets the other two. They are dropped from him and from us until he 
chooses to revive them, to bring them into the light again. 

The scene is Salem, at the time when it was still rich with incoming and 
outgoing trade, with ships bound for the East Indies and China and 
returning laden with fabulous cargoes. But for all the author’s inside 
information and professional way in handling a ship, we are never quite 
sure that the sea is real sea or that these curious perfumed chests and jars 
are really full. While we read we are fascinated, but our fascination is 
conscious and almost assumed, as at a spectacle — something arranged and 
specially ‘set’ for a performance. 

The personages are old Jeremy Ammidon, head of the firm of Ammidon, 
Ammidon and Saltanstone, his son William, William’s wife and their family 
of half-grown daughters. There is another son Gerrit, captain of the 
‘Nautilus’ and hero of the book, whose ship is long overdue, and the early 


chapters full of the growing anxiety of the household at Java Head for his 
return are, to our thinking, the most successful. Here, at least, it is hardly 
possible to avoid a sense of progression, and the members of the family, 
gathered together under the shadowy wing of disaster are more nearly seen 
in relation to one another. Obvious as it is, and again more than a little 
theatrical, it is enough to lead us on in the hope that when the moment of 
relief comes and the ship is sighted, the scene, the personages and the 
drama will — not lose their separateness — but become part of one 
springing arch of light, their colours banded together as in a rainbow. This 
does not happen. For though Gerrit 1s seen on the deck, on the wharf, 
greeting his family, he never comes home at all. It is a wooden sailor who 
leads his high-born Manchu wife through the doors of Java Head, and 
however greatly Mr. Hergesheimer may insist upon Gerrit’s heroic qualities 
wooden he remains. We are told that he loved the Manchu lady. She was 
pining away, like some fabulous exquisite bird in a cage in Shanghai until 
he rescued her and brought her into a bigger cage, with heavier bolts and 
clumsier bars, and stupid unpainted faces to stare through and wonder at 
her. Her appearance, her clothes, her appointments, they are game indeed 
for the greedy light to play with, but, absorbed in them, it penetrates no 
further than to give us just a glimpse of her superhuman calm, of the 
tragedy it was for her that this calm should be broken by Edward Dunsack, 
a low wretch whose mind has been poisoned by opium and who realises in 
his fiendish dreaming way how she suffers. 

By the bedside of Dunsack’s niece, whom Gerrit has always loved, she 
commits suicide, and on the light flickers and dances, over another love 
affair, over the town, on to the niece, on to Gerrit’s ship waiting for him in 
the harbour, until finally it shows us Gerrit married to his old love and again 
putting out to sea. 

It is not enough to be comforted with colours, to finger bright shawls, to 
watch the fireworks, to wonder what those strange men are shouting down 
at the wharves and to wander with the Ammidon family through the rooms 
of Java House. We are excited; our curiosity is roused as to what lies 
beneath these strange rich surfaces. Mr. Hergesheimer leaves us wondering 
and unsatisfied. 

(June 13, 1919.) 


The New Infancy 


Mary Olivier: A Life — By May Sinclair 


There has been discovered, of late, cropping up among our established trees 
and flowers a remarkable plant, which, while immensely engaging our 
attention, has not hitherto attained a size and blooming sufficient to satisfy 
our desire to comprehend it. Little tight buds, half-open flowers that open 
no further, a blossom or two more or less out — these the plant has yielded. 
But here at last, with ‘Mary Olivier’ Miss Sinclair has given into our 
grateful hands a full fine specimen. 

Is this, we wonder, turning over its three hundred and sixty-eight pages, 
to be the novel of the future? And if so, whence has it sprung? Who are its 
ancestors, its parents, its relations, its distant connections even? But the 
longer we consider it the more it appears to us as a very orphan of orphans, 
lying in a basket on the threshold of literature with a note pinned on its 
chest saying: ‘If I am to be taken in and welcomed, then the whole rest of 
the family must be thrown out of the window.’ That they cannot exist 
together seems to us very plain. For the difference between the new way of 
writing and the old way is not a difference of degree but of kind. Its aim, as 
we understand it, is to represent things and persons as separate, as distinct, 
as apart as possible. Here, if you like, are the animals set up on the floor, the 
dove so different from the camel, the sheep so much bigger than the tiger. 
But where is the Ark? And where, even at the back of the mind, is the 
Flood, that dark mass of tumbling water which must sooner or later receive 
them, and float them or drown them? The Ark and the Flood belong to the 
old order, they are gone. In their place we have the author asking with 
indefatigable curiosity: ‘What is the effect of this animal upon me, or this or 
the other one?’ 

But if the Flood, the sky, the rainbow, or what Blake beautifully calls the 
bounding outline, be removed and if, further, no one thing is to be related to 
another thing, we do not see what is to prevent the whole of mankind 
turning author. Why should writers exist any longer as a class apart if their 
task ends with a minute description of a big or a little thing? If this is the 


be-all and end-all of literature why should not every man, woman and child 
write an autobiography and so provide reading matter for the ages? It is not 
difficult. There is no gulf to be bridged, no risk to be taken. If you do not 
throw your Papa and your Mamma against the heavens before beginning to 
write about them, his whiskers and her funny little nose will be quite 
important enough to write about, quite enough, reinforced with the pattern 
of the drawing-room carpet, the valse of the moment and the cook upstairs 
taking her hair out of pins, to make a whole great book. And as B’s papa’s 
whiskers and B’s mamma’s funny little nose are bound to be different again, 
and their effect upon B again different — why here is high entertainment 
forever! 


Entertainment. But the great writers of the past have not been 
‘entertainers.’ They have been seekers, explorers, thinkers. It has been their 
aim to reveal a little of the mystery of life. Can one think for one moment of 
the mystery of life when one is at the mercy of surface impressions? Can 
one think when one is not only taking part but being snatched at, pulled 
about, flung here and there, cuffed and kissed, and played with? Is it not the 
great abiding satisfaction of a work of art that the writer was master of the 
situation when he wrote it and at the mercy of nothing less mysterious than 
a greater work of art? 

It is too late in the day for this new form, and Miss Sinclair’s skilful 
handling of it serves but to make its failure the more apparent. She has 
divided her history of Mary Olivier into five periods, infancy, childhood, 
adolescence, maturity and middle-age, but these divisions are negligible. In 
the beginning Mary is two, but at the end she is still two — and forty-seven 
— and so it is throughout. At any moment, whatever her real age may be 
she is two — or forty-seven — either, both. At two (poor infant staggerer!) 
the vast barn of impressions opens upon her and life, with a pitchfork, 
tosses her out Mamma, Papa, Mark, Roddy, Dan, Jenny, Catty, Aunt 
Charlotte, Uncle Victor, and all the rest of them. At forty-seven, although in 
the meantime many of them have died and died disgustingly, she is still 
turning them over and over, still wondering whether any of them did happen 
to have in one of their ignoble pockets the happiness she has missed in 
life.... For on page 355 she confesses, to our surprise, that is what she has 
been wanting all along — happiness. Wanting, perhaps, not seeking, not 
even longing for, but wanting as a child of two might want its doll or its 


donkey, running into the room where Papa on his dying bed is being given 
an emetic, to see if it is on the counterpane, running out to see if it is in the 
cab that has come to take Aunt Charlotte to the Lunatic Asylum, and then 
forgetting all about it to stare at ‘Blanc-mange going round the table, 
quivering and shaking and squelching under the spoon.’ 

(June 20, 1919.) 


Flourisheth in Strange Places 


Love Lane — By J. C. Snaith 


The coloured wrapper to ‘Love Lane’ depicts an elderly fat man in a yellow 
suit and a swollen white waistcoat. His felt hat is to one side, he wears 
white spats, a large bow-tie, and in the corner of his mouth, at an angle, 
flourishes a cigar. Thumbs in his armholes, away he swaggers from pretty 
Miss, who stands, blue-eyed, pale and golden-crowned, one lily hand 
raised, one lily hand clenched, looking after him with eyes of longing. And 
above them the title of the book, well-spaced and bold, hangs for a 
signboard. 

Which of us, except in those last dread three minutes before the 
bookstall, when a man feels his mind dissolve as a wisp of smoke under the 
station roof and is as a little child in the hands of the braggart youth with a 
pencil behind his ear, would dream of inquiring any further? Which of us 
would not decide at a glance that ‘Love Lane’ was one of those half- 
sentimental, half-humorous mixtures — the refreshing non-alcoholic 
summer novel enfin, and pass it by? A superficial examination of the plot 
would not tend to alter that opinion. Here is the self-made vulgar old man, 
half hero, half bully, who aspires to be mayor of Blackhampton, and his 
timid wife, weeping for the old simple times. They have three daughters: 
one a successfully married snob; the second, a poor creature who has 
quarrelled with her parents, having married beneath her; and Sally, the baby, 
struck out of the old man’s will for joining the suffragettes and getting six 
weeks’ hard. The husband of the second girl is that familiar figure in our 
recent fiction — a pathetic tradesman — a little self-effacing greengrocer, a 
failure. He can’t get hold of business, somehow, but he can grow a rose to 
beat any man, and the sunset reminds him of the ‘Inferno by Dant with 
Lustrations by Door.’ 

One can hardly imagine characters less promising, less original. 
Nevertheless they are the material that the artist has chosen and his success 
is the final justification of his choice. At the beginning we are shown these 
people, their interests and their lives, as all separate, scattered, and 


uncontrolled. They are puffed up or cast down, greedy, self-centred and 
vain — all except Amelia’s husband, who is merely a shadow of a man with 
a vague suspicion that things might be different, and therefore a vague 
grudge against things as they are. 

Then, quite suddenly, we are conscious of an immense, inconceivable 
ring of fire closing in upon them; they are bathed in one terrible light, and 
William Hollis marches off towards it — out of his little misery in the shop 
in Love Lane into the anguish of his first experience. 

In our youth we were taught that pain was not only a kind of necessary 
gymnastic exercise set us by the Lord — an immensely heavy dumb-bell to 
be lifted in His sight as a proof of what we could still stagger but not fall 
under — we were assured that we could not possibly appreciate the value of 
anything unless it had been first all but taken from us. Nowadays we are 
inclined to believe that it is neither pain nor happiness that heightens the 
value of life; it is rather the sense of danger, common to them both — 
danger which strips us of our false acquired security and demands of us that 
we shall take the risk. 

William Hollis, before the war, had no particular desire to live, and the 
agonizing misery of life in the trenches — incredible as it might seem to 
our aged pastors and masters — did not awaken any new desire in him. But 
the feeling that any moment might be his last unlocked his lips. He made a 
friend, a man who came from his part of the country, an artist, who 
understood his fumbling speech, said for him what he wanted to say — 
taught him to see clearly what he vaguely glimpsed. The artist died, but 
William Hollis went on living not only his new free life, but the life of his 
dead friend as well. He came home, and a wonderful late-flowering love 
blossomed for him and his wife. Then he was seriously wounded and the 
chance offered for him to leave the army and settle down with his woman. 
But he would not take it. For some unaccountable reason that she never 
understood, he decided to go back and die among the men with whom he 
had learned to live. What he had learned out there had been so marvellous 
to him, it had given such value to life, that he could not, without betraying 
himself, submit to anything less wonderful. 

While this great miracle has been happening to William Hollis lesser 
changes, but changes no less wonderful, have happened to the others. They, 
too, have become human beings, but human beings ennobled. 


But they are all grouped round the central figure, and upon him the 
author has brought all his power of understanding to bear. He has created an 
extraordinarily poignant character. 

(June 27, 1919.) 


Uncomfortable Words 


The Bonfire — By Anthony Brendon 


If a child alone on a desert island were to be visited suddenly by two 
presences — one, a divine, angelic winged creature with comfortable hands 
and eyes that shone with love and mercy, the other a hideous, scaly fiend, 
with a hissing tail, immense claws, and jets of flame for eyes — we imagine 
that the child’s first feeling would not be one of wonder and delight at the 
angel; it would be terror, uncontrollable terror, at sight of the fiend. He 
would not even be certain that the angel could save him. The angel would 
have no meaning, no significance, for him except as a possible safeguard 
from the fiend. Even if the angel were to bear him away and set him down 
under a garden tree and play him a soft air upon a little harp, we do not 
believe that the child would ever recover from that monstrous vision. Terror 
might keep him from wandering far, might lend him a false look of listening 
to the harp, might cause him to join in the singing in the hope of keeping 
the fiend away, but one glimpse of the hissing tail again, and the doctrine of 
Divine Love would be nothing but a possible means of escape. 

In a ‘coda’ to his book of short stories dealing with life at a Jesuit school, 
Mr. Brendon, while acclaiming the supreme excellence of the Jesuit 
education in that it teaches the doctrine of Divine Love, deplores the 
teaching of hell-fire to children. But, if we are to believe his account, were 
the flames to be removed, there would be left nothing but a cold fireplace. It 
is the devils who keep the schoolhorse in a glow, and not the angels. It is 
the sinfulness of those little boys, or their potential sinfulness, which is 
almost the whole concern of their masters. Lessons are only ‘of secondary 
consideration,’ play is a means of keeping out of mischief; during the day 
the boys are never out of sight of a warder, at night the dormitories are 
patrolled by a figure in felt slippers carrying a lantern. This ‘watching’ the 
author defends on the ground that ‘it did maintain a standard of bodily 
purity. The boys left school unsullied: was the price too high to pay?’ 

We find this idea of the persistent viciousness of normal healthy children 
very hard to swallow. But, if we have read Mr. Brendon aright, the Jesuits 


do not believe there is such a person as a normal healthy boy; there is the 
coarse, cunning and dirty-minded boy, and the too soft, too gentle, almost 
idiotic boy. Both of them are defective; both stand an equally good chance 
of going to hell, an equally poor one of getting to heaven; and since the 
human soul is far more easily ensnared by terror than by love, shake the 
devil at them five times for every once that you show them the angel. It is a 
sorry view of childhood. The argument apart, these stories are written with 
an admirable simplicity of style. But whether the author is ironic or naive is 
an intriguing little problem for the reader to solve. 
(July 4, 1919.) 


The Great Simplicity 


The Four Horsemen — By Vincente Blasco Ibanez 


There is no need for the three loud solemn blasts of American criticism 
which herald this translation of ‘Los Cuatro Jinetes del Apocalipsis’; for 
although the fine edges are blurred and the whole is misted over by the 
heavy fingers of Charlotte Brewster Jordan, it is recognizable almost 
immediately as a powerful and distinguished novel. We say almost, for the 
first chapter, skilful and not extraordinary, in no wise prepares us for the 
magnificent second chapter, giving a description of the life of an aged 
Argentine landowner and chief, his family, dependents and possessions. 
Madariaga the Centaur is the author’s name for the foolish, wise old 
millionaire; it could not be more apt. As we read we are haunted by a vision 
of troops of horses, streaming away and away over limitless prairies, being 
rounded up, stamping and quivering and tossing their brilliant heads and 
then off again in a bounding line against the far horizon, until all that 
happens seems to become a part of this rich free life and rhythm. 

To the old man there comes a young Frenchman, Desnoyers, seeking 
employment; the master takes a fancy to him. ‘He’s a regular pearl, this 
Frenchy.... I like him because he is very serious. That is the way I like a 
man.’ Desnoyers becomes part of the family and marries the elder daughter, 
Chica; the younger, La Romantica, runs away with another of the 
employees, a timid, weak creature who has been forced to leave Germany 
under a cloud. Madariaga detests Von Hartrott and detests his children 


... with hair like a shredded carrot and the two oldest wearing specs.... 
They don’t seem like folks wearing those glasses; they look like sharks. 
Madariaga had never seen any sharks, but he imagined them, without 
knowing why, with round glassy eyes like the bottoms of bottles. 

But he gave the whole of his savage old heart to Desnoyers’ children, 
Julio and Chichi, teaching them, before they were eight years old, to ride, to 
eat beefsteaks for breakfast and to lasso wild horses. 


When he died he left an enormous fortune to each of the two families, 
and the Von Hartrotts went off to Berlin to live in splendour, while the 
Desnoyers, not to be out-done, set up their home in Paris. By this time 
Desnoyers himself is old, and Julio and Chichi shorn of their wildness are 
exquisite, extravagant young persons, as Parisian as it is possible to be. 
Only the fat, comfortable Chica is the same. 

When the war breaks upon them, Julio is an artist, a celebrated tango 
dancer and the lover of a famous society woman; Chichi the butterfly, 1s 
engaged to a senator’s son, and the father is become almost a maniac for 
buying rich furniture, motor-cars — all kinds of fantastic possessions for his 
splendid apartment in Paris and his castle at Villefranche-sur-Marne. They, 
with the rest of the world are lifted upon the huge ugly wave and shaken 
and tumbled, and strangely, at this moment, the mantle of Madariaga seems 
to descend upon old Desnoyers; he becomes, in the sober sense of the 
words, a great character. Full of fear for his treasures at the castle, and 
especially for an immense gold bath, the purchase of which he considered 
the culminating achievement of his wealth, he rushes off to the rescue — 
too late. The Germans are there, and the strange old man has to stand by, 
staring stupidly while they break up and plunder his toy, and kill the 
innocent villagers. 

It is a dreadful fact that since it has been our misfortune to read so much 
and so much of the horror of war we have become almost indifferent to it. 
We accept — we nod at a repetition— ‘There it is; there’s the old tune 
played again’ — but how moved are we? But when we are confronted by 
the figure of old Desnoyers, not taking part in it, just looking on, powerless 
and helpless, at the great laying-waste of life, the familiar tune becomes 
again an unbearable agony to hear. 

Senor Ibanez does not believe in the purifying fire; or that out of evil 
good will come; or that God works in a mysterious way His wonders to 
perform; he believes that war is Hell. Neither can there be any line drawn so 
that here we are at war and here we are not at war. When old Desnoyers 
returns to Paris all is just as terrible as it was at Villefranche-sur-Marne, and 
the fact that because of it Julio turns soldier and goes off to fight for his 
father’s country and Chichi learns the anguish of love is not the result of a 
divine accident but of a diabolical one. The young men die in battle, but the 
women and the old men die just as surely in the battle against unseen, 
untiring enemies who can never be driven back. 


Just as Madariaga in his old age gave his heart to Julio, the little wild 
fearless boy, so does Desnoyers live for his soldier son. Everything is 
changing, scattering, quaking, he feels that at any moment the earth may be 
swallowed up, yet he has this instinctive faith, very absurd, very firm that 
... “No one will kill him. My heart, which never deceives me, tells me so. 
... None will kill him.’ How many fathers in these hideous years have 
echoed these words? Chica, the anxious sorrowing mother, has her 
consolations; she can talk, she can go to church, weep, send Julio comforts, 
but the father’s worn-out old heart beats only to ‘my son, my son.’ And 
Julio is killed. 

The last chapter describes a visit by the Desnoyers family to the 
battlefield where Julio is buried: 

Tombs ... tombs on all sides! The white locusts of death were swarming 
over the entire countryside. There was no corner free from their quivering 
wings. The recently ploughed earth, the yellowing roads, the dark 
woodland, everything was pulsating in unresting undulation. The soil 
seemed to be clamouring, and its words were the vibrations of the restless 


little flags.... 
The father was staring at the rustic grave in dumb amazement. His son 
was there, there forever! ... and he would never see him again! He 


imagined him sleeping unshrouded below, in direct contact with the earth, 
just as Death had surprised him in his miserable and heroic old uniform. 

All was ended. 

‘The Four Horsemen’ is not a subtle novel; the characters are simple, 
their emotions are simple and direct. But however complicated our acquired 
existence may be, we are, when the last clever word has been spoken, 
simple creatures. Living in this dishonourable age, it is a strange, great 
relief to us to have that simplicity recognized so nobly by Senor Ibafiez. 

(July 11, 1919.) 


A Novel of Suspense 


The Escape of Sir William Heans — By William Hay 


It is strange how content most writers are to ignore the influence of the 
weather upon the feelings and the emotions of their characters, or, if they do 
not ignore it, to treat it, except in its most obvious manifestations— ‘she felt 
happy because the sun was shining’— ‘the dull day served but to heighten 
his depression’ — as something of very little importance, something quite 
separate and apart. But by ‘the weather’ we do not mean a kind of ocean at 
our feet, with broad effects of light and shadow, into which we can plunge 
or not plunge, at will; we mean an external atmosphere which is in harmony 
or discordant with a state of soul; poet’s weather, perhaps we might call it. 
But why not prose-writer’s weather, too? Why indeed! Are not your poet 
and your writer of prose faced with exactly the same problem? Can we of 
this age go on being content with stories and sketches and impressions and 
novels which are less than adventures of the soul? It is all so wearying, so 
wearying — this vision of the happy or unhappy pair or company, driving 
through the exhibition, meeting with adventures on the way and so safe 
home, or not safe home, at last. How can anything not trivial happen while 
the author still thinks it necessary to drive them at such a pace? Why will he 
not see that we would rather — far rather — they stayed at home, 
mysteriously themselves, with time to be conscious, in the deepest, richest 
sense, of what is happening to them.... Then, indeed, as in the stories of 
Tchehov, we should become aware of the rain pattering on the roof all night 
long, of the languid, feverish wind, of the moonlit orchard and the first 
snow, passionately realized, not indeed as analogous to a state of mind, but 
as linking that mind to the larger whole. 

In ‘The Escape of Sir William Heans’ Mr. Hay has made the most of a 
curious and unusual opportunity to exploit this method. The scene of his 
story is Hobart, Tasmania; the time, between 1830 and 1840, when that 
place was a ‘thriving’ convict settlement; and the plot — how Sir William 
Heans, an English gentleman, transported for a crime against society, finds 
his captivity insupportable and makes three attempts at escape, of which the 


third is successful. But this simple plot is only the stem pushing up 
painfully into the forbidden light; from it there grow many dark, intricate 
branches and ashy fruits; the half-blind little girl, Abelia, clings to itt, 
smothering and pale, like a clematis, and always wandering near there is the 
old native woman Conapanny, with her hidden bracelet of black hair. 

Nevertheless, the figure of Sir William is always the outstanding one, and 
the author is so faithful to his state of mind that there are moments when he 
feels that all else that happens is a dream, dreamed by the prisoner as he sat 
staring at an opaque glass window, seven by three, and crossed with iron 
bars. For that which is peculiar to the book 1s the persistent and dreadful 
sense of imprisonment. Hobart itself, locked in its pretty harbour and 
hemmed in on either side by huge tangled forests, is the first of a series of 
‘boxes,’ each one a little smaller, a little narrower and tighter than the one 
that went before. Even the small official society with its convict servants, its 
precautions against escaped prisoners and its continual gossip about prison 
affairs is not ‘free’; an innocent gathering becomes a plot, with its victim, 
its watcher and its spy; they arrange a dance, and in the middle of the 
dancing a shot is heard, and a whisper goes round that someone has been 
killed upstairs — nobody knows who.... 

But the abiding impression 1s the horrible light in which poor Sir William 
sees this crude new town, half full of corrupt, filthy men, with its prisons 
and gaolers, and police patrols and natural defences of giant bush. All is 
bathed in the unendurable half-light and flicker that comes before a storm: 
great puffs of wind blow through the book, the sea arises, tossing and 
shaking — and the storm never breaks. Those who have lived in the 
Antipodes know such days — days of waiting for the storm to break, of 
getting up to another day of wind, of watching the strange divided pallor 
and darkness, of tearing voices, nervous, agitated, shouting against the 
wind. One feels that at any moment anything may happen — and nothing 
happens. Until at last when the storm does come its violence is almost a 
relief — a calm. 

So, when Sir William finally escapes, his ordeal and his sufferings in the 
bush seem quite simple and endurable. We almost lose sight of him before 
he reaches the Bay, where the little broken-down ship sails in at last to 
rescue him. The suspense is over, and with it, in a way, everything is over. 

It was a moment therefore of intense relief when the ship jibbed about 
and moved imperceptibly away on the south-eastern tack. Slowly the sound 


of the waterfall softened, and slowly the great walls dimmed over the silent 
pool, and slowly they shrank under the wings and pinnacles of the forests, 
while these with their thousand shouldering sentinels slowly — very slowly 
— softened in the smoke of morning. 

(July 18, 1919.) 


Anodyne 


Crabtree House — By Howel Evans 


What is a ‘sweetly pretty’ novel? Standing in the library waiting for the 
book which never is in, we are constantly hearing this term of 
recommendation used by a certain type of young lady. ‘Oh, do read “Room 
for Two.” Of course “The Fireplace” 1s interesting and awfully thrilling and 
exciting, but it is not sweetly pretty.’ And the sweetly pretty book wins the 
day. 

We imagine it is a novel which sets out to prove that the only form of 
government is government by the heart alone, and for the heart alone. There 
is a dreadful black monster, a kind of wild bull, looking over the fence at 
the innocent undefended pic-nic and plotting and planning how he may 
come in and upset and trample all — it 1s in the mind. Beware of it. Have 
nothing to do with it. Shun it as you would your mortal enemy. The 
innocent, the simple, the loyal, the trusty, the faithful, the uncomplaining — 
all, all are children of the heart. Have they ever plotted and planned, ever 
lain tossing through the dark hours — and thinking; ever smiled strangely 
and disappeared; ever slunk down narrow streets muttering something and 
frowning? Never! These are the habits of villains, of schemers, adventurers 
and clever men — these are the signs by which ye may know the children 
of the mind. If the mind triumphs — where is your happy ending? And as 
we understand the sweetly pretty novel it is part of its ‘appeal’ that you are 
never out of sight of the happy ending from the very first page. Your faith 
is tried, but not unduly tried; the boat may rock a little and a dash or two of 
spray come over, but you are never out of harbour — never so much as 
turned towards the open sea. 

Poor little human beings! From the success of the sweetly pretty novel 
one may learn how difficult it is for them to keep their faith intact in the 
triumph of good over evil. What consolation to turn from the everyday 
world with its obscure processes and its happy endings so remarkably well 
hidden to another existence where every other moment they may have the 
comfort of crying: ‘There now! I knew that was going to happen!’ 


What the outside reader does feel inclined to question is whether the 
simple people need be so incredibly simple and the innocent characters 
innocent to imbecility. 

The heroine of ‘Crabtree House,’ for instance, at the age of nineteen 
when about to tell her father that her young man wishes to marry her, goes 
to these lengths: 

‘... and Dad—’ Rosie came up and fingered her father’s collar, and put 
his tie straight and whispered a little shyly: ‘he — he — he’s been asking 
me when — when it’s to be. You know what I mean, Dad, don’t you? And I 
said, well, that — he — I — he — we must ask you, Dad. Don’t you see?’ 

That is hard enough to bear. But when Rose delivers herself later of: 

‘But there, I won’t speak any more of that, Daddy. 

... | know it only makes you sad, and Daddie — may I — may I, to- 
night, like I used to when I was a little girl, and you used to call me 
Goldilocks, may I say my prayers on your knees?’ 

Amos could only smooth that silken hair once more; he could not trust 
himself to answer; and Rosie knelt at her father’s knees and with eyes shut 
and hands folded prayed in silence.... 

we seem to hear the ‘Broken Melody’ as we read and the waves beating 
against the Eastbourne Pier. Let us be grateful to Mr. Howel Evans that we 
are not with Rosie and her husband in the early months of their wedded life 
when Rosie is caught hemming an infinitesimal garment... 

But apart from this embarrassing exaggeration of the characters’ 
heavenly qualities ‘Crabtree House’ is as nice an example of the sweetly 
pretty novel as you might wish to find. Heart and mind are nicely balanced 
against each other, and though you would not doubt the issue of the fight, 
you cannot be absolutely certain how the victory will be obtained, and so — 
you read on. 

(July 25, 1919.) 


“A Poser’ 


The Land They Loved — By G. D. Cummins 


A woman is standing on the deck of an Atlantic liner, straining to catch the 
first glimpse of the Irish coast. She is ‘nearly five foot eight in height, with 
handsome features and a stately carriage ... with this straightness of 
carriage there was a looseness of limb, a certain deft grace in all her 
movements, that made her a remarkable figure....’ We are told that she has 
come home because of a craving in her blood for the fields and wide spaces, 
because she was conscious that any life away from Ireland could never 
satisfy her profoundly. Whence exactly came these strange urgings of the 
spirit she did not know, but they were strong enough to drive her back to 
her brother’s farm.... “The memory of old forgotten times came drifting 
back to her from the outlying spaces of her mind as she watched and waited 
now.’ Thinking of the joy of working in the field again, of the warm 
welcome awaiting her from her brother Denis and Aunt Maggie, Kate 
Carmody wept tears of joy. 

And all happened just as she had expected — if anything, better than she 
had expected. For the war had brought prosperity to Droumavalla; the 
seven fat 7ears seemed to be there. On the evening of her return, Kate went 
for a walk alone, and overcome she ‘knelt down and took up a little of the 
earth, cradling it for a moment in the palms of her hands and then letting it 
slip slowly through her fingers. Ah! how she loved the land....’ 

There is one difference. Many of the boys are gone to fight; her two boon 
companions, Steve and Michael Turpin, both are dead — one in France, 
one, a Sinn Feiner, killed in the Dublin rebellion. Only one brother, Eugene, 
is left, and he is lamed from a hurley match. This 1s a terrible shock to Kate. 
Dimly she had always thought that one day she would marry Steve or 
Michael; it is more terrible still for her to find that Eugene is a weak 
creature, father-ridden, obedient as a dog to his bullying old father for fear 
that the old man will leave the farm away from him. For, like Kate, Eugene 
has one passion. It is for the land. Nevertheless, he has the courage to ask 
Kate to marry him; but although she is tempted to, because of the part of 


him that is like his darling brothers, his cowardice and weakness shame her. 
She’ll never marry any but ‘a whole man.’ 

So far, Mr. Cummins succeeds in conveying, with astonishing ease and 
freshness, the charm of that country. As we read we seem to wade into its 
flowering beauty and warmth until we are lost like children wading in a ripe 
meadow. Sharply he pulls us up. No, Kate won’t have Eugene; she won’t 
stay in Droumavalla Off she goes to Dublin, and after a series of gloomy 
vicissitudes, she takes a position as cook at a salary of eighteen pounds a 
year, becomes very proud of having a fat policeman in her kitchen, devours 
servants’ novelettes, and on her marketing jaunts is thrilled to the marrow 
by salmon-pink dinner-blouses in a dingy draper’s. Good-bye to the land. 
Here is the area gate — the butcher’s boy and the baker’s boy. Here’s for 
high tragedy the fact she can’t get all the sugar she wants for her tea. 

There is a last act when, finding she does not really love the policeman, 
she hands him over to the housemaid, and returns to the farm to find 
Eugene’s old father dead, and Eugene a changed man — a whole man, the 
biggest man in the district, and still wishful to marry her. 

Kate found it difficult to realize she had got back to the old life, and that 
her future would be lived with the man who walked beside her, this man 
who was so beautiful, so gentle, and yet so strong. 

We find it incredibly difficult to understand why Mr. Cummins ruined so 
promising a book by ever taking her away from it. 

(August 1, 1919.) 


A Backward Glance 


The Arrow of Gold — By Joseph Conrad 


As we read Mr. Conrad’s latest published book we find ourselves wishing 
once again that it were a common practice among authors to let us know the 
year in which a book is begun and ended. This, of course, applies only to 
writers whose work does show very marked signs of progression, 
development, and expansion. The others, that large band who will guarantee 
to produce the same thrill with variations for you once, twice, or thrice 
yearly, do not count. For their great aim is never to show a sign of change 
— to make their next novel as good as their last, but no better — to take 
their readers for an excursion, as it were, but always to put up at the same 
hotel, where they know the waiters’ faces, and the way to the bathroom, and 
the shape of the biscuits that accompany the cheese. 

But perhaps your real writer would retort that this was precisely the 
business of the critic — to be able to see, at a glance almost, what place this 
or that novel filled in the growing chain. Our reply would be that the spirit 
of the age is against us; it is an uneasy, disintegrating, experimental spirit, 
and there are moments, as, for instance, the moment after reading the 
‘Arrow of Gold,’ when it shakes us into wishing that Mr. Conrad had just 
added those four figures, thereby putting out once and for all that tiny 
flicker of dismay. 

But — away with it! It is impossible not to believe that he has had this 
particular novel in the cellar for a considerable time — this sweet, 
sparkling, heady mixture in the strange-shaped bottle with the fantastic 
label. How does it stand being held up to the light, tasted, sipped, and 
compared with those dark foreign beverages with which he has made us so 
familiar? 

The tale is told by a young man who confesses to being, at the time, 
‘inconceivably young — still beautifully unthinking — infinitely receptive.’ 
Lonely and sober, at Carnival time in Marseilles he chums up with two 
remarkable gentlemen; one Captain Blunt, ‘eminently elegant,’ and the 
other a robust, fair little man in clothes too tight for him, a Mr. Mills. They 


are both connected with the plot to put Don Carlos on the throne of Spain 
— Blunt as a soldier, and Mills as a gun-runner; and the talk between these 
three comparative strangers is of the ship loaded with contraband which 
Mills brought from the Clyde, how it was chased by a republican gunboat 
and stranded, and whether it would be possible to escape the vigilance of 
the French Customs authorities and salve the cargo for the cause. The 
French Customs cannot be bribed, but a mere hint from high quarters ... 
and here Captain Blunt ‘let fall casually the words, “She will manage it for 
you quite easily.” ‘She’ is the femme fatale, the woman of all times, the 
Old Enchantress, the idol before whom no man can do aught but worship, 
the Eternal Feminine, Donna Rita, woman. 

During the night the two friends tell their young acquaintance her 
incredible story, and even arrange that he shall meet her next day at 
luncheon. This is her incredible story. When scarcely more than a child she 
was found in a robe a deux sous with a hole in her stocking, sitting with her 
feet in the damp grass, by an eccentric personality, a man of immense 
wealth and power, a_ collector of priceless possessions, and a painter. In 
something less than a year and a half he brought her to Paris, and the first 
morning he took her riding an old sculptor greeted her and asked if ‘I might 
finish my artist’s life with your face; but I shall want a piece of those 
shoulders too.... I can see through the cloth they are divine.... Yes, I will do 
your head and then — nunc dimittis.’ ‘These,’ says Captain Blunt, ‘are the 
first words with which the world greeted her, or should I say civilization 
did....’ For four years she holds her court in the pavilion at Passy, treated, 
as she says, ‘as if I had been a precious object in a collection, an ivory 
carving, or a piece of Chinese embroidery,’ and all the great ones of the 
modern world pass in review before her. Then her protector dies, leaving 
her his fortune, his collections, his four houses, but not one ‘woman soul’ to 
whom she might turn, who would at least ‘have put her on her guard.’ 
There is a tragedy out of which she emerged, unspotted but more famous 
still, and a great, great power. Why is she, too, anxious that Don Carlos 
should have his crown? We are not told. The new young man, who takes the 
name of Monsieur George, joins the conspiracy, and lays his life at Donna 
Rita’s feet. From the moment he sees her coming down the crimson 
staircase all is over with the young man. He cannot find words big enough, 
bright enough, strong enough with which to describe that vision— ‘the 
delicate carnation of that face, which, after the first glance given to the 


whole person, drew irresistibly your gaze to itself by an indefinable quality 
of charm beyond all analysis, and made you think of remote races, of 
strange generations, of the faces of women sculptured on immemorial 
monuments....’ 

... She said to us, ‘I am sorry I kept you waiting.’ Her voice was low- 
pitched, penetrating, and of the most seductive gentleness.... 

... Next moment she caught sight of some envelopes lying on the round 
marble-topped table.... She seized one of them, with a wonderfully quick, 
almost feline movement. 

... Her widened eyes stared at the paper. Mr. Blunt threw one of the doors 
open, but before we passed through we heard a petulant exclamation 
accompanied by childlike stamping with both feet, and ending in a laugh 
which had in it a note of contempt. 

We have quoted this to show how complete a femme fatale Donna Rita 
was, how absolutely true to type. Where shall we look for a creature more 
richly equipped with all the allurements and fascinations? 

The plot moves on. Blunt flashes his teeth, Mills disappears, Donna 
Rita’s inscrutable maid grows in inscrutability, a group of preposterous 
creatures move within its circle — they are there — they are gone — 
Monsieur George succeeds in adventure and almost succeeds in love — 
until there is a crisis so fantastical that we cannot but fancy Mr. Conrad of 
to-day smiling at its stage horrors. Out of the murderous clutch of a little 
man who loved her in her wild childhood and has haunted her ever since, a 
little man with whiskers ‘black and cut somewhat in the shape of a shark’s 
fin, and so very fine that the least breath of air animated them into a sort of 
playful restlessness,’ Monsieur George bears her away to a villa 
‘embowered in roses,’ and to six months of happy love. But then Monsieur 
George is called upon to fight a duel with Captain Blunt, and when he 
recovers of his wound it is to find that the femme fatale, simply because she 
is a femme fatale, has forsaken him, leaving behind her for remembrance 
the arrow of gold. 

This example of Mr. Conrad in search of himself, Mr. Conrad, a pioneer, 
surveying the rich untravelled forest landscape of his mind, 1s 
extraordinarily revealing. When we think of his fine economy of 
expression, his spare use of gesture, his power of conveying the mystery of 
another’s being, and contrast it with: 


She listened to me, unreadable, unmoved, narrowed eyes, closed lips, 
slightly flushed face, as if carved six thousand years ago in order to fix for 
ever that something secret and obscure which is in all women. Not the gross 
immobility of a sphinx proposing roadside riddles, but the finer immobility, 
almost sacred, of a fateful figure seated at the very source of the passions 
that have moved men from the dawn of ages.... 

— we are amazed to think of the effort it has cost him to clear that wild 
luxurious country and to build thereupon his dignified stronghold. 

(August 8, 1919.) 


Mr. Walpole in the Nursery 


Jeremy — By Hugh Walpole 


‘I am determined,’ says the author, ‘to give the truth and nothing but the 
truth about the years of Jeremy’s life that I am describing.’ 

Jeremy Cole is a normal little English boy of eight. 

... Sausages!’ He was across the floor in a moment, had thrown off his 
nightshirt, and was in his bath. Sausages! He was translated into a world of 
excitement and splendour. They had sausages so seldom, not always even 
on birthdays, and to-day, on a cold morning, with a crackling fire and 
marmalade.... Oh, he was happy. 

Later that same day he is told that next year he is to go to school. 

... ‘School!’ he turned upon her, his eyes wide and staring. ‘School!’ he 
turned on them all. 

The word tumbled from him. In his soul was a confusion of triumph and 
dismay, of excitement and loneliness, of the sudden falling from him of all 
old standards, old horizons, of pride and humility. 

A week or two passes, and he is punished for telling a lie by not being 
allowed to go to the pantomime. 


At that judgment a quiver for an instant held Jeremy’s face, turning it, for 
that moment, into something shapeless and old. His heart had given a wild 
leap of terror and dismay. But he showed no further sign.... 

The day dragged its weary length along.... Once or twice the Jampot 
tried to penetrate behind that little mask of anger and dismay. 

Spring comes. Our eight-year-old leans from the window; ‘beneath the 
rind of the soil he could feel the pushing, heaving life struggling to answer 
the call of the sun above it.’ 

And Summer. When, as he drove to the holiday farm, ‘the wind blew 
across the moor, with the smell of sea-pinks and sea gulls in it.’ When, 
upon his arrival, 

his happiness was almost intolerable; he could not speak, he could not 
move, and in the heart of his happiness there was a strange unhappiness that 


he had never known before ... so that he felt like a stranger who was seeing 
his father or his mother or his aunt for the first time. 

We confess we had no idea, until Mr. Walpole put it to us in such good 
round terms, that a perfectly normal little boy of eight thought and felt like 
this, especially when, as in the case of this little hero, his external existence 
was so insufferably dull, tepid, and stodgy. 

Jeremy and his sisters spent half their time going for walks with an 
imbecile old nurse and later with an imbecile old governess, and the other 
half sitting in the nursery either being good or not being good. Their father, 
the Rev. Herbert Cole, was an ‘excellent father,’ but ‘the parish absorbed 
too much of his time to allow for intimacies’; their mother, ‘the most placid 
woman in Europe,’ they saw for half-an-hour before bedtime. We are given 
no sign that the children had any part in the life of the house or any real rich 
life of their own. Their little thrills, excitements and alarms all seem to 
have happened between meals, between bacon and strawberry jam, or 
treacle pudding, or fish pie, or the famous sausages, or saffron buns — a 
difficult diet to be gay upon. No wonder there are moments when poor 
Jeremy forgets his spring fancies and sighs— ‘I’d like to eat jam and jam — 
lots of it,’ he thought. ‘It would be fun to be sick...’ 

But for all the author’s determination, ‘the truth and nothing but the truth’ 
does not shine through the small heart he would explore. There is, however, 
no doubt that he enjoyed writing his book. He positively gambols. 

Her teeth clicked as always when her temper was roused, the reason 
being that thirty years ago the arts and accomplishments of dentistry had 
not reached so fine a perfection as to-day can show. She had, moreover, 
bought a cheap set. Her teeth clicked. 

As for the publisher, — he will stand no nonsense from anybody. 

Jeremy is, indeed, one of the finest child characters ever presented, and in 
him Mr. Walpole has achieved a triumph. 

What is our appropriate geste as we bow ourselves out? 

(August 15, 1919). 


Sans Merci 


The Tender Conscience — By Bohun Lynch 


To be a young man with agreeable manners, a tender heart, a large unearned 
income, and a passion for nothing in particular, is to be a young man 
doomed.... Here he comes, sauntering along the sunny side, laughing, 
looking his fill at the queer things and the delightful things displayed, 
making friends at a glance, sunning himself, wondering as he jingles the 
money whether or no he shall spend it, and blissfully unaware of Life, 
peering at him from behind the lifted blind, waiting for the moment when, 
all at once, some one’s shouting, he’s been cheated, he’s being accused, 
they are pointing at him, the sun’s gone in. Until there comes a grim figure 
to lead him away and she lets the blind fall, muttering in her wicked old 
triumph: ‘I knew it. I could have told you from the moment I set eyes on 
him....’ 

This is an everyday occurrence in fiction as well as in life. But while we 
do not expect the victim to know, at any rate until long after the event, how 
or why he was captured, we do ask of our author that he should have been 
on the spot and the witness of every slightest move. Here, surely, is his 
golden opportunity of engaging our sympathetic attention, of conveying to 
us the innocence or the stupidity of his hero, of, at least, presenting him to 
us in the very centre of the stage, and making us feel how tremendously 
important it is that he should escape. 

Mr. Lynch, who has chosen this theme for ‘The Tender Conscience,’ 
withholds the account of his young hero’s capture until chapter seven. Then 
he relates it, retrospectively, we must confess, to our extreme confusion. 
The book opens with an account of the convalescence after shell-shock of 
Jimmy Guise at his sister’s home in the country. Bathing, and chopping 
down trees, and playing with the houseful of small children bores Jimmy’s 
wife, who wants— ‘London, chocolates — and some cushions ... and 
papers first thing in the morning, and air raids, I expect.’ So back her 
adoring husband goes, and because there is a war on, he, who has never 


done a stroke of work in his life, enters a Government department — again 
for Blanche’s sake. 

. Blanche with her lovely helplessness, her charming ennui, her 
delicious clothes, her exquisite refinement, her loveliness. 

Time passes. With the death of one of his friends at the front Jimmy is 
reminded of a very horrible episode which happened before he and Blanche 
were ‘properly’ married. They had supper one Boat-Race Night with three 
of Jimmy’s friends, and under the influence of the wine, he confessed that 
Blanche was not really his wife. Blanche had never noticed, but ever since 
then, ‘for her sake,’ he has been haunted — which brings us to chapter 
seven and the episode in Athens where Jimmy, travelling alone, picks up 
with a guide who gives him the history of the little lady with dark-red hair 
married to an obese old Greek. The guide does not spare her, even to a 
description of how he’d met her in London when she had a ‘very fine 
mash,’ and there is no hint that the lady is anything but bored. But fine, 
sensitive, lovable, chivalric Jimmy is determined to save her, and she to 
catch him. They engage a lawyer (the old Greek is only too willing), and 
while the entanglement is dissolved they live together in Provence and Paris 
and London. Thus, to the dismay of all his friends, is Jimmy captured by a 
woman who, for all that bewildering description of her charms, does not 
want a home, hates children, enjoys the society of women of filthy 
reputations, and talks in this strain: 

‘I must finish that fatuous book. Such tripe you never! I think I shall slip 
on a cloak and go for a walk, and I shall probably get off with a nice young 
man.’ 

He suggests she should accompany him, and she is agreeable. ‘It’s no 
good being so mighty particular in these days — so long as I don’t meet 
hairy men who smell of beer.’ 

Frankly, there is not a single hint given why this promiscuous little rowdy 
should ever have captured this young man; and the idea that she should care 
whether four young men knew she was not church-married is so 
preposterous that Jimmy in his agony becomes a figure in the laughing- 
stocks of our imagination. Mr. Lynch cannot pretend there is a key in such a 
prison-door; there is indeed no prison — but only a lady with orchids, who 
never ought to have been there, disappearing to the right, and a thin girl 
with a baby carriage entering timid. 

(August 22, 1919.) 


Hand Made 


Storm in a Teacup — By Eden Phillpotts 


There were two suitors for Medora’s hand: one, Jordan Kellock, a sober, 
earnest-minded young Socialist, who ‘wanted to leave the world better than 
he found it’; the other, Ned Dingle, a simple, happy-go-lucky fellow, fond 
of a laugh, and of fishing and shooting. Medora chose Ned Dingle, and 
chose quite rightly; he was her very man. But she would have liked to have 
Kellock, too. For she was one of that vast number of young women who 
have no real individual being and no convictions — save that they could be 
an inspiration and a star to any number of entirely different young men. 
What tragedy, then, to be married to one who is arrogant (and loving) 
enough to imagine that he has the whole of her, who would even laugh to 
scorn the notion of those undiscovered mines of varied treasure.... 

Such simplicity and uprightness not only exasperated Medora, but 
succeeded in pushing into the free air and light her preposterous flowers of 
longing. Ned wasn’t good enough for her, and Kellock was a saint of a man 
and far above her. This changed, as she brooded over it, into: Ned was 
horrible to her, and Kellock alone could save. Up they came, the false 
feelings, so strong and so sturdy that they seemed out of her control; they 
seemed real and none of her planting. Until Ned Dingle was a villain who 
beat his wife and all Kellock could do was to take her away and promise her 
marriage as soon as they were ‘free.’ But instead of the fine adventure she 
had anticipated, the going away proved a rod that beat Medora back into her 
senses. For Kellock held her in such reverence as a poor martyr with the 
almost divine courage to leave all and come to him that it was easy for him 
to treat her as a sister while they waited for their freedom. Then Medora 
turned and twisted, threw him the ugly mask she had worn and went back 
to her husband, positively refreshed by the affair, with the renewed love of 
life and gaiety and gentleness of a convalescent. 

The ‘Storm in a Teacup’ rages in a little village on a hillside, on the 
banks of the river Dart. The little village is full of life, for above the small 
neat houses lying in their gardens and smothering apple orchards there rises 


a huge building — Dene Mill — where beautiful hand-made paper is 
produced. The conditions necessary to its production are good air, sunlight, 
running water, exquisite cleanliness, and above all honest workmen who not 
only take a pride in their craft, but are eager for the reputation of their mill. 
This engaging state of affairs sounds fantastic, nowadays, yet Mr. Phillpotts, 
by describing every separate stage of manufacture, bringing us in touch 
with the men and women engaged, showing us how beautiful is a vatman’s 
fine ‘stroke,’ what disaster it were to lose it, succeeds in making us believe 
in its existence. His three central figures are workers at the mill, and their 
comedy of character is acted before a shrewd, exacting audience of fellow- 
workers, admirably portrayed. 

What an oasis is this in the sooty desert of novels whose milieu is the 
factory — powerful novels, slices of life, reeking, bawling novels, where 
the heroine is none the worse for a fight with hatpins against her mother, for 
preference, and the hero breaks up the home for a burnt bloater| 

(August 29, 1919.) 


The ‘Sex-Complex’ 


The Sleeping Partner — By M. P. Willcocks 


If there is one character in modern English fiction whom we wish with all 
our heart the Boojum would call for, it is the man or woman who from 
childhood up has suffered from what our psycho-analytical skimmings have 
taught us to call the sex-complex. It were foolish to deny that a large 
number of young persons have been severely handicapped, not so much by 
their parents telling them of the cabbage and the angel with a black bag in 
reply to their infant speculations as by their healthy adolescent curiosity 
being treated as a disease so disgusting that they must be kept in the dark at 
all costs and never told the unpleasant — if sacred — truth. But it were 
equally foolish to deny that the progress towards light of these unfortunate 
ones makes heavy reading. What we do not know about it is not for want of 
telling; it has been during the past few years the pet subject of our young 
writers to break a pen upon. But there is a rarer version; that of the sensitive 
child cursed with dissolute sex-ridden parents whom only to watch is 
poison enough, and this it is that Miss Willcocks has chosen. At the age of 
thirteen, her hero, Silas Brutton, was taken by his foxy old father, Nicky 
Brutton, the publisher, to see the prisoners at Portland Gaol. And a 
peculiarly odious servile convict was pointed out to them as having on one 
and the same evening received chapel membership and criminally assaulted 
a child. This story Brutton pére found admirable ... ‘as a man of the world 
the character of the crime tickled his sense of humour ...’ but the episode 
infected the boy with the disease which was to ruin more than half his life. 
From that day he was fit for nothing but to be sickened by what he saw and 
heard. Life to him was so odious with its “human spawning’ and ‘tide of 
birth’ that when his father died, leaving him the publishing business, he let 
all slide because of his horror of the kind of stuff— ‘the goat’s foot among 
the vine leaves’ — that the old man had built his house upon. 

‘Warped’ (he cries), ‘of course it’s left me warped. But the worst of it is 
that in publishing there seems to be no mean between Sunday School piffle 
and this painted harlotry....’ 


It is curious that the author seems to find something extraordinarily fine, 
pitiful and ‘lovable’ in Silas. As for his brother Ned, who wrests the 
business from him, we are dismally conscious of failing to share the 
approval of his proper masculinity, his passion for ‘comfort’ (which being 
interpreted is a natty little woman, rather red in the face, taking a pie out of 
the oven), his recklessness and jolly way of seeing things through. We are 
to believe that Ned is the kind of man that women adore; he is the big child 
beating on the table with his spoon who 1s and ever shall be irresistible. We 
confess that after we have been forced to watch him at table the whole book 
through, and then come upon: ‘he had been looking anxiously for that slight 
ooziness in the middle of the omelet that makes its perfection,’ we wish him 
dead. 

But to return to Silas. He finds salvation in a brave, splendid little girl, 
Nan Carey, whose passion is biology. 

‘Look,’ cried she, ‘at the way science gets her own back — after silly 
vapouring: there she shows the processes of birth and burgeoning, of 
begetting and conception, from the dance of the atoms to the birth ... of a 
child-animal.’ ... Silas found himself taken right into the inner chamber of 
his own fears, of his own disgusts. To Nan, the blind principle of fecundity 
from which he shrank ... was ... the ocean of life in which she sported....’ 

This, and a very great deal more of it, convinces him; the stream of life 
runs fair, ‘while before, as far as he was concerned, it had been stifled in 
slime.’ ‘And,’ to quote Miss Willcock’s final words, ‘the moon and the stars 
carried on till the dawn once more snuffed them out.’ 

(August 29, 1919.) 


Mr. De Morgan’s Last Book 


The Old Madhouse — By W. de Morgan 


At the conclusion of ‘The Old Madhouse’ there is a very illuminating little 
note by Mrs. de Morgan explaining her husband’s method of working. She 
relates how he prepared no plot beforehand, but ‘created his characters and 
then waited for them to act and evolve their own plot ... he waited, as he 
expressed it, “to see what they would do next.”’ It is not that we consider 
the method itself unusual or remarkable; but what is peculiar to Mr. de 
Morgan is the length of time he was prepared to wait, not only his unlimited 
patience at spiritual railway stations, but the feeling he produces that the 
waiting, with all its little disturbances and attractions, is really more 
agreeable than the arrival. In fact the longer he can stave off what Henry 
James has called ‘the august emergence’ of his travellers the better he is 
pleased. Even when it is so long overdue as to cause anxiety and then alarm 
and then apprehension, he cannot surrender himself fully to these emotions 
so as to be overcome, but rather, as it were, takes an occasional ‘nip’ at one 
or the other of them to refresh his excitement and revivify his sense of 
anticipation. This, of course, makes it impossible for his words to be serious 
in ‘the grand style’; but his sense of humour is extremely engaging 
(especially as directed towards youth), his curiosity very reckless and 
unrestrained, he knows just how large a pinch of sentimentality will 
stimulate our jaded sympathies, and he has a taking way with the lower 
orders, with small children and pet animals. Added to these he has a habit, 
which either you like, or dislike very much, of taking the reader into his 
confidence, half-naively, half-slyly ... a kind of ‘But aren’t you yourself 
completely floored by this disappearance of Doctor Carteret? Can you, for 
the life of you, imagine what has happened to the old fellow?’ At that the 
young wild horses will stamp their hoofs and break away from the leisurely 
hand, but those of us who are inclined to enjoy an occasional small bout of 
mental convalescence — a day in bed, watching the lights chase the 
shadows — will suffer this gladly. 


‘The Old Madhouse’ is Mr. de Morgan’s last bouquet; Death beckoned 
before the final blooms had been gathered. How long the novel would have 
been it were rash to suggest, for there are five hundred and fifty-five pages 
of it and still the character who disappeared on page twenty-three is not 
accounted for. He is the Rev. Drury Carteret, a man six foot high, weighing 
twenty stone, headmaster of a grammar school; a very difficult figure to 
cause to melt into thin air. Nevertheless the author manages it and most 
convincingly; now he is there, standing in a passage at The Cedars 
(commonly known as The Old Madhouse because its last tenant was a 
doctor who took mental patients), and now he is not there — gone, 
vanished, never to be seen in the solid flesh again. His only relations appear 
to be Frederic Carteret, a nephew, whose trustee he is, and Fred’s mother, 
his sister-in-law, with whom he has been for twenty years and more 
romantically and hopelessly in love. It was on Fred’s behalf that he was at 
The Cedars; for Fred (a handsome young fellow of whom all were agreed 
that if he would only concentrate he could do anything) was about to be 
married and had chosen the long-deserted house with its vast apartments, 
eighteen bedrooms and dismal reputation as an ideal premier nid — 
especially when he hits upon the superb idea of sharing it with his great 
friend Charlie (or Nosey) Smith, who is similarly bound to a beautiful 
young creature whom he burns to watch walking up and down their own 
stairs. But Fred’s dream disappears, too, though not so mysteriously. His 
young woman feels, and quite rightly, that after he has set eyes on Nosey 
Smith’s Lucy he is never wholly hers again. This is preposterous, but it is 
true. So Charlie and Lucy buy the Old Madhouse, and Fred, who 1s, of 
course, perfectly safe because of his great love for Charlie, spends there all 
the time that he does not devote to his mother and the search for Uncle Dru. 
What has happened to him? Why was the body never found? But the only 
one of them whose anxiety is not mainly curiosity is Mrs. Carteret. Fred 
feels through her when he is with her, but when he is absent even his 
interest seems to flag. How, otherwise, could he hear a loud voice calling in 
the passage where the Doctor was last seen: ‘Come back, Fred!’ and be 
content with ‘any’ explanation, even when the phenomenon occurs three 
times? How could he know that the doctor’s ghost, his substantial back 
view, 1s seen by nearly everybody, at the same spot, and never attempt to 
investigate any farther? 


The truth is that the poor young man 1s bewitched by a ravishing serpent. 
Gradually, dreadfully against his will, he is drawn nearer and nearer. There 
comes a moment when he just escapes being swallowed, and manages to 
tell his mother, who rushes him to Switzerland, but it is only for a moment. 
The serpent follows, Fred is eaten, Charlie’s happiness and faith in life 
destroyed, and Mrs. Carteret’s unhappiness immeasurably increased. In this 
evil hour the ghost of the lost man not only appears, but is ushered into a 
little study by the housemaid who takes him for real. He has come, too late, 
to warn the absent Fred, but it is Charlie who takes the message and is as 
certain of his reality as the housemaid. His conclusion is that the doctor is 
mad and must be watched as he leaves the house, but while he is away for 
three minutes, giving orders to the gardeners to be on the look-out, the 
inevitable happens. No one is there on his return — no one ... and here Mr. 
de Morgan laid aside his pen. 

So there is in the middle of the picture this immense old hero, avuncular, 
obese and kindly, leaning on his umbrella, blowing a sostenuto blast on his 
nose and saying ‘char-char!’ to all the stupid questions. Everything is 
grouped round him, dependent on him; he is the figure who causes the 
roundabout to swing and glitter and turn, and yet he is a man of air. 

His fate is made known to us by Mrs. de Morgan; but how much 
pleasanter it is to ignore the trap-door, the lunatic bath and the grating, and 
remain in the dark. 

(September 5, 1919.) 


A Landscape with Portraits 


Tamarisk Town — By Sheila Kaye-Smith 


Were Miss Kaye-Smith a painter, we should be inclined to say that we do 
not feel she has yet made up her mind which it is that she wishes most to 
paint — whether landscape or portraits. Which is it to be? Landscape — the 
blocking-in of a big difficult scheme, the effort required to make it appear 
substantial and convincing, the opportunity it gives her for the bold, 
sweeping line — it is plain to see how strongly this attracts her. Portraits — 
there is a glamour upon the human beings she chooses which fascinates her, 
and which she cannot resist. Why should she not be equally at home with 
both? What is her new novel ‘Tamarisk Town’ but an attempt to see them in 
relation to each other? And yet, in retrospect, there is her town severely and 
even powerfully painted, and there are her portraits, on the same canvas, 
and yet so out of it, so separate that the onlooker’s attention is persistently 
divided — it flies between the two, and is captured by neither. 

Her theme is the development of a small Sussex town into a select 
seaside resort, patronized by the wealthy and aristocratic, not on account of 
its natural beauties alone, but because of the taste and judgment with which 
its reformation has been achieved. There is a time when it seems established 
in its enchanting prosperity for ever, but the hour of its trrumph contains the 
seeds of its downfall. Very gradually, and then more swiftly, it is attacked 
by vulgarians, who are allowed to have their way, until at the end, wretched, 
shoddy, decayed little place that it is become, it is the scene of a brawl 
between drunken trippers. Sic transit gloria Marlingate. 

It is, of course, absurd to imagine that Marlingate could grow, come to 
flower, blow to seed, without the aid of man, and yet at the moments when 
Miss Kaye-Smith is least conscious of the forces that govern it, she is at her 
happiest. Wandering at will in the Assembly Rooms, in the beautiful little 
Town Park, along the white, gleaming parade, in the woods at French 
Landing, her style is very natural and unforced, and, until the beginning of 
the disintegrating process, her touch is light. But, after all, this is only the 
landscape half. Let us examine the ‘portraits.’ The chief is Edward 


Monypenny, creator of Marlingate, who, at the age of twenty-eight, is in a 
position powerful enough to determine the future of the town. This curious 
young man, with his shock of white hair, coal-black eyes and black side 
whiskers, is, for all his cynical aloofness, in love with Marlingate; we are to 
believe that, until he meets with the little wild governess, he has never 
known what it was to feel for anything more responsive than a new block of 
houses or a bandstand. But she, Morgan, Morgan le fay, running out of the 
wood with dead leaves in her hair, very nearly makes havoc of his resolute 
ambition in the old, old way. 

... She had crept towards him, drooping like a wild hyacinth in her blue 
gown. Then suddenly she flung her body straight, flung back her head, her 
arms were round him soft and strong as fox-glove stalks, and her hair, 
falling loose, trailed on his lips till it tasted sweet as syllabub. 

But while she is still a woodland elf, his old love wins: 

He turned back to Marlingate, as a man who has left his work to watch 
from the window an organ-grinder with a performing monkey turns to his 
desk again. 


Years pass, and all his dreams are realized. Royalty has put its special 
blessing upon Marlingate, and Monypenny is Mayor, in cocked hat and 
black and crimson robes. And this is the hour chosen by the enchantress for 
her return — in scarlet. ‘Crimson and silky, a peony trailing its crinkled 
petals ... it came.’ 

This time the long, slanting eyes eat him up with their spells, and she has 
her way with him. 

Then she dropped her sunshade, which rolled in a whirl of scarlet down 
the slope, like a poppy falling, and stretching out her hands, took his white, 
struggle-worn face into their cool palms, drawing it down to her silent 
mouth. 

It is a matter for wonder that, in spite of all the many pages describing the 
progress of their guilty love, in spite of the tremendous pains taken by the 
author to depict the agonies of Monypenny upon his discovering that sweet 
Morgan le fay holds in contempt, nay hates, his beloved Marlingate, and the 
other tremendous pains taken to show Morgan’s despair upon realizing that 
Edward will not flee with her to foreign parts — we are never once moved 
by these two creatures. Marionettes they are, and marionettes they remain, 
jigging in a high fierce light that Miss Kaye-Smith would convince us is the 


fire of passion, until the last puppet-quarrel and the last glimpse of the 
heroine, ‘half under the water, half trailing on the rock ... something which, 
from the top of the cliff, looked like a dead crimson leaf.’ This extreme 
measure is for love of Monypenny, who, at first, is properly grateful for his 
freedom. Again he is a man like a town walking, until one day he is filled 
with the idea that his first love is fattening upon the dead body of his second 
love, and that, after all, a woman is more to be desired than bricks and 
mortar. This starts working passion number three — he will kill that which 
killed her, and so have his revenge. 

Here, to our thinking, the book ends. All that is going to happen has 
happened; we are at the top of the hill. Below us lies Marlingate, in its 
prosperity, ‘lying there licked by the sun’ and gazed upon by the man who 
has made it, and is about to unmake it. But the author is, if we may be 
pardoned the expression, as fresh as when she started. New characters 
appear — a wife for Monypenny, a little wooden son who has time to grow 
up and marry the daughter of Morgan le fay (so like, yet so unlike) and to 
live his father’s history all over again before Marlingate is destroyed. And 
the years roll by, unbroken, heavy, like waves slapping against the 
promenade, the vulgar pier, before Miss Kaye-Smith is content to leave 
Marlingate to its fate. 

How does it happen that a writer, obviously in love with writing, is yet 
not curious? This is the abiding impression left us by Miss Kaye-Smith; she 
is satisfied to put into the mouths and the hearts and minds of her characters 
the phrase, the emotion, the thought that ‘fits’ the situation, with the result 
that it does not seem to matter whether they speak, feel or think. Nothing is 
gained by it. They are just what they are. The plot’s the thing — and having 
decided upon it she gets her team together and gives out the parts. There is 
but to speak them. And into the hand of Morgan le fay she thrusts a scarlet 
umbrella, she throws a cherry cloak about her and clothes her in a scarlet 
dress — and sets her going. 

(September 12, 1919.) 


Lions and Lambs 


Susan Lenox — By David Graham Philips 


It would seem to have been the desire of Mr. Graham Philips to do for his 
subject, ‘Susan Lenox,’ the same service that Tchehov declared to have 
been his intention to perform for the subject of ‘Ivanov.’ With his ‘Ivanov’ 
he wanted to put an end, once and for all, to a typical character — that of 
the suppressed, melancholy man, the failure, the half-cynical unfortunate, 
rejected by life, but acclaimed by modern Russian literature as the child of 
the age. The method he chose was to write a play whose hero was the 
embodiment not only of all these known characteristics, but of all possible 
developments of which they might be the fruitful soil. Feeling as he did that 
‘Ivanov’ was the vague, easy temptation for Russian writers to yield to, he 
wished to leave nothing undiscovered, nothing unremarked, so that this 
subject at least, after his treatment of it, should be ‘out of court.’ 

Now the chief concern of modern American fiction, as far as our 
knowledge of it goes, is sex. It is not treated humorously, as in France, or 
intensely, as in England; it is treated seriously. There are many moments 
when our American cousin makes us feel we are only foolish, 
inexperienced children as far as this great subject is concerned. We are 
David and Dora, giving each other bouquets, and laughing and loving, and 
kissing the little dog and kissing each other, and America is the grim Julia 
with her ‘Play on, ye may-flies.’ But, after all, the cause of Julia’s 
disillusionment was never quite plain, and the reason for America’s is right 
there, to be picked up in the next magazine you open: it is the ferocity of 
man. Make no mistake about it, man, whatever disguise he may affect, 
however young, husky and brilliant he may be, however old, senile and 
ugly, from the millionaire downwards, is nothing but a roaring lion seeking 
whom he may devour. It is not his fault; he may resist it; he may put up the 
most devastating fight while the lights of little old New York burn as 
brightly as ever; he may read poetry, weep, or, grim-faced, in his revolving 
chair with telephone attached, before his immense roll-top bureau, he may 
make a vow, before the photograph of a sweet-faced little woman with 


white hair, to see this thing through. A lion or a lion manqué he remains. On 
the other hand, he may not resist it; and then his wildness and capacity for 
devouring are more terrific than anything Europe has encountered. 

As is usual in such cases, to get the full fine flavour of the hunting you 
must sing the innocence and tenderness of the prey. The American young 
girl — the Bud — the Millionaire’s daughter who has never grown up — 
how well we know her! How exquisite she is! how fresh! how new to the 
light! What a sight, growing and blowing in Momma and Poppa’s garden, 
for the wicked lion as he peeps through a hole in the garden wall! 

All this the magazine and the novel are founded on. But, after all, they 
have never done more than treat of one particular example at a time of 
villainy and innocence. Each American writer has been content with his 
corner of the hunting field, and disinclined to wander, though all have been 
united into one great company over the choice of subject, the lamb fleeing 
the lion. We imagine that Mr. Graham Philips, after a grand survey, has 
sickened of modern America’s typical characters as Tchehov wearied. And 
so he has given us, in two packed volumes, Susan Lenox. He has taken his 
time; he has not faltered. There is not a corner of the vast ground, not a pit, 
not a slimy ditch, not a stinking heap, not a glittering restaurant, that he has 
left unprobed. Man, the lion, roars, and Susan, sweet, pure, with her white 
swelling bosom, her alluring ankles and eyes that are now grey, now 
deepest violet, flees.... 

There may be perhaps a question whether Tchehov has succeeded in 
doing what he set out to do. But in the case of the American author there 
can be no doubt, no shadow of doubt whatever. 

(September 19, 1919.) 


Dea Ex Machina 


A Man and His Lesson — By W. B. Maxwell 


Those readers who are accustomed to, and, indeed, confess a fondness for, 
the delicate preliminaries of a performance — the light rush of arpeggios, 
the few inquiring chords, the little silence — will find themselves strangely 
shaken and surprised by the first chapter of ‘A Man and his Lesson.’ Alas, 
poor souls! they will barely have settled themselves, barely have furled 
their fans and opened their programmes before p. 14, and there is the hero 
standing up and bowing, the heroine looking back at him from the doorway, 
kissing the tips of her fingers, their grande passion, that only began on p. 5, 
enjoyed and resigned, and the first item on the programme, in fact, over and 
done with. 

Certainly, the circumstances were exceptional. Bryan Vaile, playwright 
and barrister, did not start life until the age of thirty-three. ‘Till then all had 
been colourless.’ Then, for no reason he could explain, the world smiled 
and he plunged — into the blue-blooded sea of London aristocracy. The 
mermaid, the siren who lifted a white arm to him, was Diana Kenion, the 
greatest beauty and the most celebrated young woman in Mayfair. Tall, 
slender, exquisite — a nymph in blue gauze, charming the Prime Minister, 
the Archbishop of Canterbury, painters and poets, alike, she had but to 
beckon. After being with her ‘he was like a mortal emptied and exhausted 
by divine excesses. He was not an ordinary young man going home to bed 
— he had fallen from Olympian heights....’ 

But she cannot understand why he has not a telephone. He has one 
installed. And sometimes she rings him up very early in the morning, and 
‘while he listened he thought of her standing with sandled feet among 
daffodils ... with the sunbeams touching her bare arm and neck...’ And her 
telephone? Or late at night when ‘he heard her give a little sigh that was like 
a breath of air in the foliage of the dark grove where she was lying down to 
rest.’ With her telephone? And she cannot understand why he has no 
money. If he had made a real success.... ‘Oh, how I would shove you 


along!’ But he has not made it and she loves money, so ‘Good-bye’ it must 
be, and ‘Good-bye’ it is. 


With the exit of Diana the pace becomes more normal. The scene is 
Bournemouth and the heroine is Mabel, warm and plump and brown. This 
time he is her Diana, her hero, her knight who cuts the cords that bind the 
young girl to the tree, and he treats her as Diana had treated him. No, for at 
heart he is ‘not a bad sort really,’ and so they marry, and acquire children, 
money, success, a house in Regent’s Park and quite a number of friends. 
‘On a warm July Sunday there would be sometimes as many as a hundred 
and fifty or two hundred people in the garden.’ We do not know to what 
extent Mabel and Bryan enjoyed these parties, but the author simply cannot 
tear himself away. ‘The Man and his Lesson’ fade and are forgotten while 
he shows us round the garden, introducing, explaining, and crying the 
delightful news that ‘Mr. Odo Mainz, the composer, with his wife and 
clever, charming daughters, came frequently, but never as frequently as his 
hosts would wish,’ etc., until, nobly sacrificing his enjoyment, he produces 
‘on a patch of gravel in front of the verandah’ Diana again, now the wife of 
the Duke of Middlesborough. 

But this time there is Mabel, the sanctity of home life, his reputation, the 
good opinion of London’s dramatic critics to be considered; Diana has to 
use her telephone quite desperately before he is won back. Four days and 
nights of bliss, and he returns to Mabel and the children a ruined man, 
determined to take veronal before his disgrace is made known. But in that 
dark hour the housemaid brings in the Daily Mail — and war is declared 
between England and Germany. Hurrah for August, 1914! He is saved. Off 
he goes to be honourably killed. Off he goes to the greatest of all garden 
parties — and this time there is no doubt as to his enjoying himself. War has 
its black side, but the lessons — the lessons it teaches a man! Where else 
shall a man learn the value of brotherly love, the wisdom and friendliness of 
the generals at the Base, the beauty of Mr. Lloyd George’s phrase ‘the War 
to end war,’ the solid worth and charm of a London restaurant, a London 
club, a London theatre? Diana died while the garden party was at its 
liveliest, and Vaile was thus freed to live, to be wounded, to confess his 
fault to Mabel, and to be forgiven. So, after having ‘come out again to the 
grand old task,’ to ‘strike another blow for England and the cause,’ Bryan 


Vaile is free to go home, having learned his last and greatest lesson, which 
is never to answer the telephone again. 
(September 26, 1919.) 


Sensitiveness 


Desire and Delight — By F. E. Penny 


She was known at the hospital in Poona as Nurse Mary, and nobody but 
Jimmy Dumbarton, the young surgeon-in-charge, knew that her real name 
was Rosemary Eden-hope, and that she was a married woman. This was her 
story. At the beginning of the war, at her lover’s calling, she had come out 
to India with ‘a wedding costume complete with veil and orange blossom,’ 
to find, on the morning of her arrival, that her beloved is ordered to start for 
Egypt the very afternoon of that day. Why can’t they go to the Cathedral 
straight away? ‘She had to be informed there were still certain preliminaries 
that must be effected before the marriage could take place.’ 

‘My own love! I must go!’ 

A year passes. To tide over the waiting she turns hospital nurse. Then he 
returns — but not the handsome, well set-up, clean-shaven officer to whom 
she had clung in her ‘abandonment of love and grief’; a gaunt bearded man, 
with haggard face and semi-scorched eyes, stood before her. But, bravely 
believing that it is only fatigue, she tells him she has arranged for their 
marriage on the morrow, and for their honeymoon in the hills. But the 
change is more than beard deep. Maurice is silent, sombre, giving her no 
return for her kisses, waking to animation only to wonder whether lunch is 
ready. After a gloomy lunch, afternoon, and dinner, she asks him if he 
would like to postpone to-morrow’s ceremony. 

Her sweetness and love, her readiness to sacrifice herself for him, should 
have been an irresistible appeal. It left him colder than ever. 

Nevertheless, his answer is ‘No, no!’ And so she takes him to the church, 
finds Jimmy Dumbarton to give her away, sees that he is married to her, 
buys his railway ticket for him, and starts him off on their honeymoon to 
the bungalow called ‘Desire and Delight.’ 

All that a loving, brave, right-minded young woman could do Rosemary 
has done, but the poor wretch continues woe-begone and dreary, moving 
like a man in a dream. What can have happened to him? Could a year at 
Gallipoli spent among the dead and dying account for it? His eyes had 


definitely altered. ... “Other eyes had looked into his with the coming of 
death, and seemed to have left their reflection.” And when the adoring 
Rosemary asks him if he would like the bungalow re-arranged (for there are 
two single bedrooms at present), pinched, haggard and listless, he signifies 
‘No.’ She bears it for a month. Then: 

“You are a wicked man and I hate you! I hate you! ... I would have given 
you my life as I gave you my love. ... I go out of your life, bearing your 
hated name, thanking you for nothing, and cursing you for having spoiled 
my life.’ 

They part at this, and she resumes her V.A.D. work, where she finds 
‘scope for the generous sympathy and warm affection towards suffering 
humanity that was her second nature.’ 

Another interval — we are not told how long — and the news comes that 
Maurice Edenhope is appointed commandant of the hospital where she is 
working. What shall she do? How shall she meet him? Has she forgiven 
him? Does a woman ever forgive such a blow to her — pride. Jimmy 
Dumbarton puts off the uncomfortable day for her. In the same hospital 
there is a fine young native officer whose convalescence is retarded by his 
longing for his young wife. Nurse Mary is appointed to take him home to 
his palace and to stay with him until he is well, and her disaster with 
Edenhope is almost forgotten in her heroic attempts to overcome the 
intrigues of the harem and to bring the ardent young man and his bride 
together. Alone, single-handed, she fights the superstitions, powers, 
poisons, mock-tigers, attempts at murder, which are her daily portion, and at 
last succeeds, and has the satisfaction of hearing the door bolted and barred 
upon the fortunate ones. But their bliss looks in her face; its name is Might- 
have-been. And when Colonel Edenhope calls to inquire after nurse and 
patient, though, of course, her love is still quite, quite dead, she overdoes 
her free-and-easy indifference. The beard has gone, too. He is soigné as of 
old, and full of that vitality which once upon a time compelled her. He, on 
his side, is more attracted than ever. ‘She was the embodiment of perfect 
womanhood upon whom no man could look without admiration and no 
husband or lover without desire.’ “Sweetest woman on earth ... Am I going 
to have any luck? It won’t be a walk-over....’ 

Yes. For in an expansive moment he confides in Jimmy Dumbarton the 
history of his illness caused by his awful sufferings in Gallipoli, and how he 
had been driven half mad and was cured by open-air treatment in Scotland. 


Books, the latest novels, flowers and kindness, have failed to soften 
Rosemary, but this tale melts her. And he kisses her to ‘Maurice! husband I 
kiss me! again! again! I am starving for want of your love.’ 

Back once more to the bungalow, and this time there has been an 
alteration in the arrangement of the rooms with Colonel Edenhope’s most 
ardent approval. 

Throughout this novel the author is at great pains to assurers of the 
heroine’s charm. She is the best type of young English womanhood; it 1s, 
indeed, she, and women like her, who have made the British Empire what it 
is. Women like Rosemary, once they have secured their Edenhope, will send 
him off to the wars without a murmur, hear of his being wounded with a 
thrill of pride, and confide in their best friend that ‘even if Maurice died I 
suppose I should just have to carry on.’ They might, also, nurse in hospitals 
for months on end, and mark the terrible things that happen to a man’s mind 
as well as his body, and still be capable of acting towards another as this 
newly-wedded wife acted. Why not? Surely love is stronger than war- 
shock? Surely, faced by a fine blooming young woman, a man should be 
able to forget everything else? 

‘Her sensitive nature,’ says Mrs. Penny. But, no! That we cannot allow. 
She is as true to life as you like; as common, as popular; we are ready to 
believe she may be found any day in Society Faces or the Lady s Magazine. 
But sensitive — never! Pray take away the word, Mrs. Penny. For her 
strength depends upon her denial of it. 

(October 3, 1919.) 


Portraits and Passions 


September — By Frank Swinnerton 


Perhaps it is owing to the composure and deliberation of Mr. Swinnerton’s 
style in this his new novel that we are sensible of a slight chill in the air 
long before Marion Sinclair discovers that she is in the September of her 
life. We are given, at the very outset, a full-length and highly finished 
portrait of her: Portrait of a Lady, etat. thirty-eight — blond, beautiful, 
extraordinarily reserved, ‘completely, it seemed, mistress of herself in every 
emergency.’ She has been married for fifteen years to a wealthy City man 
whom she knows thoroughly well and is clever enough not to despise. She 
is childless and without relatives or intimate friends, but in the country, 
where she spends the greater part of the year, her neighbours find her 
mysterious enough and sympathetic enough to make them wish to confide 
in her, even while they feel ‘rather ashamed in her company of their own 
silliness and passion for excitement.’ Fond of flowers, enthusiastic over her 
bees, a good tennis-player, playing the piano with a sensitive touch, though 
without technical equipment enough for Chopin’s Ballade in A Flat — does 
the author mean to be cruel or to be kind in thus describing her? We are 
never wholly certain, but having her thus framed and glazed, we are rather 
acutely conscious of his task when he proceeds to turn the lady into flesh 
and blood. 

The first shock administered is a slight but unexpected one. Offering her 
husband the cigarettes one evening: ‘What are they?’ he demanded. ‘Two- 
toed-Twins?’ And she realizes almost immediately that the silly name is a 
joke he has with another woman, and that he is being unfaithful to her.... 
‘She is a little resentful.” Then some neighbours come to dinner, bringing 
with them a nephew, Nigel Sinclair, a handsome young man of twenty-six, 
with a very ardent, naive way of talking that stirs her strangely.... Finally, 
two young people come to visit her, one of whom, Cherry Mant, a girl of 
twenty, 1s of the very nature of Spring. She is not gentle May, but rather 
early April, or even late March — for there are moments when she is wild 
and treacherous — a little savage, trying to destroy her own flowers, a little 


fury, with a needle of ice unmelted in her heart. But there are other 
moments when she is Beauty, untouched and unbroken, smiling at the sun 
and at Marion and Marion’s husband. The ideas, emotions and suggestions 
that she evokes in Marion seem inexhaustible; she might be the first young 
woman whom the older woman had ever encountered. Every glance of hers 
iS a surprise and a wonder, and when Marion discovers her locked in her 
husband’s arms, her astonishment is not particular; it is all a part of her 
endless astonishment. Cherry, on her side, is drawn to Marion. She has a 
longing to confide in the older woman, to try and explain her puzzling self, 
to try and find out why she is Cherry, but nothing comes out of these 
intense, emotional dialogues; Cherry is still baffling, and Marion is still 
wise: 

‘Aren’t I funny!’ whispered Cherry. “You’re not funny.’ 

‘At any rate I’m not unfunny,’ protested Marion. 

These words occur at the close of one of their most poignant interviews. 
There is no hint from the author that he does not mean them to be taken au 
grand sérieux, but we shudder to consider how many female conversations 
have ended on precisely that note. 

On the very day that Cherry and Howard are discovered together, to 
comfort Marion’s pride comes Nigel Sinclair. He is young, he is twenty-six, 
and he admires her. He never thinks of her as old — only as ‘wonderful’ — 
and so September defies Spring. Love comes to Marion, ardent, burning 
love; her quiet untroubled summer is over. The leaves are touched with 
gold, but it is not yet Autumn; there is a brilliance in these late flowers that 
mocks the other blossoms of the year. And yet there is an anguish, too, a 
bitterness. Through it all she is haunted by the vision of Cherry. How can 
Cherry live so lightly — love so lightly? Be one thing to-day and another 
to-morrow? Is she evil, is she a ‘wanton,’ or just a child, or just a young 
creature helpless because there has never been anyone to help her? Marion 
cannot decide, but it is as though Cherry has stolen her peace of mind and 
will not say where she has hidden it away, and Marion is too proud to ask. 
And in some strange way it is because of Cherry that Marion denies Nigel 
when he asks her to prove her love. Then begins her real agony. She has 
never known what it was to love ‘like this.” How could she have known. It 
is September love — the late love that women are supposed to long for and 
to dread. And when her misery is at its height, Nigel comes to tea and she 
offers him one of the fatal cigarettes. 


‘Hullo!’ he cried in a puzzled way. ‘Do you smoke old Two-toed-Twins?’ 

It is Cherry’s name for them. When Marion recovers from this final 
shock, she begins, as it were, to step back into her frame. She decides, after 
‘a frenzy of jealousy,’ that Cherry and Nigel are meant for each other, and it 
is only through her recovered sympathy and understanding that they are 
saved from drifting apart. 

‘So marriage will be very difficult for you, and it’s only if you try hard to 
be considerate, and find your happiness in Nigel’s happiness, that the 
marriage will succeed....’ 

These are among her final words, and we feel they are just what she 
would have spoken before she stepped out of her frame. They are the words 
of advice given by the Portrait of a Lady, etat. thirty-eight, blond, beautiful, 
and with enough air of mystery to invite confidences.... In her frame she 
could not be more convincing, but out of it — do such ladies ever escape? 
Do they not rather step into other frames? Portrait of a Lady in Love, 
Portrait of a Jealous Lady — and then a whole succession of ‘problem’ 
portraits: Nigel lighting a Two-toed-Twin cigarette with Marion looking on, 
and Howard and Cherry embracing in the wood with Marion looking 
through the leaves. They are most carefully, most conscientiously painted, 
but we are not held. What has happened to Marion, to Nigel, Cherry and 
Howard? Nothing. They have weathered the storm, and dawn finds them 
back again in the same harbour from which they put out — none the worse 
or the better for their mock voyage. We cannot help recalling the words of 
an old-fashioned Music Professor: ‘My child, leave the “expression” out, 
you are playing a study. One does not put “expression” into studies.’ Is it 
possible that Mr. Swinnerton even ever so slightly agrees with him — or 
would like to agree with him? And what do we mean exactly by that word 
‘expression’? Can we afford to leave it out of a page, of a paragraph — 
after Tchehov? 

(October 10, 1919.) 


Humour and Heaviness 


Poor Relations — By Compton Mackenzie 
Time and Eternity — By Gilbert Cannan 


Why is it those favoured few whose privilege it is to be invited, like 
fairies, to pronounce a blessing or a curse upon the new novel are invariably 
condescending and even a trifle contemptuous if the babe be a smiling 
babe? There are times, indeed, when from their manner one would imagine 
they half-suspected the innocent radiant creature of being the result of a 
youthful folly, — a love child. And though, of course, as broad-minded men 
of the world, they can excuse — nevertheless: ‘Now that you have had your 
little flutter we hope that you will settle down and produce something 
serious.’ 

To be taken seriously in England a novelist must be serious. Poets may be 
as gay as they please, story-tellers (especially as nobody will publish short 
stories) as light-hearted as they wish, but if a young man desires to be told 
(and who does not?) that he is in the front rank, the head of, leading, far 
outstepping, immeasurably in advance of, all other novelists of the day, he 
must be prepared to father fiends hid in clouds. 

Perhaps another reason for the cool reception of the novel that is not 
serious is that English people, as a whole, would a great deal rather feel 
interested, critical, moved and excited than amused. A really serious novel 
by a brilliant young man flatters them almost as greatly as if that brilliant 
young man were to appear before them and to beg them to listen to the story 
of his life. They feel he presupposes them to possess powers of sympathy 
and of discernment so extraordinary that it would be ridiculous and below 
their mutual dignity to waste his time and theirs upon anything that did not 
call those powers into action. This is very gratifying, but it does not 
contribute to the gaiety of letters. May we never be amused in our own day? 
Must we always turn to those words which have been blessed by time or are 
come from France? We confess to moments when we long to find ourselves 
at a feast or at a fairing instead of accompanying our young Hamlet to the 


graveyard and watching and listening while he picks up his first skull and 
wonders at it.... 

A glance at the press opinions published at the back of Mr. Mackenzie’s 
latest novel suffices to show the position he occupies among these, our 
young masters. Each new book of his has provoked his literary godfathers 
to a fresh shower of blessings, a heavier rain of gifts. From the very first, 
they recognized him as one of the young men who were going to count, and 
nobly has he repaid that recognition, passing from strength to strength, from 
intensity to intensity until with his adventures of Sylvia Scarlett he reached 
the pitch of high seriousness they had prophesied he should. 

But instead of remaining there, instead of preparing for an even sterner 
climb, he has descended from his cloudy, thunderous eminence into a valley 
where we hope he may be tempted to linger. Here, to our thinking, is his 
proper climate, and here he has every appearance of being most admirably 
at home; and his enjoyment of the scene is so evident that we are inclined to 
hope he does not look upon it as a mere picnic ground, a place of 
refreshment from which he will turn now that the holiday is over. 

‘Poor Relations’ is an account of the dreadful sufferings that were put 
upon Mr. John Touchwood, the highly successful playwright, by his highly 
unsuccessful family. He was a bachelor and he was family-ridden. By 
nature he was highly romantic, sentimental, over-generous and over- 
sensitive, and liable on the slightest provocation to ‘rosify’ events and 
persons. This rosification, until he met Miss Hamilton, had prevented him 
from ever looking upon his relatives with a critical eye. It wasn’t enough 
that Mama was Mama, Edith was Edith, and even Hugh was Hugh. But that 
calm, self-possessed young woman sitting opposite to them in the saloon of 
the Murmania, by a chance remark to her travelling companion made him 
see them, just for one moment, as they really were. He had barely finished 
reading ‘five delightful letters, really, every one of them full of good wishes 
and cordial affection’; but after her ‘I’ve never been a poor relation yet, and 
I don’t intend to start now,’ he read them through again, and this time they 
were the letters, the unmistakable letters, of poor relations. 

John had a house in Hampstead where he was completely looked after 
and bullied in a mild but insistent way by his housekeeper, Mrs. Worfolk. 
He had another, a country house ‘kept’ for him by Mama and his widowed 
sister, Hilda, and Hilda’s dear little boy, Harold. What he wished to do, 
upon his return from America, was to divide his time between his two 


houses and write an extraordinarily fine play on the subject of Joan of Arc. 
But he had no time to divide. He only had a family — determined in their 
several ways to get out of him all there was to be got, and had it not been 
for Miss Hamilton’s remark, we see no reason why he should not have been 
the innocent and half-willing victim. She saved him. She becomes his 
confidential secretary and, at the happy ending, his wife. But what he 
endured before that was reached makes the most excellent and amusing 
reading. The Touchwood family is one of those detestable, fascinating 
families that we cannot have enough of. 

From the moment they are seated round the dining-room table — 

at the head of which John took his rightful place; opposite to him, placid 
as an untouched pudding, sat Grandmamma. Laurence said grace without 
being invited, after standing up for a moment with an expression of pained 
interrogation. Edith accompanied his words by making with her forefinger 
and thumb a minute cruciform incision between two of the bones of her 
stays.... Harold flashed his spectacles upon every dish in turn.... 

we are held — and especially by Harold. He is, perhaps, the most 
unpleasant little boy imaginable; but, at this safe distance, he is a joy. We 
cannot bear to part with him. When he is not there, like children at a 
pantomime, we long to know when he is coming on again, with his 
questions and his information and his spectacles, and his lantern that he 
loses control of, and flashes in the face of everybody. 

Very different is Mr. Cannan’s little book with the big name. Could it be 
called ‘serious’ even by his most patient admirers? Yet we dare to say it 
would be hard to find a book more wanting in a sense of humour. The hero 
is ‘as usual.’ He is Mr. Cannan’s same young man, who is on the point of 
saving England, of bringing back the times of Shakespeare and Fielding, of 
killing off the old and giving the young the government of everything and 
the run of the Italian restaurants in Soho. Like his twin brother in ‘Pink 
Roses,’ this new hero avoids the war, but his reasons are more fully given. 
He is saving himself; he is waiting for his soul to burn its way out ‘in a 
clear flame that will not be denied,’ when he will, as his friend tells him, 
‘turn the stream of life back into its course.’ This young man’s particular 
time of waiting is passed between what we might call a looking-glass 
parade, a love affair, and conversations with a Russian. 

It is a habit with dentists who wish to put young patients at their ease to 
say to them, as they ‘open wide,’ ‘I can see what you have had for your 


breakfast.’ There is nothing in “Time and Eternity’ to prevent Mr. Cannan’s 
public from making the same remark once again. 


(October 17, 1919.) 


A Plea for Less Entertainment 


The Young Physician — By F. Brett Young 


How do you write your novels? It is a question we are often on the point of 
putting to novelists, and then we remember that it is the question above all 
others that authors dislike answering. Why is this? They look into the void, 
they are, beyond words, vague. Would they have us believe that their books 
spring, fully bound, out of their heads, or that they are visited by angels? 
Yet we live in an age of experiment, when the next novel may be unlike any 
novel that has been published before; when writers are seeking after new 
forms in which to express something more subtle, more complex, ‘nearer’ 
the truth; when a few of them feel that perhaps after all prose is an almost 
undiscovered medium and that there are extraordinary, thrilling 
possibilities... 

Never was there a moment when the question was more fascinating. How 
do you write your novels? Do you have a definite plan before you begin? 
Do you know exactly what is going to happen and would it be possible for 
anything else to happen instead? And do you think a plot is necessary? And 
do you really write all you know, or do you still hold back a little, just a 
little ... and why? 

It is that last question that we should like, with all respect, to put to Mr. 
Young. His new novel ‘The Young Physician’ is the life history of Edwin 
Ingelby from the age of about fifteen until he is ‘grown up.’ The early part 
is yet another description of life at a public school — the miserable arrival 
of the new boy, interview with the miserly, cynical Head, ragging in the 
‘dorm.’ at night, secret biscuit eating, cricket matches, ‘footer,’ ‘meaty bits’ 
out of the Bible, discussion of the facts of life, discovery of impurity among 
the boys, and the whole school assembled before the irate Head — we 
know, we dreadfully know it all. Nor does the ‘spirit? of Mr. Young’s 
account differ from the ‘spirit’ of all those other accounts. 

The next week was the most sensational that had ever shaken the placid 
life of St. Luke’s. The fall of Griffin was no startling matter — deliberately 
he had been asking for it and the escapade of the fair in race week was no 


more than a crowning glory. Still it was an impressive affair. Immediately 
after breakfast ... it was whispered that Griffin had been sent to the 
infectious ward of the sanatorium, which was always devoted, by reason of 
its size, rather than any conscious attempt at symbolism, to the isolation of 
moral leprosy.... 

Here is the peculiar note of enthusiasm — the ‘Boy’s Own’ note with 
which we have become so familiar. Nevertheless St. Luke’s is not all the 
world to Edwin; he arrives loving his mother, and his love for her, instead 
of changing as a normal boy’s should into a love of cricket bats and 
‘strawberry specials,’ grows and deepens into a childish adoration. 

In his account of the relations between these two Mr. Young carries us far 
away from the public school world. Edwin at school, in spite of his love of 
literature, his passion for historical dreaming and the fact that he cares more 
for poetry than games, is no more individual than those other school heroes. 
He follows in their steps, indeed, is bullied like them, comes to his own like 
them, and is in and out of favour with now the masters, now the boys. But 
at home, we begin to see an extremely sensitive, loving, imaginative little 
boy. His mother 1s a little delicate creature living on dreams and the love of 
flowers and music, but she feels her hold on life is frail, and unconsciously, 
imagining that she is the protecting one, she turns to her only child to save 
her. No child should be made to bear the subtle, difficult, derided emotions 
of pitying love. 


‘Oh, Mother, why can’t I carry you?’ he cries. He does carry her and she 
clings, telling him of her dreams and of how unhappy she has been and how 
he is her baby. 

Then, with her death and burial, the chapters telling of their love seem to 
fall away as the school chapters did. They break, like the two halves of a 
bud and are shrivelled and forgotten before the open flower. What was the 
need of them? Have they helped us in the least to understand the boy who 
goes home to find his perfect little mother dying? No. Reading these 
chapters, we know all that has gone before; this Edwin is not different from 
the Edwin with his first tuck box, he is the same, but realized, seen, felt and 
given. It is at this moment that he comes to life, and it is not without a thrill 
of excitement that we read on. But with the very first words of the new 
chapter the thrill subsides: 


From this emotional maelstrom the current of Edwin’s life flowed into a 
strange peace. 

‘Emotional maelstrom’ — this is very cold water indeed for an author to 
fling at his little hero, and it does not take us long to discover that however 
refreshed he may be he is again, in the reader’s eye, a trifle blurred. And 
though, in the latter half of the book, when he is studying to be a doctor, 
there are occasional, brilliant glimpses of that beautifully realized little boy, 
they are never prolonged and they are always followed by a fresh douche. 
Each time that Edwin feels deeply and is overcome, as youth is overcome, 
by the unimaginable mystery of life, the author, instead of telling us all he 
knows (and we feel that he does know), still holds back, or excuses, the 
emotional maelstrom. Added to this, he has a way of interrupting our vision 
of his hero by causing other characters to cross his path. We are not 
referring of course to those with whom he comes into real contact, to those 
who have something to give him that increases his knowledge of life, but to 
others — why are they there? — who pass in front of the camera, as it were, 
for the sake of passing. And finally there is his love affair with a frail 
delicate girl who awakens that tender protective love in him that he felt for 
his mother. Like his mother ‘she is little and perfect and beautiful’ and he 
must defend her, he must carry her away out of the ugly world. Almost, that 
early glow returns, but this time the douche is heavy and final. His love 
ends in a fight with an old enemy of his schooldays whom he knows to be 
diseased and whom he tracks down into Rosie’s bedroom. And Mr. Young 
leaves him, having signed on as ship’s doctor, facing the open seas.... 

Readable, yes, eminently readable — readable to a fault. If only Mr. 
Young could forget the impatient public and let himself be carried away 
into places where he thinks they do not care to follow! 

(October 24, 1919.) 


A Standstill 


Saint's Progress — By John Galsworthy 


So there is a ‘new school’ of fiction after all! We had come to believe that 
the phrase ‘to belong to the new school’ had entirely lost its face-meaning, 
and was nothing but a despairing, lift-of-the-eyebrow joke between the 
critic and his public, a ‘Heaven knows what the young man or the young 
woman is driving at, I certainly don’t, and I defy you to.’ But no. These 
wandering students have their roof-tree and their bell. They are a definite 
body enough for Mr. John Galsworthy to delay his easy progress in the 
well-sprung carriage on what we might call the early afternoon of his 
journey, for as long as it takes him to give them a good beating. 

But while we are all gratitude to Mr. Galsworthy for putting us out of our 
doubts by conducting us to the positively resounding portals, we cannot 
help feeling it is over-severe on his part so to thrust the whole school under 
the stick... 


When once in a while some literary work of the new school came their 
way, with its self-conscious exhortations to complete self-consciousness, its 
doctrine of pure and utter selfishness, or of a hopelessly self-conscious 
unselfishness, with the querulous and thin-blooded passionateness of its 
young heroes and heroines, bent on nothing but realizing their unrealizable 
self through a sort of brain-spun arrogance and sexuality. 

Even when we take into account the lively sense of responsibility which a 
famous and elder author must feel towards the new generation, these are 
formidable blows, and we are at a loss to call to mind the names of those 
works, numerous and noteworthy enough to form a new school, which have 
provoked them. It is certain, however, that Mr. Galsworthy would not have 
adopted these Draconian methods were he not confident that nothing less 
would answer. Alas! then, it would seem that we have discovered the new 
school only to cry ‘Hail and farewell’ to it — only to turn aside, with a 
shudder, to the old school for our consolation and reward. 


The hero of Mr. Galsworthy’s new novel is a clergyman, the Rev. Edward 
Pierson. Let us imagine him seated at his little piano, for his life is divided 
between love of music and religion. On either side of him stands a daughter. 
Gratian, the elder, turns from her father to a dark, downright, shrewd doctor 
of a husband with a passion for argument; Nollie, aged eighteen, leans over 
a perambulator containing a war-baby — her left hand, shamelessly and 
proudly uncovered, wears no ring. A dark, lean, travelled Englishman, with 
a game leg (caused by the war), looks towards Nollie and longs, but there is 
a woman between them, bent on distracting his attention. Leila (Delilah, as 
Nollie calls her), in a black silk gown such as Malay women wear, holds up 
her white arms and presses a gardenia against Jimmy Fort’s mouth. She is 
forty-four, with touched-up hair, and reddened lips, and she is making her 
last bid for love. Then we have a couple, Aunt Thirza and Uncle Bob — 
Aunt Thirza in a lilac-coloured gown, 

like a painting of ‘Goodness’ by an old master, restored by Kate 
Greenaway.... Her inexpugnable tranquillity, unsentimental tenderness, 
matter-of-fact busyness, together with the dew in her eyes, had been proof 
against twenty-three years of life on a tea plantation.... 

— Uncle Bob, who 

grew like a cork tree, and acted like a sturdy and well-natured dog. His 
griefs, angers and enjoyments were simple as a child’s, or as his somewhat 
noisy slumbers. They were a notably well-suited couple. 

Further off there stands a Belgian refugee, a painter, in a broad-brimmed 
slouch hat and ‘a black stock and seemingly no collar.’ He, too, gazes 
admiringly and sadly at Nollie. Then, compassing them all about, there is 

a ghastly company of faces; faces he had thought friendly, of good men 
and women whom he knew, yet at that moment did not know, all gathered 
round Noel with fingers pointing at her. 

They are Edward Pierson’s parishioners. Two more figures and the stage 
is complete. Upon a back cloth, leading his men, the boy-father of the war- 
baby spins round, shot through and through; and up in the air, fifteen years 
away, there floats the sweet vision of Edward Pierson’s dead wife. He and 
not his daughter is the central figure of the book, the ‘saint’ whose pitiful 
progress Mr. Galsworthy traces. Sincere, sensitive, wistful, dreamy, 
emotional, we meet him first at Bob and Thirza’s country house, where he 
is enjoying a well-earned holiday. Nollie is there, too, and ‘a handsome boy 
with a little golden down on the upper lip of his sunny, red-cheeked face.’ 


Even then, when her innocence is little short of prodigious, when she might 
almost be eighteen months old rather than eighteen years — 


‘Daddy, your nose is burnt!’ 

‘My dear, I know.’ 

‘I can give you some white stuff for it. You have to sleep with it on all 
night. Uncle and Auntie both use it.’ 

‘Nollie!’ 

“Well, Eve says so...’ 

— he is distressed for her; he feels she has become ‘a great 
responsibility’ and sighs that his dear wife is not there to help him. Judge 
then how his distress passes to dismay when she tells him she ‘can’t afford 
to wait, she “must” marry the young man.’ He has barely signified his 
disapproval when the elder daughter Gratian telegraphs him to come to her; 
her husband is desperately ill. He arrives home, and immediately his 
daughter informs him, in the room where her husband lies between life and 
death, that she no longer believes in immortality, no longer believes in God. 
This is a frightful blow to him. Three days later, the husband, out of danger, 
challenges him ‘to show me where there’s any sign of altruistic pity, except 
in man,’ and, after a most painful fight, 

... going to the little piano in the corner, he opened it, and began playing 
the hymn. He played it softly on the shabby keys of his thirty-year-old 
friend, which had been with him since college days, and sang it softly in his 
worn voice.... 

On page 19, when Edward Pierson is still in the country, Mr. Galsworthy 
describes his visit to a church — how 

it was so long since he had been preached to, so long since he had had a 
rest! The words came forth, dropped on his forehead, penetrated, met 
something which absorbed them, and disappeared. 

At the time, these words seemed to us remarkable in themselves, but a 
closer acquaintance with the padre’s life immeasurably heightens their 
significance. Those words dropping, penetrating, being absorbed, 
disappearing — must have been a rare treat to him. For it seems that never 
again throughout the book do they do aught but wound him, stab him, 
perplex him, or grievously upset and bewilder him, and never again is he 
preached to; it is he only who does the preaching. Always on the threshold 
of his lips there trembles a ‘Let us pray.’ What was his life indeed but one 


long shower of arrows, into which he stepped, bravely, but with ever the 
wistful thought: ‘Ah, if only I had my dear wife with me now!’ Indeed, if he 
were not so tragic we would say he is like a man who has lost a beloved 
umbrella fifteen years ago and counts it sin to buy another. 

But with Noel’s baby the air becomes too thick. He feels it his duty to 
have the perambulator in his hall, but the parishioners will not bear it. And 
he is forced to resign. 

The saint’s progress is over. We see the stage slowly darken. All the other 
actors are gone. The temptress has returned to South Africa; Gratian and her 
husband, happy undisturbed pragmatists, are at work to improve this world. 
Nollie, even though she has, as her family so gracefully put it, ‘burnt her 
wing,’ 1s married to Jimmy Fort; Uncle Bob and Aunt Thirza are — but 
why need we go any further? The stage is empty. The stage — the stage ... 
the actors are gone.... 

(October 31, 1919.) 


Three Approaches 


The Great House — By Stanley Weyman 
The Splendid Fairing — By Constance Holme 
Richard Kurt — By Stephen Hudson 


The citizens of Reality are ‘tied to town’ and very content to be so tied, 
very thankful to look out of window on to a good substantial wall, plastered 
over with useful facts and topped with a generous sprinkle of broken bottle 
glass. Nevertheless, they are for ever sighing to travel. Not that they are 
prepared for long and difficult journeys. On the contrary. What they cannot 
have enough of is the small excursion, the timid flight just half-way to 
somewhere, just so far that Reality and its wall is out of sight while they 
picnic in the unfamiliar landscape, which distracts, but does not disturb. 

A glance at the inside title-page of Mr. Stanley Weyman’s new novel tells 
us that he has provided many such a festa, and another at the list of chapter 
headings assures us how expert he has become at his particular form of 
entertainment. The chapter headings are curiously revealing; they are like a 
list of stations on a particular railway line from which we learn the kind of 
country the train passes through, as well as its starting point and its 
destination: The Hotel Lambert — Homeward Bound — The Gatehouse — 
The Yew Walk — The Great House at Beaudelays — My Lord Speaks — 
Mary is Lonely — Missing — A Footstep in the Hall — Mary makes a 
Discovery — My Lord Speaks Out — A Turn of the Wheel— ‘Let us make 
others thankful.’ Here is the little touch of historical France of which the 
author is so fond, then the lonely heroine brought to England by her 
kinsman, Lord Audley, to the house of his cousin and his enemy. Why his 
enemy? His cousin lays claim to the title. If a certain Bible could be found 
and certain papers.... My Lord is fair without and false within. He woos 
and wins Mary by his masterfulness. The cousin is old and wicked, dying of 
heart disease and revenge; his faithful servant listens at keyholes and behind 
bushes. And there is another, a good silent man who sees it all and says 
nothing — but acts. The will is found, the cousin dies, Mary breaks off her 
engagement and reengages herself to the silent one, and burns the will into 


the bargain. If wills are as agile as novelists and playwrights would have us 
believe, it is no wonder they provide an inexhaustible subject.... According 
to them, the soul no sooner flies from the body than the will takes 
parchment wings unto itself and flies also — up the chimney, down into the 
cellar, or behind the portrait with the piercing eyes. 

Miss Constance Holme makes her appeal to a very different public. 
Whereas Mr. Weyman impresses us as an author who is as conscious of his 
audience as is a producer of plays — he has his eye upon it all the time, 
heightening an effect here, keeping this back, putting in a pair of branched 
candlesticks or the muffled tramp of many feet for its delight, never for his 
— we are certain Miss Holme would go on writing if every publisher in 
England (which Heaven forbid) forsook his calling and ran away to sea. We 
have not seldom remarked the curious naive pleasure that many women 
take in writing for writing’s sake. The mind pictures them half wonder, half 
joy, to find that they can put these lovely tender-coloured words together — 
can string these exquisite sentences out of a morning’s ramble in the garden 
or the meadow or gathering cold seashells.... But it is a dangerous delight, 
for what so often happens is that they are quite carried away, forgetting all 
about the pattern they intended to follow or embroidering it so thickly that 
none but themselves can discover its original outline. 

Something of this fate has overtaken ‘The Splendid Fairing.’ The pattern 
is yet another peasant drama, ‘Perhaps it never would have happened but 
for the day,’ says the authoress, and she goes on to describe the kind of day 
that would have put it out of the question, and finally the day that brought it 
to pass. 

... Everywhere ... there was mist — that strange, wandering thinking 
mist that seems to have nothing to do with either earth or air; and when the 
slow dark drew back there would be mist everywhere again. 

So thick are its dropping veils that Miss Holme’s novel is at times 
completely hidden; is, as it were, frayed away, spun away in a delicate 
white woolliness. She has her story to tell of a little feud between two 
families. Each family has a son, like each other as two peas, and they run 
away to Canada. When one comes back his half-blind mother takes him for 
the other, and to revenge her lifelong hatred sends him out at night to what 
she knows is his certain death by ‘the white tide horses.’ It is an improbable 
story at best, and Miss Holme’s attention is well-nigh persistently divided 
between the telling of it and all the wavy shapes and shadows, the gull, the 


heron, and the marsh, that she finds irresistible, until at last she would seem 
to believe that the attention of the peasant is equally divided, and that he, 
too, hears ‘the messenger from the deep, sweeping its garment over the 
head of the crouched waste as it sped to deliver its challenge at the locked 
gate of the sea wall.’ But this is a little pit lying at the feet of all who write 
about peasants.... 

The attitude of the author of ‘Richard Kurt’ to his audience is a far more 
complex affair. Reading the first chapter we were under the impression that 
this was a sequel to a former novel in which Richard’s childhood, marriage, 
and life had been described, with such a wave of the hand were these events 
mentioned and dismissed. Then on page 3 there occurred an extraordinarily 
minute description of Richard’s father: ‘He wore a short, square-cut beard 
which, originally red, had turned gradually, with years, to a golden-grey. 
The hair, though thinned, was yet uncommonly plentiful for a man 
approaching sixty, and curled away from its central parting in large, crisp, 
grey-brown waves above a forehead unusually high and broad and white. 
The eyes, nearly always averted save for swift glances, were dark and small 
and very piercing....’ and so on, down to ‘the hand ... slender and 
symmetrical, with long fingers ... covered with red hair.’ The whole tone of 
that is of an introduction; it reads indeed like the beginning of a first novel; 
there is a kind of over-eagerness to make Mr. Kurt vivid in the abundant use 
of the adjectives. This tone is more or less maintained until, with the second 
chapter, we find ourselves — certainly not introduced to — but asked to 
accept most fully and freely — the fact of Elinor. 


It happens sometimes, perhaps, that sitting in a railway carriage at night, 
or sleeping in a steamer cabin, we overhear a long conversation about a 
third, and the conversation is punctuated with: ‘Well, you know what she is 
like’ or “You can imagine what she said to that? — and we find ourselves, 
nodding and smiling and shaking our head — we can indeed! Thus it is that 
Mr. Stephen Hudson conveys this brilliant and horrible little personality to 
us — as though he were talking to someone who knew all about her from 
the beginning — and we, his readers, are overhearing what they have to say. 
Gradually we learn that she is dark and slender, with tiny feet and long 
eyelashes; that she loves to dress in pale blue; that she has a passion for 
minute dogs. This is the outward Elinor. But her temper, her jealousy, her 
boundless vanity and extravagance — this is Elinor as we know her after 


we have listened. There is no plot to the novel; it is an account of how 

Richard Kurt wasted, idled through several years of his life, now happily 

and now unhappily. He is never more than a shadow; but first Elinor and 

then Virginia, the second woman of the book, are amazingly real. 
(November 7, 1919.) 


A ‘Real’ Book and an Unreal One 


All these Young Men — By Romer Wilson 
Living Alone — By Stella Benson 


Whereas Miss Stella Benson declares that hers is not a real book — it 
does not deal with real people nor should it be read by them — we feel that 
Miss Romer Wilson would say the exact opposite of her novel, ‘If All these 
Young Men.’ Both are about the war. We suppose it will be long and long 
before the novelist, looking about him for a little wood wherewith to light 
his fire, does not turn instinctively to that immense beach strewn with 
wreckage. But Miss Stella Benson gives us the impression of having found 
herself there by chance, and being there she has picked up her charming 
broomstick, Harold; while Miss Romer Wilson, unable to keep away, has 
discovered a magnifying glass which, while enlarging her characters to a 
great deal more than life size, has a trick of making them appear incredibly 
small. 

Miss Wilson’s theme is the effect the war has upon the minds and hearts 
of a number of highly modern young persons living in England during the 
terribly critical months of 1918. There is no plot, but there is a principal 
character, Josephine Miller, the ‘star’ of the company, who, at a word from 
here, a wave from there, and a glance at the scenery, gathers the scattered 
emotions of the moment into her bosom and pours them forth in song. If the 
reader can accept Josephine, can believe in her equipment of thoughts, 
feelings, emotions and dreams — the rest is easy. Then, everybody else and 
everything will doubtless appear quite possible, quite probable. He will 
have accepted, as it were, the magnifying glass, and such phrases as 
‘butterflies of waste paper fluttered in the streets,’ ‘the lanes were full of 
lovers as they could hold,’ ‘the green ribbon of intellectual intolerance,’ 
will not shake him. Let us put this faith to the test a moment. Josephine is 
discovered walking up and down her small white room brooding over the 
war, the tide of battle, the continuity of resistance, the danger to England, 
annihilation and ... so on. 


Suddenly darkness clapped down over everything, and receding an 
immeasurable distance into space she saw the blaze of war smoulder upon 
the earth’s surface like soot sparks in a chimney grate, and then go out. 
Instantaneously she passed through a sensation of the paradox of human 
greatness, and found herself again in her own home, returned to her 
common senses.... 

One might imagine that this last experience, which might be compared to 
a mental conflict with the old woman of the bathing machine, would be 
enough to give any young woman pause. But it is nothing to Josephine; it is 
a commonplace, little eleven o’clock in the morning experience, a mean 
little flight — passons! In a moment she 1s higher, deeper, further — until it 
is time to go out to lunch. Or, let us watch her for one moment returning 
from the office, passing between the people ‘like God in Hades.’ 

‘If I could only fight,’ and her spirit flew up. She heard the bayonet go in; 
phantasmagorically she enacted the utmost brutalities of war, then 
phantasmagorically she went through the pantomime of conversion to 
human sanity. Finally, she emerged cleansed, and reinstated herself in the 
dull monotony of endurance.... 

We are not given to understand that the young woman is in any degree 
remarkable. She is typical of her generation — the voice crying for many. 
True, her friends dislike her at times because she will insist on talking about 
the war, but that is only because her greater honesty and truthfulness puts 
them to shame. She belongs to a set— ‘detestable intellectual snobs’ she 
calls them in a moment of pessimism — whose lives are spent in and out of 
each other’s houses, in and out of Soho restaurants, in and out of the 
country, the opera, the craze of the hour, love. Through her magnifying 
glass the author sees them as creatures full of the finest feelings, who are 
prevented from contributing to the gaiety and the beauty of life by a 
monster which, just when the fun is fastest, sets up an ugly roar. Why 
should they be plagued with it? What have they done to deserve it? It is so 
out of the picture — so terribly, terribly remote from what she calls 
‘Sohoism,’ and cherry and gold coloured chairs on a shining black floor, 
and spring pictures. Josephine Miller could dream perfectly well without its 
aid. Lying in bed 

she found herself in Europe and saw all its small life at a glance, enacted 
simultaneously, in the colour and detail of its times and the emotions of its 


tendencies. ... All Rome fell out of Heaven rich with the noon-day rape of 
Sabine wives.... 

Does this mean anything? Breathes there the reader who is at home in 
this country of the mind? Who can believe in the suffering and the potential 
greatness of little people whose distaste for life was typified ‘in the 
recurring demands of the toilet’? Here the magnifying glass has turned 
diminishing glass with a vengeance, and though Miss Romer Wilson may 
move a mountain she cannot reconcile us to these two equally distorted 
visions. 

The heroine of Miss Stella Benson’s novel is as subject to flights as 
Josephine, but she has her justification. She is a witch. She has also her 
broomstick, Harold, a very faithful, helpful creature. ‘Witches,’ according 
to Miss Benson, ‘are people who are born for the first time.... 
Remembering nothing, they know nothing and are not bored.... Magic 
people ... are never subtle, and though they are new they are never 
Modern.’ Their common behaviour is, in fact, like that of people who are in 
love for the first time and for ever. 

This little alien book describes the adventures of Angela and the 
adventures of those with whom she comes in contact while she is caretaker 
of a small general shop which is also part convent and monastery, part 
nursing home and college, and wholly a house for those who wish to live 
alone. She is an out-and-out, thorough witch, a trifle defiant, poor, always 
hungry, intolerant of cleverness and — radiant. It is her radiance above all 
which pervades everything, chasing over the pages like sunlight. For the 
minority who are magically inclined it is impossible to resist, and, since she 
has expressly told the real people that they are not invited to her party, what 
does it matter if they pass the lighted windows with a curl of the lip? We 
have said that ‘Living Alone’ is a book about the war. There is an Air Raid 
described, from below and from above, together with a frightful encounter 
which Harold has with a German broomstick, and one of the inmates of the 
house of Living Alone is Peony, a London girl who is drawing her weekly 
money as a Soldier’s wife — unmarried. The story that Peony tells her 
fellow-lodger Sarah Brown of how she found the everlasting boy is perhaps 
the high-water mark of Miss Benson’s book. It is full of most exquisite 
feeling and tenderness. We hardly dare to use the thumb-marked phrase, a 
‘born writer’; but if it means anything Miss Stella Benson is one. She seems 
to write without ease, without effort; she is like a child gathering flowers. 


And like a child, there are moments when she picks the flowers which are at 
hand just because they are so easy to gather, but which are not real flowers 
at all, and forgets to throw them away. This 1s a little pity, but exuberant 
fancy is rare, love of life is rare, and a writer who is not ashamed of 
happiness rarer than both. 

(November 14, 1919.) 


A Ship Comes into the Harbour 


Night and Day — By Virginia Woolf 


There is at the present day no form of writing which is more eagerly, more 
widely discussed than the novel. What is its fate to be? We are told on 
excellent authority that it is dying; and on equally good authority that only 
now it begins to live. Reviewers might almost be divided into two camps. 
Present each camp with the same book, and from one there comes a shout 
of praise, from the other a chorus of blame, each equally loud, determined 
and limited. One would imagine from a reading of the press notices that 
never in the history of the world was there such a generous distribution of 
the divine fire together with such an overwhelming display of ignorance, 
stupidity and dreariness. But in all this division and confusion it would 
seem that opinion is united in declaring this to be an age of experiment. If 
the novel dies it will be to give way to some new form of expression; if it 
lives it must accept the fact of a new world. 

To us who love to linger down at the harbour, as it were, watching the 
new ships being builded, the old ones returning, and the many putting out to 
sea, comes the strange sight of ‘Night and Day’ sailing into port serene and 
resolute on a deliberate wind. The strangeness lies in her aloofness, her air 
of quiet perfection, her lack of any sign that she has made a perilous voyage 
— the absence of any scars. There she lies among the shipping — a tribute 
to civilization for our admiration and wonder. 

It is impossible to refrain from comparing ‘Night and Day’ with the 
novels of Miss Austen. There are moments, indeed, when one is almost 
tempted to cry it Miss Austen up-to-date. It is extremely cultivated, 
distinguished and brilliant, but above all — deliberate. There is not a 
chapter where one is unconscious of the writer, of her personality, her point 
of view, and her control of the situation. We feel that nothing has been 
imposed on her: she has chosen her world, selected her principal characters 
with the nicest care, and having traced a circle round them so that they exist 
and are free within its confines, she has proceeded, with rare apprecia- 
tiveness, to register her observations. The result is a very long novel, but we 


do not see how it could be otherwise. This leisurely progression is essential 
to its manner, nor could the reader, even if he would, drink such wine at a 
gulp. As in the case of Miss Austen’s novels we fall under a little spell; it is 
as though, realizing our safety, we surrender ourselves to the author, 
confident that whatever she has to show us, and however strange it may 
appear, we shall not be frightened or shocked. Her creatures are, one might 
say, privileged; we can rely upon her fine mind to deliver them from danger, 
to temper the blow (if a blow must fall), and to see their way clear for them 
at the very last. It 1s the measure of Mrs. Woolf’s power that her ‘happy 
ending’ could never 1 be understood as a triumph of the heart over the 
mind. But whereas Miss Austen’s spell is as strong upon us as ever when 
the novel is finished and laid by, Mrs. Woolf’s loses something of its 
potency. What is it that carries us away? With Miss Austen, it is first her 
feeling for life, and then her feeling for writing; but with Mrs, Woolf these 
feelings are continually giving way the one to the other, so that the urgency 
of either is impaired. While we read we scarcely are aware which is 
uppermost; it is only afterwards, and, specially, when recalling the minor 
characters, that we begin to doubt. Sally Seal of the Suffrage Society, Mr. 
Clacton with his French novel, old Joan in her shabby dress, Mrs. Denham 
peering among the cups and saucers: it is true that these characters are not 
in any high degree important — but how much life have they? We have the 
queer sensation that once the author’s pen is removed from them they have 
neither speech nor motion, and are not to be revived again until she adds 
another stroke or two or writes another sentence underneath. Were they 
shadowy or vague this would be less apparent, but they are held within the 
circle of steady light in which the author bathes her world, and in their case 
the light seems to shine at them, but not through them. 

‘Night and Day’ tells of Katharine Hilbery’s attempt to reconcile the 
world of reality with what, for want of a better name, we call the dream 
world. She belongs to one of the most distinguished families in England. 
Her mother’s father was that ‘fairest flower that any family can boast’ — a 
great poet. Katharine’s father is an eminent man of letters, and she herself 
as an only child ‘had some superior rank among all the cousins and 
connections.’ Grave, beautiful, with a reputation for being eminently 
practical and sensible beyond her years, she keeps house for her parents in 
Chelsea, but this activity does not exhaust Katharine. She has her lonely life 
remote from the drawing-room in Cheyne Walk, and it is divided between 


dreams ‘such as the taming of wild ponies on the American prairies, or the 
conduct of a vast ship in a hurricane round a promontory of rock,’ and the 
study of mathematics. This last is her half-conscious but profound protest 
against the family tradition, against the making of phrases and (what Mrs. 
Woolf rather curiously calls) ‘the confusion, agitation and vagueness of the 
finest prose.’ 

But it is only after she has contracted an engagement which is in every 
way highly suitable with William Rodney, a scholar whose knowledge of 
Shakespeare, of Latin and Greek, is not to be disputed or denied, that she 
realizes in so doing she has in some mysterious way betrayed her dream 
world — the lover on the great horse riding by the seashore and the leaf- 
hung forests. Must life be for ever this lesser thing, this world as we know 
it, shapely, polished and secure? Katharine had no impulse to write poetry, 
yet it was the poet in her that made her see in Ralph Denham the man for 
whom she could feel that strange great passion which is like a fire lighting 
up the two worlds with the one exultant flame.... 

It would be interesting to know how far Mrs. Woolf has intended to keep 
this dream world of Katharine’s and of Ralph’s a deep secret from her 
readers. We are told that it is there, and we believe it; yet would not our 
knowledge of these two be wonderfully increased if there were something 
more than these suggestions that are like delicate veils hiding the truth? ... 

As for the real world, the world of Mr. and Mrs. Hilbery, William 
Rodney, Cassandra Otway — there we appreciate to the full the author’s 
exquisite generosity. It is so far away, so shut and sealed from us to-day. 
What could be more remote than the house at Cheyne Walk, standing up in 
the night, with its three long windows gilded with light, its drawn velvet 
curtains, and the knowledge that within a young creature 1s playing Mozart, 
Mrs. Hilbery is wishing there were more young men like Hamlet, and 
Katharine and Rodney are faced by the incredible sight of Denham, outside 
in the dark, walking up and down.... 


We had thought that this world was vanished for ever, that it was 
impossible to find on the great ocean of literature a ship that was unaware 
of what has been happening. Yet here is ‘Night and Day’ fresh, new, and 
exquisite, a novel in the tradition of the English novel. In the midst of our 
admiration it makes us feel old and chill: we had never thought to look 
upon its like again! 


(November 21, 1919.) 


Some Aspects of Dostoevsky 


An Honest Thief: and Other Stories. — By Fyodor Dostoevsky. Translated 
from the Russian by Constance Garnett 


If we view it from a certain angle, it is not at all impossible to see in 
Dostoevsky’s influence upon the English intellectuals of to-day the bones of 
a marvellously typical Dostoevsky novel. Supposing we select London for 
his small provincial town and his arrival for the agitating occurrence — 
could he himself exaggerate the discussions he has provoked, the 
expenditure of enthusiasm and vituperation, the mental running to and fro, 
the parties that have been given in his honour, the added confusion of 
several young gentlemen-writers declaring (in strict confidence) that they 
were the real Dostoevsky, the fascinating arguments as to whether or no he 
is greater than Jane Austen (what would Jane Austen have said to the bugs 
and the onions and the living in corners?), the sight of our young egoists 
puffing up like undismayed frogs, and of our superior inner circle who are 
not unwilling to admit that he has a considerable amount of crude strength 
before returning to their eighteenth-century muttons? 

Ohée Dostoevsky! Ou est Dostoevsky? 

As-tu vu Dostoevsky? 

Few indeed have so much as caught a glimpse of him. What would be the 
end of such a novel? His disappearance without doubt, leaving no trace but 
a feeling of, on the whole, very lively relief. For if we do not take him 
superficially, there is nothing for us to do but to take him terribly seriously, 
but to consider whether it is possible for us to go on writing our novels as if 
he never had been. This is not only a bitterly uncomfortable prospect; it is 
positively dangerous; it might very well end in the majority of our young 
writers finding themselves naked and shivering, without a book to clothe 
themselves in. 

However, the danger is not a real one. There are signs that the fashion for 
him is on the wane. How otherwise can we interpret the avidity with which 
opinion seizes upon the less important, extravagant side of Dostoevsky, 
making much of it, making much of that and ignoring all else, than that it 


has had its fright, as it were, but now has been assured that the monster at 
the fair will not remain? But a remarkable feature of this parade of 
intellectual snobbishness, this laughing at the Russian giant, is that the 
writers appear to imagine that they laugh alone — that Dostoevsky had no 
idea of the exquisite humour of such a character as Stepan Trofimo-vitch, 
with his summer sickness, his breaking into French and his flight from 
civilization in a pair of top-boots, or that he regarded the super-absurdities 
of Prince K. as other than quite normal characteristics. It is true that 
especially in some of the short stories we may find his sense of humour 
terribly jars on us, but that is when the humour is ‘false’; it is exasperation 
disguised, an overwhelming nostalgia and bitterness disguised or an attempt 
at a sense of fun, in which never was man more wanting. Then, again, to 
laugh with Dostoevsky is not always a comfortable exercise for one’s pride. 
For he has the — surely unpardonable — habit of describing at length, 
minutely, the infinitely preposterous state of mind of some poor wretch, not 
as though he were ‘showing us a star,’ but with many a familiar nod and 
look in our direction, as much as to say: ‘But you know yourself from your 
own experience what it 1s to feel like this.’ 

There is a story, “An Unpleasant Predicament,’ in this collection which is 
a terrible example of this. It relates how a young general, exasperated by an 
evening with two elder colleagues whom he suspects of treating him like a 
schoolboy and laughing at him because of his belief in the new ideas, in 
humanity and sympathy with the working classes, yields to the temptation 
on the way home of putting himself to the test, of proving to his Amour 
Propre that he really is the fine fellow she thinks him to be. Why should he 
do anything so dangerous? He knows in his heart that he does not believe in 
any of these things, and yet isn’t it possible for him to impose this idea of 
himself on anybody he chooses? And why should he not slay reality as an 
offering to his goddess? The revenge that reality takes upon Ivan Ilyitch 
Pralinsky is wild and violent and remote enough from our experience, and 
yet who can read it and not be overcome by the feeling that he understands 
only too well.... 

Perhaps Dostoevsky more than any other writer sets up this mysterious 
relationship with the reader, this sense of sharing. We are never conscious 
that he is writing at us or for us. While we read, we are like children to 
whom one tells a tale; we seem in some strange way to half-know what is 
coming and yet we do not know; to have heard it all before, and yet our 


amazement is none the less, and when it is over, it has become ours. This is 
especially true of the Dostoevsky who passes so unremarked — the 
childlike, candid, simple Dostoevsky who wrote ‘An Honest Thief’ and 
‘The Peasant Marly’ and ‘The Dream of a Queer Fellow.’ These three 
wonderful stories have all the same quality, a stillness, a quiet that takes the 
breath. What have they to do with our time? They are full of the tragic 
candour of love. There is only one other man who could have written the 
death of Emelyanouska, as described by the poor little tailor: 

I saw Emelyanouska wanted to tell me something: he was trying to sit up, 
trying to speak, and mumbling something. He flushed red all over 
suddenly, looked at me ... then I saw him turn white again, whiter and 
whiter, and he seemed to sink away all in a minute. His head fell back, he 
drew one breath and gave up his soul to God. 

(November 28, 1919.) 


Control and Enthusiasm 


True Love — By Allan Monkhouse 
Children of No Man's Land — By G. B. Stern 


Mr. Monkhouse is an author who drives a pen well under control. It is, 
we feel, a trained obedient pen, warranted neither to idle nor to run away, 
but to keep up a good round pace from the first moment of the journey until 
the last. While it has long since been broken of any inclination to shy at an 
occasional accidental object it is by no means wholly devoid of playfulness. 
This playfulness serves to illustrate how nice is the author’s control in that 
he can afford not only to tolerate, but even to encourage it, while 
maintaining an easy equable measure. There is a moment when Geoffrey 
Arden, the hero, dismissing the reasons for his confidence in the success of 
his new play, exclaims to his sister, ‘I’m a bit of a pro. at this game, Mary.’ 
And that, with all respect to Mr. Monkhouse, is the abiding impression he 
leaves on us. He is a professional novelist, quietly confident, carefully 
ironical, and choosing always, at a crisis, to underrate the seriousness of the 
situation rather than to stress it unduly. Admirable as this temper 
undoubtedly is, it nevertheless leaves the reader a great deal cooler than he 
would wish. He is interested, stimulated, and even, towards the latter half of 
the book, moved, yet with what reservations! There is a title which the 
amateur novelist shares (but how differently!) with the true artist: it 1s that 
of experimentalist. However deep the knowledge a writer has of his 
characters, however finely he may convey that knowledge to us, it is only 
when he passes beyond it, when he begins to break new ground, to discover 
for himself, to experiment, that we are enthralled. The ‘false’ writer begins 
as an experimentalist; the true artist ends as one; but between these two 
there are a small number of writers of unquestionable honesty and sincerity 
who do not feel the impulsion toward unknown issues. It follows that in 
novels of this kind there is room for most delicate distinctions, but high 
excitements are out of place; all is, as it were, at second-hand, and while we 
are not expected to share the experience with the author, he would seem, by 


the care he takes never to make an unguarded statement, to expect of us a 
kind of intellectual running commentary. 

‘True Love’ is an extremely good example of this peculiar kind of novel. 
We are conscious throughout of the author’s attitude, of his vein of irony 
which gives an edge to what might otherwise appear a trifle ‘simple,’ and of 
his generous appreciation of all the possibilities of a man like Arden. His 
scene is Manchester, its journalistic circles and its small theatrical world. 
The time is before the war and during it. Geoffrey Arden, a young man of 
thirty, on the staff of the Herald, is one of those divided souls whose mind 
is in literature (he is the author of several novels and two plays), but whose 
heart is in life. Neither satisfies him. When he gives way to one the other 
calls; when he answers the other, again he is beckoned away. He is like all 
men in such case, deeply interested in himself and in what is going to 
happen to him. But this interest is not in the least abnormal or morbid; it is 
the interest of the looker-on, almost one might say of the Geoffrey Arden 
that was to be, tolerant, amused and wise. 

In the months before the war he comes to know and, slowly, to love, an 
actress who takes the principal part in his play. In her he sees perhaps the 
delicate spirit who will bring him into harmony with Life. But the war 
breaks out, and when he asks her to marry him she tells him she is a 
German. 

‘German father, German mother. Born in Germany.’ 

‘I love you.’ 

“Your impulses are beautiful, and yet you’re thinking all the time.’ 

And she was right. If his heart triumphed it was for the briefest instant. 
And then his mind is attacked by the most curious mixture of doubt, 
suspicion and criticism. Here is the old battle again in a new guise, and 
perhaps his heart would have lost if Sybil Drew had allowed him to fight it 
alone. She loves him; she cannot let him go, and cleverly in her desperation 
she makes her appeal to his heart through his mind, with her ‘wonderful 
idea.’ 

‘Listen! It’s this. We cannot agree. We must not agree.... You shall be 
English. And I am partly English too. But I am German. Listen with 
sympathy. You shall champion your nation, I mine. We must be generous 
with one another and help one another.... That means that you must help 
me.... You must think of things that I ought to say.... Cannot we be 
chivalrous enemies and lovers too?’ 


This, then, is the task they set themselves — to love and to be loyal. But 
Geoffrey goes to the war and is killed while they are still trying, and she, 
left in England, dies in childbed, hunted to death by the anti-Germans. 
There is nothing left of them but — two men talking their tragedy over in a 
teashop.... Would their lives have been splendid? Would Arden have found 
his abiding place in the heart of Sybil? We are left uncertain, but Mr. 
Monkhouse, in choosing so brave a title for his book, would seem to believe 
that all would have been well; it rings like his profession de foi. 

It would be hard to find a style more unlike that so consciously practised 
by Mr. Monkhouse, than that (shall we say?) so recklessly enjoyed by the 
author of ‘Children of No Man’s Land.’ Miss Stern flings her net wide; she 
brings it in teeming, and which are the important fish, which are to be 
thrown back into the sea, if those funny monsters are fish at all, or alive, or 
good for anything — it takes the reader a long book to discover. London is 
her ocean — Jewish London, Bohemian London, the London of strange 
boarding-houses and strange foreigners. Her knowledge of it is almost 
mystifyingly complete, and it is poured out for us with a queer mixture of 
enthusiasm, love of human beings and cunning understanding of them. Her 
central figure, the solid little rock above and about which all this beats and 
froths and bubbles, is Richard Marcus, a typically English boy of German 
parents, who does not discover until the war that he is legally a German — 
a child of no man’s land. It does not matter that he has spent all his life in 
England, that he hates the Germans, hates everything about them, and loves 
England and the English. He is not asked what his own feelings are, but a 
set of alien horrible false feelings are provided for him by those same 
English, and, far from letting him fight for them, they only wait until he is 
of age to send him to an internment camp. The story of this little fifteen- 
year-old boy’s gradual coming to consciousness through this, of his struggle 
first to be allowed to be English, and then to escape from the English whom 
he loves, of his nightmare journey across no man’s land with the English 
hunting him down, and then on the last day of his freedom, his eighteenth 
birthday, his strange revelation that nothing that man can do to you really 
matters ... 1s the chief story of the book. All the others, intricate and many- 
coloured, and some of them bewildering in their strangeness, are variations 
upon the same theme. They seem to depart so far from the noble childish 
simplicity of Richard that at times they are well-nigh lost. The character of 
Deborah, for instance (who is perhaps the most convincing ‘modern’ girl 


we have ever encountered in fiction or in life), becomes so involved and 
difficult that we are on the very point of thinking her gone when the theme 
of Richard returns, and she is explained and, as it were, made whole. 

It is a strange world, a bewildering world, but there is no doubt that Miss 
Stern makes it absolutely convincing. 

(November 28, 1919.) 


A Revival 


Legend — By Clemence Dane 


Were it not for the dates (October 1917—April 1919) printed on the last page 
of ‘Legend’ we should have been inclined to believe that Miss Clemence 
Dane had taken twenty years over the writing of her quaint old-fashioned 
little story. The spirit, the temper, the manner, all seem to belong to that 
curious little collection of novels and stones by women and — one really 
couldn’t help fancying — for women that appeared about a score of years 
ago. In recalling them we are amazed to discover how similar they were. It 
was as though the writers shared a common spirit — the spirit of sex 
antagonism; a temper that was half extravagant cynicism, half extravagant 
sentimentality; and a manner, more often than not like that of dramatic 
reciters, which caused us to burn with embarrassment — as if we were 
overhearing something which we not only had no right to hear, but which it 
positively was not fair to listen to. ... Their world was in very truth a 
woman’s world. If it held a genius, the genius was a woman, so was the 
creature of strong personality, good or bad; and of men there existed, 
roughly, two types; one, the brute at the mercy of his sexual appetites, and 
the other, the big simple child unable to feed himself or clothe himself 
without a woman’s aid. 

To read ‘Legend’ is to become acutely conscious of the great gulf that 
separates us from this woman’s world. It is an account of how a small set of 
literary people living in London who are met together for one of their 
monthly ‘nights’ are suddenly informed that the leading spirit of their 
group is dead — she has died in child-bed. Thereupon Anita Serle, a great 
critic— ‘the finest judge of style in England, so Jasper Flood says’ — and 
the dead woman’s most intimate friend, announces the fact that she is going 
to write a life — a Life of Madala Grey. All the facts are hers, she is the 
keeper of Madala’s manuscripts and letters, and all through their friendship 
she has ‘Boswellized.’ Now, she tells them, is her hour. This Life is to be 
her great achievement. Fame she has, respect she has, but all through the 


years the critics and the public alike have denied her the title of creator; but 
at last — 

‘T tell you I’ve got her, naked, pinned down, and now I shall make her 
again. Isn’t it fair? She ought to thank me. “Dead,” he says. Who’s to 
blame. She chose to kill herself. What right had she to take risks? I — I’ve 
refrained, she couldn’t. She threw away her lamp. But I — I take it. I light it 
again. Finding’s keeping. It’s mine.’ Her voice ripped on the high note like 
a rag on a nail and she checked, panting.... 

And so they sit through the November evening, Madala Grey’s friends, 
discussing her life, her books, her career, and wondering how she could 
possibly have come to marry a commonplace country doctor who cared not 
a jot that everyone in England had read ‘Eden Walls.’ There is Jasper Flood, 
seated on the floor, a brilliant cynical ultra-modern poet, who tosses us airy 
trifles as ‘Enlighten our darkness, dear Lady,’ or ‘Delightfullest, my 
thoughts are thistledown.’ At one moment the tip of his red tongue showed; 
at another, when childbirth was mentioned, his gaze travels slowly over 
Anita.... He leans against the knees of a blond lady very much made up, 
wearing a white shawl creeping with dragons, whose chief perplexity is 
how Madala managed to describe passion as she did without experience. 
Her voice is a purr, ‘Jasper,’ and he leans against her, playing with her 
rings, her draperies brushing him intimately. On a ‘pouf” sits the Baxter 
girl, reeking of scent; she is a protégée of Anita’s but although she knows it 
is as much as your literary life is worth to admire ‘sentiment,’ she is still 
youthful enough to love Madala Grey apart from her books. Another lady, a 
gushing lady— ‘Damn husbands, damn publishers’ — whose ‘Sir 
Fortinbras’ America has just rejected, is divided between admiration and 
love. In the background is great-aunt Serle, the ‘gaffer’ of the piece, with a 
prophetic forefinger, a chuckle, the air of a wise bird, a ravel of knitting. At 
the crisis it is she who listens for the ghostly cab-wheels bearing the ghostly 
Madala — ? and hears them. Over by the window, his beautiful hands 
toying with the tassel of the blind, is a famous Royal Academy painter, 
Kent Rehan, who had loved Madala the woman. And in the shadows, Jennie 
Summers, the teller of the tale, a simple country girl who, bewildered and 
confused by these brilliant mechanical dolls, is hearing of Madala for the 
first time. 

The high problem that vexes the group round the fire is how Madala Grey 
could have turned traitor to Art, could have thrown away her genius and 


delivered herself into the arms of a mere man. They cannot solve it, but 
Anita thinks she can explain. She has a letter, a passionate love letter 
written by Madala to ‘someone.’ This she thinks proves that Madala was on 
the point of eloping ‘without benefit of clergy,’ as she says, and that when 
the elopement fell through she fled to the other man for refuge. But the 
letter, which is to be the heart of the book, is seized by Kent Rehan, who 
takes it over to the fireplace, lifts a block of coal with naked hands, thrusts 
the paper down, and then, replacing the block of coal with naked hands, 
keeps it there till all is burned. This crisis is followed immediately by 
another in which the ghost of Madala appears to Rehan and Jennie. 

Her eyes as she listened to the group by the hearth were sparkling with 
amusement, and that tolerant deep affection that one keeps for certain 
dearest, foolish friends. ... 

And the story ends with the collapse of the artist and a small scene in 
which we are given to understand that he and Jennie are going to find 
happiness together. 

If Jennie Summers, the simple country girl who tells the tale, had never 
come to London, if she had gone on living in the tiny country place where 
they were ‘too poor to afford Mudie’s’ and ‘the vicar’s wife sent mother the 
Royal Academy catalogue after she had been up to town,’ it is extremely 
probable that this would be her idea of the way literary people in mysterious 
London lived and moved; nor would it seem strange to her that a great 
woman should feel for them ‘that tolerant deep affection that one keeps for 
certain dearest, foolish friends.’ But ‘Legend’ is not a dream of Jennie 
Summers. Miss Dane would have us believe that the characters are 
important, the problem is real. Not that she asks us to admire her precious 
little crew round the fire; her pen is acid as she describes Anita, Jasper and 
his blond lady of the dragons, Miss Howe swooping and kissing the Baxter 
girl with open incredulous mouth; but she does demand of us that we shall 
believe in them. That we cannot do. Did they even exist twenty years ago, 
outside those passionate pages — these writers who are for ever prating 
about the public, their duty to the public, what the public has the right to 
know, and who look upon themselves as creatures dedicate for whom the 
common loves of husband and children could not be? Did not Miss Dane 
say: “This is what people think writers are like’ — and so draw them, and 
‘This is what people think a genius is like?’ For her Madala is most 
certainly the complete genius. Young, radiant, painted by Kent Rehan in a 


Liberty scarf with cowslips in her hands as ‘The Spring Song,’ she wrote 
her books on her own confession as the bird sings, as the wave breaks. ‘One 
just sits down and imagines,’ says she, and when after the publication of 
‘Eden Walls,’ which is a_ superb realistic study of a prostitute, some 
unfortunate wrote to her, she was terribly distressed, because she had never 
thought of it being ‘real’; it was just a story! Her second book, ‘Ploughed 
Fields,’ contained (her friends agreed) ‘the strongest love scene of the 
decade,’ but for her writing was just scribbling. Away from it she was 
absolutely simple, childish, wanting to be loved for her self alone, talking of 
going ‘for a wander,’ explaining her interest in the friend of her childhood 
by ‘he belongs in, you know.’ And then she throws her great blazing gift 
away by falling in love with a man who quarrels with her for cutting a 
parcel string with his razors, and kisses her, while lifting her off his bicycle, 
in front of the kitchen windows. A genius — who could mistake her? — but 
a woman, too! Ay, there was the rub — there’s what those hungry creatures 
round the fire whom she had been wont to feed with her sympathy, her 
genius, cannot understand; only Kent and Jennie and great-aunt Serle are 
capable of realizing that real love will not be denied. 

But can we believe for one moment in this Royal Academy portrait of a 
genius? Is she not of a piece with the others? To our thinking the real 
problem of ‘Legend’ is why Miss Clemence Dane, turning aside from life, 
should have concentrated her remarkable powers upon reviving, redressing, 
touching up, bringing up-to-date these puppets of a bygone fashion. 

(December 5, 1919.) 


A Foreign Novel 


Old People and the Things that Pass. — By Louis Couperus 


To those who have read ‘Small Souls’ it will not come as a surprise that 
‘Old People’ is a study of a family. For one could not but feel after reading 
the former novel that the chief gift of the author must lie in his power of 
presenting a group of individuals each of whom, when seen apart, has a 
separate, different life, but all of whom when viewed together are found to 
be but the parts that go to make up one mysterious creature — the family. 
He proved indeed that small souls are not really capable of a separate 
existence; they may rebel against the family, defy it, laugh at it, but they are 
bound to recognize at the last that they cannot run away without longing to 
run back and that any step taken without its knowledge and approval is a 
step in the air. 

There is passion in ‘Small Souls,’ but the note is not deep or greatly 
troubled. It is full of gentle satire. Perhaps its quality is best expressed in 
the chapter where the little girl sits practising her scales, up and down, up 
and down the piano, always so carefully sounding the wrong note, on a 
windy morning. Her back is turned to the window. But outside everything is 
fresh and flying. Outside, in the sun and wind, life is on the wing, and 
inside there is the sound of doors shutting, the tinkle of the bell and the 
grown-up people walking up and down the stairs, talking as they go — and 
always very carefully sounding the wrong note.... 

In ‘Old People’ we have again a family, clinging to its houses, visiting, 
immensely absorbed in its family affairs, a whole little world of its own — 
but there the resemblance ends. The family in ‘Old People’ is not united by 
small scandals, little jealousies, wars and spites; through it there flows, like 
a dark underground river, the memory of a crime.... Sixty years ago, on a 
pouring wet night in Java, the beautiful Ottilie Dercksz was discovered with 
Mr. Takma by her husband. The husband had a native knife; Ottilie 
managed to hold him while Takma got it from him. ‘Give him a stab!’ she 
cried. ‘Better him than you!’ When it was over, helped by a native, they 
carried the body out into the storm and flung it into a river. Nobody 


discovered their crime except the young doctor who signed the death 
certificate, and Ottilie bought his silence with her beauty. She was mad for 
love of Takma at the time. Now it is late autumn sixty years after. The 
beautiful Ottilie is ninety-three, Mr. Takma is eighty-nine and Doctor 
Roelofsz is eighty-three — and they are haunted. They have lived freely 
and fully; they have been successful and important; each of them believes 
that the secret is safe. It is as though life has purposely waited until they are 
defenceless, powerless to resist or to seek forgetfulness. They are too old; it 
is time for them to die; they ought to be at rest, but like dreadfully tired 
children who are not allowed to go to bed, but must stay downstairs among 
the hateful, tormenting guests, these old, old people are kept out of their 
graves and forced to live over and over again that stormy night in Java in all 
its horror and detail. They are not right in thinking that the secret is kept. 
One of Ottilie’s sons, who was with them at the time, woke up and, standing 
in his little nightshirt on the verandah, saw what was done; his foot slipped 
in something horrible; it was his father’s blood. But he kept silence. 
Another son suspected, and a grandchild has a suspicion. Even all those of 
the family who do not know are tainted; they are marked by the crime, set 
apart by a dark stream of sensual blood which flows in their veins like the 
counterpart of that dark river, and will not let them be calm. 

In the shadow, on a high chair like a throne, her small brittle body hidden 
in the folds of her cashmere gown, her fingers, transparent, wand-like in the 
black mittens, her face a white porcelain mask, sits the old, old woman. She 
spends her days receiving the visits of her children, her grandchildren, her 
great-grandchildren, her great-greatgrandchildren — down to little two- 
weeks-old Netta: ‘a bundle of white and a little pink patch for a face, and 
two little drops of turquoise eyes, with a moist little munching mouth.’ To 
her they are all children passing and repassing before her weary old eyes, 
while all the time, over by the china cabinet, or near the door, or outside the 
window near the park railings, there is something white ... mistily rising. 

Mr. Takma comes every afternoon to sit with his old friend. He too is 
small and slender, but wonderfully keen for such, an old man, because he is 
always on his guard. His voice like a breeze, airy, light, rustling: ‘I’ve no 
appetite, child, I’ve no appetite’ is always the same. Only, sometimes in the 
middle of a conversation, his eyes grow glassy, his head falls and he drops 
asleep for a moment or two. ‘Nobody sees the inward shock with which he 
wakes.’ Very often when he is there old Doctor Roelofsz comes stumping 


up the stair on his stiff leg, his dropsical paunch hanging sideways, his bald 
pate with its fringe of ‘moth-eaten hair’ shining, and he limps into the room 
muttering his eternal: ‘Well — well — well. Yes, yes. Well-well!’ 

These are the three ancient criminals, whom life will not let go. And 
while they wait and suffer there is a kind of terrible race going on between 
the desire of the children who know and who long for the old people to die 
before the secret is discovered, and the curiosity of those who do not know 
and who burn for the secret to be revealed before the old people die. Never 
once does the dark river burst above ground, but as the year deepens to 
winter it seems to grow loud and swollen and dreadful. Then quite 
suddenly, before the year is out, Mr. Takma dies, and the old doctor, and last 
of all the old woman — and the river subsides. 

‘Old People’ is one of those rare novels which, we feel, enlarge our 
experience of life. We are richer not only for having studied the 
marvellously drawn portraits of the three aged beings, but because we have 
marked their behaviour as they played their parts against this great half- 
hoop of darkening sky. But it 1s only when we think over the various 
members of that strange family that we realize how great is our gain. New 
people have appeared in that other world of ours, which sometimes seems 
so much more real and satisfying than this one. That they have a life and 
being of their own we do not question; even that they ‘go on’ long after the 
book is finished — this we can believe. What is it then that differentiates 
these living characters from the book-bound creatures of even our brilliant 
modern English writers? Is it not that the former are seen ever, and always 
in relation to life — not to a part of life, not to a set of society, but to the 
bounding horizon, life, and the latter are seen in relation to an intellectual 
idea of life? In this second case life is made to fit them; something 1s 
abstracted — something quite unessential — that they wouldn’t in the least 
know what to do with ... and they are set in motion. But life cannot be 
made to ‘fit’ anybody, and the novelist who makes the attempt will find 
himself cutting something that gets smaller and smaller, finer and finer, 
until he must begin cutting his characters next to fit the thing he has made. 

It is only by accepting life as M. Couperus accepts it that the novelist is 
free — through his characters — to question it profoundly. 

(December 12, 1919.) 


A Post-War and a Victorian Novel 


Cousin Philip — By Mrs. Humphrey Ward 
Benjy — By George Stevenson 


Those gentle readers who fell some years ago under the fascinations of 
Delia Blanchflower, an ardent feminist, aged twenty-two, who was placed 
at her father’s dying wish under the guardianship of a still youthful, 
courteous English gentleman of caressing manners, but stamped by a 
mysterious sorrow, will find a very similar thrill waiting for them to-day in 
the person of Helena Pitstone, heroine of ‘Cousin Philip,’ an ardent 
‘modern’ aged nineteen, who was placed at her mother’s dying wish under 
the guardianship of a still youthful, courteous English gentleman of 
caressing manners, but stamped by an even more mysterious sorrow. In 
both cases the extremely beautiful young ladies resent bitterly this 
interference with their personal liberty and declare war against their 
guardians; both desire to be friendly with a gentleman who has been mixed 
up in an unpleasant divorce case, both reluctantly fall in love with the 
enemy, and both come to recognize the old, old charm of man’s strength 
and woman’s weakness. Delia, tripping on a flight of steps, falls and is 
caught by quick strong fingers; Helena, stepping out of a boat, falls and has 
the like experience. 

But in order delightfully to confound those readers who have put white 
strings in their bonnets against a second, similar wedding, Mrs. Ward gives 
her new heroine to Another. We are not satisfied. Helena ought to have 
married Cousin Philip and filled his house with the clamour of innocent 
children. She ought to have removed the pucker from that distinguished 
brow, given him back his old enthusiasm for life, and perhaps even, by and 
by, persuaded him to take up his sketching again — but it was not to be. 
What was in Mark Winnington the gentle sorrow of seeing the girl to whom 
he was engaged pine away and die becomes in the case of Cousin Philip the 
agony of a wild Bohemian wife returning to die in the Vicarage at the very 
gates of his Park, leaving a mentally defective child of whose existence he 
had hitherto been unaware. And strangely, Mrs. Ward makes us feel that the 


larger tragedy is not of her choosing; it cuts across the flowing lines of her 
book, spoiling the pattern. How much more suitable if the wife were well 
and truly dead in a foreign town, and the little boy just pathetically lame 
enough to discover in the eyes of Helena the shadow of a brooding 
tenderness! But the war, widening our horizons, demands the wider view. 

‘Cousin Philip’ is from first to last a post-war novel. As we have 
suggested, it is the story of a wild girl’s taming. For from the moment of her 
entrance, complete even to khaki leggings, driving the great Rolls-Royce 
and roundly scolding the discomfited chauffeur at her side, it is Helena 
alone who carries the book upon her radiant shoulders. She is, we are given 
most clearly to understand, the kind of girl that the war has produced and — 
what is to be done with her, in fine, now that the canteens are closed and 
there are no more wounded soldiers to fetch from the railway stations? Here 
is this dazzling, imperious creature, the living image of one of the Romney 
sketches of Lady Hamilton as a bacchante, talking slang with the ardour of 
a small boy after his first term at school, snubbing her elders, laying down 
the law, having as many ‘boys’ as she pleases, and demanding that she shall 
be told why a bad man is bad. What is to be done with Helena Pitstone, 
defying the world, crying that: 

The chauffeur here is a fractious idiot. He has done that Rolls-Royce car 
of Cousin Philip’s balmy, and cut up quite rough when I told him about it? 

No wonder Cousin Philip and the chaperone, ‘a person of gentle manners 
and quiet antecedents,’ whom he has chosen to help him, are martyrs to 
misgivings; no wonder Mrs. Ward cannot resist piling delicate agony upon 
delicate agony until we are brim full of anticipatory shudders. And then 
quite suddenly we are aware that the author is quietly laughing at her 
creation and our tremors. What is all this pother about? What is all this 
nonsense about freedom and life on one’s own? There is the good old- 
fashioned remedy ready to hand that never fails, even in the most serious 
cases — marriage and children. It will be a supreme consolation for 
distracted parents to read that their young people are just like any other 
young people. True, they have been through a trying experience at a critical 
period, but there is no reason why it should have any lasting effect. Think 
once more to Delia Blanchflower and the dreadful part she played in the 
Militant Suffrage Movement — and yet love won the day. Once they find 
the right man to look after them and are kept busy and out of mischief 
furnishing the little nest, modern women will be as safe as their 


grandmothers once they find the right partners. But suppose, we find 
ourselves asking as we lay the book aside, there should not be enough 
partners to go round? In the world of ‘Cousin Philip’ such questions are not 
asked, much less answered. 

‘We go not, but we are carried; as things that float; now gliding gently; 
now hulling violently; according as the water is either storm or calm.’ 
These words, which Mr. Stevenson quotes as a heading to Part IV. of his 
‘Benjy,’ might well be applied to the whole. In them is contained the spirit 
of the book — a something gentle that neither protests nor demands, but 
bows before the inevitable and is resigned. It is an account of the lives and 
fortunes of a country doctor and his family from the year 1859, when 
Johnnie marries his Priscilla, to 1914, when ‘Benjy,’ one of the younger 
children and now a middle-aged man, bids his favourite sister ‘good-bye’ 
the night he leaves for France. The author’s demands upon us are very 
gentle. He invites the reader to accompany him to where the little spring 
first outgushes, to follow its course over difficult stony ground to where it 
flows wide and shallow through fields of childhood, on, ever-widening and 
deepening until it breaks into many tiny rivulets that lose one another, meet 
again, part, but never again mingle. A curious mixture of reminiscence and 
quiet speculation is characteristic of the author’s style during his pious 
pilgrimage. He pauses, broods over this and that, reaches forward and looks 
backward, until we feel it would make little or no difference were we to 
read the book from the end to the beginning, rather than the common way. 
But this leisurely style has its special temptations. It affords the author far 
too many opportunities for poking sly fun at tiny incidents that will not bear 
being thus isolated, for involving them in nets of fantastical words (in 
which they quite disappear from sight) until, carried away by the amusing 
exercise, he finds it very difficult to recapture the thread of his story. 

But as long as the twelve little Ainsworth children are at home and 
running about in their father’s fields and their mother’s house, ‘Benjy’ is 
not without a certain charm. It is difficult to make the memories of an early 
childhood spent in a fine freedom from surveillance uninteresting. We like 
to hear about their special ways, to wander over the old-fashioned house, to 
be shown their secret haunts and to be told that the sheep were called Mrs. 
Flop, Mrs. Slop and Mrs. Nan. It is only when they grow older and come 
into touch with the world that Mr. Stevenson fails lamentably. The quaint, 
old-fashioned children are replaced by plain, strange young men and 


women, and the author in his effort to convince us of Benjy’s purity of heart 
pours over him such a pale flood of sentimentality that he is drowned before 
our eyes. 

(December 19, 1919.) 


Alexander Kuprin 


The Garnet Bracelet — By Alexander Kuprin 


In his introduction to this volume of short stories Mr. Lyon Phelps, 
Professor of English Literature at Yale University, has seized the 
opportunity to inform, caution, and put ‘right’ American opinion upon the 
whole subject of Russian Literature. His manner in so doing is unfamiliar to 
English readers. It makes us feel that while we read we are, like Alice, 
dwindling away in height; by the end of the first page we are much too 
young even to attend a University; by the end of the second, and especially 
when that tiny little joke is popped into our baby mouths, we are of a size to 
spell out maxims at a learned knee: 

A novel is not great simply because it is written in the Russian language, 
nor because its author has a name difficult to pronounce. 

Or: 

A slavish — no pun intended — adoration of Russian novels is not itself 
an indication of critical intelligence. 


Or: 

A pessimist is not necessarily a profound thinker, nor is uncleanness in 
itself a sign of virility. 

But surely Mr. Phelps exaggerates the extreme innocence of American 
literary opinion; he must surely be mistaken in not realizing that it has long 
cut down these modest flowers of thought with its little hatchet. 
Nevertheless even Kuprin is described in terms that remind us of those 
infantile dogmatics about the cat and the mat, and ‘run, fox, run’: ‘He soars 
and he sinks.... He is holy and he is coarse; he is sublime and he 1s flat.’ 

Between this introduction and the preface contributed by the translator, 
Mr. Pasvolsky, who is at naive pains to inform us when Kuprin is at his 
best, and why he 1s at his best, the author makes a difficult bow. But happily 
the first story, which gives the title to the book, 1s wonderfully successful, 
and so the bow is a triumphant one. ‘The Garnet Bracelet’ is a story of 
hopeless love. It tells how a poor official fell in love with the beautiful 


Princess Vera Nicolaeyna. For seven years he wrote to her, and then on her 
birthday he sent her the bracelet. At this her husband and brother interfered. 
They sought the man out, and he, after giving them to understand that he 
fully realized the impossibility of the situation, promised them to disappear. 
Next day the Princess read of his suicide. She received from him a letter 
written just before he had shot himself, expressing his happiness in having 
loved her, and begging her to ask someone to play for her, in his memory, 
the Largo Appassionata from Sonata 2, Op. 2, of Beethoven. From this old- 
fashioned plot, old-fashioned like the poor bracelet with its ill-polished 
stones, its green stone in the middle with the five deep red ones 
surrounding, there come rays of deep quivering light, and all that they 
reveal is linked together just for one moment, becomes part of the tragic 
life-story of the strangely simple man for whom ‘to love was enough.’ ‘May 
nothing transient or vain trouble your beautiful soul!’ he writes. But the life 
of the Princess is composed of what is transient and vain; the society in 
which she lives is transient and vain; real love could have no part in it. But 
being a woman her secret dream is of a love that shall fill her whole life; it 
has come near her, and now it is gone for ever. 

The other stories in the book do not approach the first. “Horse Thieves’ 
and ‘The Jewess’ are, we imagine, written under the influence of Tchehov. 
The first, which is an account of a little boy’s association with beggars and 
thieves, and contains a hideous picture of mob violence, has many a touch 
which puts us in mind of the great writer, but only to marvel, before 
Kuprin’s heaviness, at the delicacy and surety of the other. In ‘The Jewess,’ 
again, it is easy to see in what soil the idea has been nourished. But a sorry 
weed has grown, coarse, straggling, with no flower at all for all the author’s 
urging, until at last he has propped it up with an old stick of allegory which 
never for an instant deceives us. 

A word must be said about ‘An Evening Guest.’ In a letter giving a list of 
the works he considers his most successful the author places it first. This is 
very interesting, as showing the extraordinary difference between the 
Russian consciousness and ours. To us ‘The Evening Guest’ is quite 
impossible; it is very nearly absurd in its ingenuousness. One evening 
somebody knocks at the writer’s door. It sets him wondering who 1s there, 
who might be there, and how unknown is the future. He compares life at 
great length to a game of cards, and then imagines that some madman 
should hit upon the idea of a lottery of life. On an appointed day there 


would stand an urn filled with cards, one of which we must draw. And then 
what is life except this drawing of lots out of an urn of fate? And so on until 
he falls to wondering whether he will be able to make certain sounds to 
which that other person on the other side of the door will respond. Until 
finally, when we are almost inclined to call it childish, he cries, ‘Every time 
that I think of the vastness, complexity, darkness, and elemental 
accidentally of this general intertwining of lives, my own life appears to me 
like a tiny speck of dust tossed in the fury of a tempest.’ What more is to be 
said? 
(December 26, 1919.) 


The Plain and the Adorned 


The Outlaw — By Maurice Hewlett 
Evander — By Eden Phillpotts 


‘The Outlaw’ is the fifth volume of Mr. Hewlett’s ‘Sagas Retold.’ It is the 
story of how one Gisli, a quiet, peace-loving man, was forced for honour’s 
sake to take part in quarrels that were not his, to fight other people’s battles, 
and to waste all the strength and resourcefulness of his manhood in 
escaping from his enemies. For a long time he 1s successful, but there is one 
foe — and that is a spear called Grayflanks — from whom there is no 
hiding, and he comes to a tragic end. This spear had been fashioned out of a 
sword that was taken away from its lawful owner and used against him, and 
so there was a curse upon it. 

Perhaps, according to Norse ideas, it was not enough that a man should 
live snugly and peacefully as Gisli desired to do with his wife Aud. And yet 
he was by no means an idle man. Even in his very young days he was 
‘forever at work, building, smithing, quarrying, timber-felling.” When 
Norway got too hot to hold his family he made a great ship and took them 
to Iceland, and, once there, he it was who built a fine roomy house for them 
all. We should have supposed that there was place and to spare for such a 
man in a world of fighters, but he made the fatal mistake of asking no credit 
for what he did, and ‘as for his temper — it was perfect.’ It was, doubtless, 
this last characteristic that egged them on against him, for a perfect temper 
iS aS aggravating to witness as a fire that burns brisk and quiet, never 
needing the bellows or the poker, never roaring away and setting us at 
defiance or — reduced to a melancholy flutter — imploring our aid. 

In reconstructing the ancient story Mr. Hewlett has chosen to couch it in a 
style of great simplicity. He explains in a prefatory note that his version is 
based on a literal translation published in 1869 and a dramatic version 
published some thirty years later. ‘I have added nothing to the substance, 
and have left out many of the accidents, including (without exception) all 
the bad verses.’ We cannot help wishing that he had been a great deal more 
lenient with himself — that he had added materially to the substance and 


included a number of good verses. For the tale, as it stands, is so 
exceedingly plain, and the rights, murders, escapes and pursuits described 
upon so even a breath, that it is hard to believe the great, more than life-size 
dolls minded whether they were hit over the head or not. It is as though one 
hero deals another a tremendous blow that sends him crashing down like a 
tree, and as he dies he says: ‘This is a bad day for me.’ And the murderer 
replies: ‘And for me, too,’ and goes off to tell his wife: 

‘So-and-so is dead.’ 

‘Did you kill him?’ 

"Yes. 

‘Well!’ said she, and her face got red. 

This is, of course, an exaggeration, but there are passages in ‘The 
Outlaw’ which are very nearly as bald. 

There is no doubt that the very large number of words of one syllable 
help to keep the tone low. They have a curious effect upon the reader. He 
finds himself, as it were, reading aloud, spelling out the tale, and this is 
helped by such sentences as: ‘He was quiet, shy, what we call a dark horse.’ 
That ‘we’ seems to belong to a god-like world of pastors and masters who 
are explaining the dark horse to us for the very first time. The story itself is 
full of incident, but it moves us as little as a pageant without music or 
colour. True, we cannot expect these huge heroes, with their peaked 
helmets, their heavy shields and spears, to break into a dance; but were the 
horns of warm wine never tossed down to a vocal accompaniment, or did 
the ladies never sing as they served? Even in the account of the great game 
upon the ice our chief impression is of the solemnity of the participants 
rather than their skill. 

From these lean days we turn to the days full of fatness described in Mr. 
Eden Phillpotts’ new book, ‘Evander.’ The scene is Italy, and the time — 
perhaps the early spring of every year. Not the wild, boisterous early spring 
that leaps over the winter fields in England, but early spring in the South, 
and if we were not too timid to say so — in the heart of man. There is a 
moment when, stepping into the air, we are conscious that the earth is 
young again and glittering with little flowers and streams and laughter; our 
soul flies out of its hiding-place, looking for a playfellow, and it refuses to 
be nourished any longer upon serious foods. It wants to be talked to in the 
language of Fancy, and it fully expects a song or a dance, or at least a few 
verses, in the course of the smallest conversation. Modern writers for whom 


a new exercise-book means perforce a new novel look with a cold eye upon 
the creature while it is in this giddy state of exuberance, and refuse to give 
it their attention until it has sobered down; but Mr. Phillpotts has taken 
exquisite pity on it, and provided a festa where those superfluous and 
enchanting things for which it hungers are given their rightful importance. 

The story is simple. Livia, the daughter of a peculiarly engaging 
washerwoman, is married to a young woodman, Festus. One day while she 
was carrying his dinner she stopped in the forest, playing with the panisci, 
and she was attacked by wolves. The tiny creatures, who realized they 
would get no more little honey-cakes if she was eaten, urged her to call 
upon Apollo to save her. And in a moment the God of Light appeared, 
marvellously beautiful, frightened off the animals, and rescued her. But 
when she explained to him that she didn’t really worship him at all — that 
before her marriage she had worshipped Venus, and since she had adopted 
her husband’s god, Bacchus — he was extremely offended, and commanded 
her to tell her husband that he expected both of them to worship him in 
future, and ‘if you would hear more concerning me, command my servant, 
Evander, to your humble board.’ This last piece of advice nearly proved the 
undoing of Livia, for she found Evander so attractive that, after making 
Festus’ life a perfect misery, she ran away with him. Evander was an 
intellectual. Young, ardent, not unlike Apollo in looks, a great talker, and a 
man held in high esteem by the village people for his learning and his 
dignified behaviour, he was nevertheless as cold-hearted as a trout and 
totally lacking in a sense of humour. Livia bore with him as long as she 
could, then she escaped, and swimming across the lake returned to her aged 
mother’s cottage. This so infuriated Apollo that he set forth to kill her, but 
Bacchus, to whom Festus had explained the whole situation, waylaid him, 
and after a long argument dissuaded him from his purpose. Livia and Festus 
thereupon took up their life together and were happier than before. But 
Evander, although he derived some comfort from the composition of 
pessimistic verses, was left disconsolate, not because of Livia’s forsaking 
him, but because of the way the affair had gone. 

This takes place upon the borders of a lake among purple mountains 
covered with chestnut bloom and carpeted with flowers. Little baby fauns 
run in and out of the story; an oread, a minor poet, wanders through, always 
looking for somebody to whom she can recite her verses; in the moonlight 


the naiads, tired of the water springs, come down to the lake to swish and 
sing. 

But the delicate, bright atmosphere in which this enchanting book 1s 
bathed must be left for the reader to enjoy. 

(January 2, 1920.) 


Dragonflies 


Blindman — By Ethel Colburn Mayne 
New Wine in Old Bottles — By Eleanor Mordaunt 
Interim — By Dorothy Richardson 


Who can tell, watching the dragonfly, at what point in its swift angular 
flight it will suddenly pause and hover, quivering over this or that? The 
strange little jerk — the quivering moment of suspension — we might 
almost fancy they were the signs of a minute inward shock of recognition 
felt by the dragonfly. ‘There is something here; something here for me. 
What is it?’ it seems to say. And then, at the same instant, it is gone. Away 
it darts, glancing over the deep pool until another floating flower or golden 
bud or tangle of shadowy weed attracts it, and again it 1s still, curious, 
hovering over.... 

But this behaviour, enchanting though it may be in the dragonfly, is 
scarcely adequate when adopted by the writer of fiction. Nevertheless, there 
are certain modern authors who do not appear to recognize its limitations. 
For them the whole art of writing consists in the power with which they are 
able to register that faint inward shock of recognition. Glancing through life 
they make the discovery that there are certain experiences which are, as it 
were, peculiarly theirs. There is a quality in the familiarity of these 
experiences or in their strangeness which evokes an immediate mysterious 
response — a desire for expression. But now, instead of going any further, 
instead of attempting to relate their ‘experiences’ to life or to see them 
against any kind of background, these writers are, as we see them, content 
to remain in the air, hovering over, as if the thrilling moment were enough 
and more than enough. Indeed, far from desiring to explore it, it is as 
though they would guard the secret for themselves as well as for us, so that 
when they do dart away all is as untouched, as unbroken as before. 


But what is the effect of this kind of writing upon the reader? How is he 
to judge the importance of one thing rather than another if each is to be seen 
in isolation? And is it not rather cold comfort to be offered a share in a 


secret on the express understanding that you do not ask what the secret is — 
more especially if you cherish the uncomfortable suspicion that the author 
is no wiser than you, that the author is in love with the secret and would not 
discover it if he could? 

Miss Ethel Colburn Mayne is a case in point. In these short stories which 
she has published under the title of “‘Blindman’ we have the impression that 
what she wishes to convey is not the event itself, but what happens 
immediately after. That is, one might say, her moment — when the party is 
over and the lights are turned down, but the room is still left just as it was 
with the chairs in little groups, with somebody’s flowers left to wither, with 
a scrap of the paper on the floor that somebody has dropped. One might 
almost fancy that there still lingered in the air the vibration of voices and 
music — that the mirrors still held the shadows of shadows. To reconstruct 
what has happened without disturbing anything, without letting in any more 
light and, as far as possible, adding nothing — that would seem to be the 
author’s desire. But she is so fearful lest the atmosphere of her story be 
broken by a harsh word or a loud footfall that she is ever on the point of 
pulling down another blind, silently locking another door, holding up a 
warning finger and tip-toeing away until the reader feels himself positively 
bewildered. His bewilderment is not decreased by the queer sensation that 
he shares it with the author and that she would not have it less. ‘There is 
something here — something strange...’ But does she ever get any nearer 
to the strange thing than that? We feel that she is so content with the 
strangeness, with the fascination of just hinting, just suggesting, that she 
loses sight of all else. 

Mrs. Eleanor Mordaunt’s latest book, ‘Old Wine in New Bottles,’ is a 
collection of short stories likewise. But never, never could she be accused 
of dropping the bone to grasp the shadow. This is a book without a shadow, 


without — for all its obese Chinamen, foul opium dens, prostitutes, 
negroes, criminals, squalid cafés, murders at sea and lecherous Prussian 
officers — a hint of strangeness. It would be interesting to know Mrs. 


Eleanor Mordaunt’s opinion of these stories. Are they merely the expression 
of her contempt for the public taste? We cannot think so. She has catered 
for it too lavishly, too cunningly — she has even set new dishes before it 
with unfamiliar spices. But on the other hand she can hardly agree with the 
publishers’ announcement that these pretentious, preposterous stories are 
‘vibrant with the common passions of humanity.’ Let us examine one which 


is typical of them all. It is called ‘Peepers All.’ Rhoda Keyes is a girl in a 
jam factory. She is beautiful ‘with her yellow hair ... the creamy pillow of 
her neck, the full curve of her breast in the flimsy blouse, the shapely hips 
beneath the tight sheath skirt.’ She lives with her man, who is a sailor, in a 
first-floor room opposite a Chinaman’s shop. Every afternoon at five 
o’clock she comes home, strips to the waist, carefully washes herself, and 
then changes her clothes before going off for a lark in the street with her 
pals. Now it happens that the filthy fat old Chinaman can see into her 
bedroom, so every afternoon he sits looking through the blind. ‘More than 
once he put out the tip of his tongue and licked his lips; the hands lying on 
his fat knees opened and shut.’ He is not the only spectator. Unknown to 
him his two friends, Fleischmann, a German Jew, in the White Slave traffic, 
and Ramdor, a Eurasian, share the exhibition, and all three of them 
determine to seduce the innocent, careless, heedless Rhoda. They are 
repulsed, and in their anger confide in each other and arrange that she shall 
be lured to the Chinaman’s room and discovered there by her husband. But 
at the last moment her place is taken by a poor cripple, wearing her hat and 
coat, who receives the blow meant for Rhoda, and dies murmuring: ‘Greater 
love — eh, dearie me,’ ow does it go, I’ve lost a bit — but summut — 
summut o’ this sort — ter lay down ‘is life fur — fur ‘is pal.’ 

We protest that such a story, such a mixture of vulgarity, absurdity and 
ugliness, is an insult to any public that can spell its letters. 

‘Interim,’ which is the latest slice from the life of Miriam Menderson, 
might almost be described as a nest of short stories. There is Miriam 
Menderson, the box which holds them all, and really it seems there is no 
end to the number of smaller boxes that Miss Richardson can make her 
contain. But ‘Interim’ is a very little one indeed. In it Miriam is enclosed in 
a Bloomsbury boarding-house, and though she receives, as usual, shock 
after shock of inward recognition, they are produced by such things as well- 
browned mutton, gas jets, varnished wallpapers. Darting through life, 
quivering, hovering, exulting in the familiarity and the strangeness of all 
that comes within her tiny circle, she leaves us feeling, as before, that 
everything being of equal importance to her, it is impossible that everything 
should not be of equal unimportance. 

(January 9, 1920.) 


Words — Words — Words 


Responsibility — By James E. Agate 


Mr. James Agate’s new novel, ‘Responsibility,’ put us in mind of a conjurer 
whose performance we witnessed many years ago at a little tin theatre up 
country. The curtain rose upon a stage bare except for a small table. On the 
table there were an egg, a glass of water, a fan — and a pistol. The conjurer 
walked rapidly on to the stage, and without so much as a bow or a good 
evening, he seized the pistol and fired. This was by way of capturing our 
attention; our attention was caught. Whereupon, after roundly denouncing 
those of his profession whose intention it was to hold us in suspense and 
deceive us, he swore that with him there was positively no deception. What 
he proposed to juggle with lay upon the table plain to see — an egg, a glass 
of water and a fan. But ‘pray do not imagine ... he for his part absolutely 
refused to promise ... if we were fools enough to suppose ...’ Away he flew 
into rapid, extravagant speech, never pausing for one moment, but now and 
again in the thick of it, when the fun was at its highest, seizing the pistol 
and firing a shot or two. Until suddenly — down came the curtain. Up it 
rolled again. There were the egg, the glass of water, and the fan, untouched, 
unaltered. 

On page | of the introduction the hero of Mr. Agate’s novel rushes on to 
the stage and seizes the pistol. On page 2 he cries: ‘I hate to hold you, sir, in 
suspense: a dénouement which depends upon the element of surprise is 
essentially a disappointment at the second reading — and who is the writer 
who will be content with a single taste of his quality? ... So I lay my cards 
on the table. They consist of a sorry hero, a mistress adored and abandoned, 
and ason ... 

And then — away he flies through forty-four pages of introduction 
plentifully sprinkled with pistol shots — faster and faster, until on page 339 
down comes the curtain, the performance is over, and there are the cards 
lying on the table — the sorry hero, the mistress adored and abandoned, the 
son — untouched, unaltered. 


Well, what matter? Is not this soliloquy brilliant enough positively to 
exhaust our capacity for attending? What should we have done if, plus the 
pistol shots, Mr. Agate had juggled with a plot as well? Nevertheless we are 
left with the queer suspicion that there is some deception after all. We are 
not his enemies, neither are we dumbfounded and dismayed by the 
excessive novelty of his opinions, nor can we discover any need for him to 
exhort us to ‘calm yourselves, good readers.’ Why, then, does the hero think 
it necessary to shout so loud, to be so defiant, so sure we are bound to 
disagree with him, so scornful whether we do or whether we don’t, so eager 
to shock us, so determined to stand no nonsense from us — why does he, 
in fine, protest so much? 

This manner of his sets us wondering what it is all about — what it all 
amounts to. It sets us searching for the real Edward Marston without his 
table and his audience. If we were led to expect no more than entertainment 
our search would not be justified, for there are parts of ‘Responsibility’ 
which are entertainment of a very high order; but the author, if we read him 
aright, flies a great deal higher. His hero is not content to take life as it 
comes; he goes towards it urgently, loving, hating, wanting ‘to know a 
million things,’ but accepting nothing. It is never merely a question of 
Edward Marston living in Manchester in the ‘nineties; it is the case of 
Edward Marston v. The Universe. It is a brave theme, but the author’s 
treatment of it is a deal too confident to be successful. He cannot resist his 
hero’s passion for display. And this passion is so ungoverned that we cannot 
see the stars for the fireworks. 

(January 16, 1920.) 


The Stale and the Fresh 


All Roads Lead to Calvary — By Jerome K. Jerome 
Invisible Tides — By Beatrice Kean Seymour 


‘All Roads Lead to Calvary’ is another novel. It is not more; it is one of 
that enormous pile of novels.... ‘Are they fresh?’ ‘Yes, baked to-day, 
Madame.’ But they are just the same as those that were baked yesterday and 
the day before — and the day before that. So much flour, a sprinkle of 
currants, a smear of sugar on the top. Melancholy, melancholy thought of 
all those people steadily munching, asking for another, and carrying perhaps 
a third one home with them in case they should wake up in the night and 
feel — not hungry, exactly — but ‘just a little empty.’ 

Joan Allway comes to London to be a journalist. She meets a great many 
people. She has an immediate success, first with a series of articles on Old 
London Churches and then with Sermons, which are published every 
Sunday in a famous paper, the editor making it a condition that her 
photograph appears at the head of each. For she is a great beauty. She falls 
in love with a married man who may well be Prime Minister one of these 
days, if the breath of scandal never blows him into the mire. He turns to her 
for help, for with all her beauty and womanliness she has a Man’s Mind. 
And then, because his pitiful wife, who paints her face and wears a wig and 
tries to smoke cigarettes, attempts to poison herself, so that her husband and 
Joan may be happy, Joan makes the great sacrifice. Comes the war. Again 
she loves — this time the editor who found her ‘Old London Churches’ had 
the Stevensonian touch. She is a nurse. She goes to France. She cuts off her 
hair and puts on man’s uniform and really sees what a front-line trench 1s 
like. And comes home, and is found by the editor turned airman, “beneath 
the withered trees beside the shattered fountain.’ Here is the last mouthful: 

‘Perhaps you are right,’ she admitted. ‘Perhaps that is why He made us 
male and female: to teach us to love.’ 

A robin broke into a song of trrumph. He had seen the sad-faced ghosts 
steal silently away. 


Mrs. Seymour’s first novel, ‘Invisible Tides,’ is of a very different 
quality. It has its weaknesses, but it is full of feeling. If the author were not 
so conscious that she is writing a novel, she would be a great deal more 
successful. She is over-anxious to fit all together, to explain, and to make us 
part of that little world which she has found so passionately interesting. The 
early part of the book, which describes the childhood of the hero, Hilary 
Sargent, and of the heroine, Helena, is, to our thinking, unimportant. Hilary 
is quite a nice little boy, and his mother, telling him about the man who 
wrote ‘Treasure Island,’ is an attractive mother, but even the tragedy when 
this same gay young mother drowns herself does not really affect the later 
life of Hilary. As to Helena’s childhood, it is the familiar childhood of our 
young person who is shaping to be a heroine. She is “not understood’; she is 
‘difficult’; her mother wishes she were more like other girls. But when 
these two meet, in spite of Mrs. Seymour’s leaning towards sentimentality, 
they do become individual, and we are convinced that they love each other. 
The war enters into their lives, and from this moment there is a great 
quickening of the emotion, and the description of how these two lives are 
laid waste is very moving. With the war, all the pretty, delicate, ‘quaint,’ 
fanciful flowers that grow too thickly in Mrs. Seymour’s garden and that 
she is far too ready to make into garlands wherewith to adorn her pages, are 
withered. We feel it is unbearable for her to see them gone, but we assure 
her that the hardy roots which remain are those she ought to cultivate. 

(January 16, 1920.) 


Amusement 


Sir Limpidus — By Marmaduke Pickthall 


‘Come hither, all who love a merry jest!’ cries the small boy who discovers 
that Limpidus Fitzbeare has made no end of an ass of himself. His words 
might be taken as Mr. Marmaduke Pickthall’s advice to his readers while he 
unfolds, with immense gusto and high spirits, the tale of one whose success 
in life was the result of his quite remarkable talent for doing and saying the 
asinine thing. And the asinine thing is, in this connection, the right thing, 
the sound thing, the kind of thing which stamped an Englishman as superior 
to the whole rest of the world, as a being whose life was divided (and 
rightly divided) between enjoying his vast preserve, England, and keeping 
the foreigner, the outsider, and the man whom one did not know, in his 
rightful place. 


Sir Limpidus Fitzbeare was born at Clearfount Abbey in the ‘sixties 
under a cloudless sky, and he might be said to have basked his life through 
in the same brilliant weather. He was the heir to vast estates; his income 
was seventy thousand pounds a year, and his excellent father, Sir Rusticus, 
so ordered his constitution that by the time he came of age he was capable 
of enjoying to the full these by no means paltry advantages. From a “priver’ 
he passed to the famous old school which, in his father’s words, ‘takes the 
corners off a man and forms him on the proper pattern for an Englishman of 
our condition who doesn’t want to be stared at in the streets of London.’ 

A fellow who has not been through it is handicapped in life, especially 
one who has been brought up by women who give too much importance to 
religion.... You’ll find out what is done by people of your sort, and learn to 
do it naturally. You'll learn to put religion, art, learning and literature, and 
all such matters in their proper place, and not attach too much importance to 
qoiiieeee 

It was while there that his remarkable talent for discovering the right 
thing first pushed into the light, and, the conditions being perfectly 
congenial, grew at such a rate that by the time he was ready for Cambridge, 


it had attained to its full height. Indeed, such was its power that he became 
absorbed into it — part of it — and could not be seen, except for a moment 
or two, for its flowers and leaves and fruits. So that in spite of Cambridge, 
London, the diplomatic service, a seat in Parliament, fame, lovely women, 
and finally a place in the Cabinet, he remained the boy he was, walking in 
the middle of the street ‘with a certain swing, the chin in air, the elbows 
raised and managing a tightly-rolled-up umbrella in a certain way.’ 

Had the perfect weather continued, we see no reason why Sir Limpidus 
should not have been one of the most successful Prime Ministers England 
has ever had. But, alas! a year or two before the war the glass began to fall, 
and there was such an ugly look in the political sky, such a disagreeable 
sense of an impending storm, that he and his colleagues welcomed 
wholeheartedly the Supreme Diversion. 

Mr. Marmaduke Pickthall’s energy never flags. He carries his book along 
at a great pace, yet he misses nothing on the way that will give point to his 
story. But — time — time! Have we the time to spare for it all? Once we 
have been given the sum — once we have added it up and found it comes to 
‘Sir Limpidus’ — have we the time to go on proving and proving it, and 
finding, with a chuckle that lasts through two hundred and fifty-four pages, 
that ‘the answer is always the same’? 

We are the children of an ungracious and a greedy age. Perhaps it is not 
so much that we are difficult to amuse, but we are quickly tired. Repetition 
— the charm of knowing what is coming, of beating the tune and being 
ready with the smile and the laugh at just the right moment, no longer has 
the power to soothe and distract us. It wakes in us a demon of restlessness, a 
fever to break out of the circle of the tune, however brilliant the tune may 
be. 

(January 30, 1920.) 


Portrait of a Child 


Coggin — By Ernest Oldmeadow 


We have more than once entertained a suspicion that Mary hated her little 
lamb and could not bear the way it persisted in running after her, rocking 
along on its little grey-white legs, stopping dead for a moment, and then 
rocking along again. As to the time when it followed her to school, we 
imagine that really was the last straw, and no doubt she joined the other 
children laughing and sporting at sight of the silly little thing standing in the 
doorway with its blue bow and its mild eyes.... But of late years we have 
been called upon to play the pet lamb to so many young authors that the 
tables are turned — so much so that our bleat is become a positive groan of 
dismay when Mary or her little brother drags us off to school. And if that 
school be moreover a public school, and the child a well-fed, chubby little 
child fresh from the bosom of his upper middle-class family — if we are 
called upon to share once more the feelings of the new boy — why, then we 
are hard put to it not to turn into lions and devour our leaders. 

But Mr. Oldmeadow makes no such demands on behalf of his little hero, 
Harry Coggin, aged ten years and eleven months, son of William Coggin, 
marine-store dealer, the Canal Bank, Bulford-on-Deme. It is true Harry does 
go to school and he is a new boy, but there his resemblance to those other 
children ends. This strange, extraordinarily attractive little personality is 
Mr. Oldmeadow’s discovery, and from the moment we meet him talking to 
George Placker, we are prepared to follow him to school or anywhere he 
may like to take us. 

Coggin is an only child. His father calls himself a marine-store dealer, but 
he is in fact a rag-and-bones man, and — the time being 1851, and school 
inspectors unknown plagues — his son is more or less a working partner in 
the firm. But among the rubbish there were often torn books and papers, 
and these attracted little Coggin — so much so that he got a man at the 
sawmills to teach him to read for a shilling, paid for out of his pocket 
money of one penny a week. Having learned to read he becomes his own 
schoolmaster, and at the time he talks to George Placker at the canal-side he 


knows enough to be eligible for the Samuel Robson Scholarship which 
would admit him to the Bulford Grammar School. Placker is the leader of 
the atheists, Chartists, infidels and traitors in the town, and he determines 
that Harry Coggin shall win that scholarship to spite the governing classes 
and give the rich a fright. 

So the unprecedented thing happens. Harry enters for the scholarship; is 
examined, in the absence of the headmaster, by the rector, and, in the face 
of the most violent opposition on the part of the same headmaster and three- 
fourths of the town, the rector judges him the successful candidate. There 
follows a strange, deep disturbance in the town, and all caused by little 
Coggin, with his white face and large grey-blue eyes, his boots that are 
much too big, and his clothes that are too heavy. He is thrown by Placker 
and Company into the quiet pool, and great, widening ripples flow away 
and away from him, and are not quietened when the book ends. But it is 
Coggin who matters — Coggin, meeting the rector the morning after the 
scholarship and explaining that he taught himself writing and Latin. 

What made you skip the first declensions? ... And why did you skip the 
cardinal numbers? ... and you seem to have passed over the fourth 
conjugation of verbs. 

In his desire to be deferential Coggin rose from his seat and stood beside 
the pile of planks: 

I am very sorry, sir (he said). I could not learn the parts of the book you 
mention because these pages were torn out.... When books come to our 
yard my father lets me look at them, and if they are very old and torn I can 
keep them. My Latin grammar has no covers, but I think it would be a very 
good one if eleven pages were not torn out.... 

The novel as a whole lacks proportion. The closing scenes, with the 
rector for principal figure, are far too drawn out; they are, to our thinking, a 
grave blemish. The author throws all restraint to the winds, and indulges in 
such an outpouring of sentimentality that it is a wonder his hero is not 
submerged. But the waters do not touch him, and he remains in our memory 
a child unlike other children, a careful, solitary little figure, forlorn on the 
fringe of life. 

(January 30, 1920.) 


The Easy Path 


Full Circle — By Mary A. Hamilton 


There is no doubt that the author of ‘Full Circle’ has faced her difficult 
subject with courage and sincerity. But it is the novelist’s courage, the 
novelist’s sincerity. These are good, sound, familiar weapons which in a 
world of turn-tails and sentimentalists we cannot affect to despise, but it is 
just because her handling of them is so dexterous that we find ourselves 
wishing to Heaven that Mrs. Hamilton would throw both away and begin all 
over again without them. It is, we realise, a rude measure to propose, for it 
would mean the sacrifice of the charming composition of her novel; and 
this would not be easy for an author whose mind delights in a sense of 
order, in composing for each character and scene the surroundings that are 
appropriate and adequate to it. What is the result? The result is another 
extremely able novel, written with unerring taste and sentiment, well 
informed, interesting. ... It is a great deal better than the average novel — 
but is that enough? Just for the reason that in taking the easy accepted path 
Mrs. Hamilton has looked towards the difficult one, we say it is not enough 
and that ‘Full Circle’ is by no means the novel it might have been. 

Her difficult subject is this. Here we have the Quil-hamptons, a family of 
brothers and sisters, passionately united by the tie of blood and by their 
affection for a beautiful home. They are met together on the occasion of the 
eldest sister’s marriage, and the meeting is overshadowed by the fact that 
they realise the time has come when the ‘home life’ must end and they must 
go their various ways and risk losing themselves in life. We are made to feel 
that in their case the risk is by no means small. Spontaneous, rich, gifted, 
original creatures that they are, they are, somehow, a shade too fine for life; 
there is a doubt whether, at the last moment, the habit to withdraw, to seek 
shelter, will not prove too strong. Of them all, Bridget is the one who, the 
others feel, 1s most likely to win through and be happy. Staying with them is 
a Socialist friend of their brother Roger, one Wilfred Elstree. This strange 
creature is a herald (but against all the rules carrying a trumpet) whom life 
has sent to parley with them on the eve of the battle. Bridget not only 


listens; she goes over to him. She accepts life as her swell friend as 
personified in rough, crude, harsh, hideous, selfish Elstree. At his touch her 
blood catches fire; at his glance she swoons. They live together until he 
tires of her and throws her away, to snatch from Roger’s arms a little doll of 
a creature, and, after breaking her, to disappear for four years. On his 
reappearance he asks Bridget to marry him, but she begs him to wait for six 
weeks, and at the end of that time he is, of course, engaged to another. Now, 
if Bridget had really loved Elstree, if he had not been such an out-and-out 
ranting, roaring stage-Socialist, if their relationship had been important, and 
yet there had been in his nature some queer brutal streak, some lack of 
imagination which drove him to seek in another only the means of renewing 
himself — if Bridget had recognised this and yet won through.... But Love? 
We have a most convincing account of her physical reactions, of her 
enjoyment of him and the anguish she suffered when he left her and she 
waited for the bell to ring — for a letter — a sign — hoped and gave up 
hope. But Love? Why, on his reappearance after four years Mrs. Hamilton 
sacrifices the feelings of her heroine to a description of the room by 
firelight in which Elstree is sitting. Fatal gift of the pen, fatal sincerity of 
the novelist! How can we believe in Bridget unless we have the whole of 
her? How can we accept the fact that she did win through if we are not told 
to what? — if we are put off, cleverly, indeed, with a description of the 
fascination of London? 

We realise in writing this we are too severe upon the author, but it is her 
fault. If she did convey the impression that she might have written ‘Full 
Circle’ from within, how can we be content with her view of it from 
without? 

(February 6, 1920.) 


Promise 


Gold and Iron — By Joseph Hergesheimer 


Mr. Joseph Hergesheimer is a writer whose few books have been hailed by 
the generous critic as masterpieces of their kind. Perhaps it is owing to the 
fact that he comes from America that their praise has been more formal, 
less familiar, less — may we say? — avuncular than that which they are 
accustomed to bestow upon our very own young men. In the latter case, it is 
their habit upon the appearance of a first novel, however superb they may 
consider it, to acknowledge the fact that the writer is a young writer. “These 
young men have grown up in our midst. They have attended our schools, 
they have been to our universities and come down. While we do not dispute 
their genius for one moment, we question whether the finest flower, the 
ripest fruit is yet within our hands.’ But Mr. Hergesheimer has been allowed 
no youth. They have been to the woods for him already; they have returned 
with an armful of those strange branches that look and smell like laurel, and 
there is nothing more to be said except to say it over again. 

Nevertheless it is just this quality of ‘promise’ which we venture to think 
he possesses. It is more noticeable than ever in the stories collected under 
the title ‘Gold and Iron.’ These three stories are all most obviously the work 
of a writer who feels a great deal more than he can at present express. They 
are in form very similar. In the long, slow approach to the ‘crisis,’ he writes 
well and freely; he takes his time, one has the impression that he feels, here, 
at this point he is safe, and can afford to let himself go. But when the heart 
of the story is reached, when there is nothing left to depend upon — to cling 
to — then he is like a young swimmer who can even swim very well, 
disport himself unafraid and at ease as long as he knows that the water is 
not out of his depth. When he discovers that it is — he disappears. So does 
Mr. Hergesheimer. But watching sympathetically from the bank, we hope 
the disappearance is only temporary. 

(February 6, 1920.) 


Simplicity 


Shepherd's Warning — By Eric Leadbitter 
Eli of the Downs — By C. M. A. Peake 


The author of to-day who chooses to write a peasant novel sets himself a 
by no means easy task. We have grown very suspicious of the peasant ‘as 
he is seen,’ very shy of dialect which is half prophecy, half potatoes, and 
more than a trifle impatient of over-wise old men, hot-blooded young ones, 
beauties in faded calico, and scenes of passion in the kitchen while the 
dinner is hotting up or getting cold. The psychological novel, the novel of 
manners and what we might call the experimental novel, inspires no such 
distrust; its field is wide, there would seem to be no limit to the number of 
its possible combinations, and we have not that strange sense that the author 
has committed himself to a more or less limited and determined range of 
experiences. There is, moreover, in the latter case, no temptation to 
overemphasize the relation of the peasant to the earth; to make of him a 
creature whose revolutions are so dependent on the seasons that it is 
impossible for him to fall in love out of May, or to die except at the year’s 
end. But more difficult still to resist is the inclination to overstep the 
delicate boundary between true simplicity and false. True simplicity is hard, 
reluctant soil to cultivate, and the harvest reaped is small, but it wants but a 
scatter of seed flung broadcast over the false light soil to produce an 
appearance of richness, of growing and blowing which mocks the patient 
effort of the honest cultivateur. 


Mr. Eric Leadbitter’s latest book, ‘Shepherd’s Warning,’ is, however, an 
example of the peasant novel wherein these several difficulties are 
overcome. They cease, indeed, after the first few pages, to have any reality 
in the reader’s mind. In this extremely careful, sincere piece of work, the 
author makes us feel that he knows every step of the ground he treads, and 
that his familiarity with it prevents him from wasting time over anything 
that is not essential to the development of his story. There is not a moment’s 
hesitation; Mr. Leadbitter moves within the circle of his book, easy, 


confident, and yet in some curious way impressing us as one who is very 
reticent and not given to exaggeration. He would rather let things speak for 
themselves, and tell their own tale. What is it all about? It is the life story of 
Bob Garrett, a farm labourer, from the moment he reaches the top of the hill 
until — down, down, slowly down — he is an old man with just strength 
enough to creep into the sun and call his cat. It is an account of how his 
three orphaned grandchildren, who live with him, grow from little children 
to young people in the prime of life. It tells how little Sally Dean, whose 
father murdered his wife because she was a bad woman with wandering 
blood and wild ways, grew up with the curse on her and went to the bad 
herself, and, fascinating Bob Garrett’s two grandsons, made one marry her 
that her unborn child, by another man, might have a father. Sally is the wild 
strain in the book; the thing that can’t be accounted for, that seems to be 
good for nothing; she is the lovely poisonous weed that Bob Garrett can’t 
abide to see growing among his plants, and yet he cannot stamp it out. She 
feels herself that she ought not to be as she is; but there it is, she can’t get 
away, She can’t make herself different, she must live. And we are shown 
how little by little she is accepted, and with that acceptance she changes in 
spite of herself; she is no longer an exotic running dark and bright in the 
hedges for any man to gather. 

As the story moves, changes, deepens, gathering new life into it, and yet 
keeping the old, reaching out toward new issues, and then accepting those 
new issues as part of it, so the village, Fidding, goes through an identical 
experience. When Bob Garrett is head ploughman and the finest worker on 
the farm, it is a self-contained, solid, old-fashioned little place and remote 
even from the nearest town, Pricehurst. But gradually, like Bob Garrett, it 
becomes inadequate to the needs of the restless rising generation. They do 
not sweep it away, but they ignore it until it falls into the background, a 
small bundle of ancient cottages with nothing but the traces of their former 
pride and solidity. But what is there in New Fidding to compare with Old 
Fidding, where every man could have told you his neighbour’s garden down 
to a row of radishes, and where, in spite of their differences, they were held 
together by an implicit acceptance of life; but not of ‘the fever called 
living’? 

‘Eli of the Downs’ is another novel that has its roots in the English 
country-side, but Mr. Peake is a writer who has not yet succeeded in putting 
a rein on his ambitions. In his eagerness to make a great figure of Eli he 


cannot resist picking him out, even when he is a very small one and scarce 
more than knee high, and overloading him with all the ornaments which are 
handed down as the heirlooms of childhood extraordinary. He hears tunes, 
sees colours, has a vision in church. 

‘I did see it, grandmer,’ he ended.... 

‘And what then, deary?’ 

‘I ... don’t know. I fink ... I came back.’ 

Even though years afterwards, in a Japanese temple, his vision comes 
true, we highly suspect that ‘I came back.’ But this fault, which is apparent 
in the first pages of the book, persists throughout. The author, unlike Mr. 
Leadbitter, cannot leave his characters to speak their mind; he must speak it 
for them, and even reinforce their statements with a kind of running 
commentary and explanatory notes which are very tiring to keep up with. 
He seems, until he carries his simple shepherd overseas and sets him 
among highly embroidered scenes and persons, to expect our attention to 
flag. In that he is right, but the chief cause of our fatigue is precisely this 
habit of endeavouring to capture and recapture it. But the truth is that ‘Eli of 
the Downs’ ought to have been a short story of — certainly not more than 
five thousand words. We do not wish to be unkind to Mr. Peake; but we 
wish he would be a little less kind to himself, wish that he would slay a 
great many of his sheep and let us have one uninterrupted view of the 
shepherd. 

(February 13, 1920.) 


Orchestra and Solo 


Peter Jackson — By Gilbert Frankau 
The Dark River — By Sarah Gertrude Millin 


In the old untroubled days before the Great Hunting, when London — 
Heart of Empire — still allowed her sleeping children to be served with 
meat and drink by spies, murderers, pimps and panders, before the Spirit of 
England was awake, while yet the Sea, which is England’s mother, and 
Thames, who is the father of England (‘and these twain mate in London 
Pool for all the world to see’), were the playground of youth, in — let us be 
honest — the stale old days before 1914, Peter Jackson was a cigar 
merchant with an almost passionate interest in cigarettes, and Patricia, his 
wife, was his pal. Not more than that? Reason cried (for she was the 
daughter of Dr. Heron Baynet, brain specialist, Harley Street, who had 
taught her to think): ‘Is not that enough?’ Instinct whispered ‘No.’ They had 
three thousand a year, a house in Lowndes Square, five servants, two 
children, a governess. Life was made up of family parties, theatre-going, a 
summer holiday, mornings at home and afternoons at the skating rink, and 
yet — and yet — all was not well with Patricia. She was thirty, and she 
wanted something more. As for Peter, he was too absorbed in business to 
think of Life. He thought in terms of cigars, he dreamed in cigarettes. It was 
not that money gud money mattered so much — it was that Peter Jackson 
could not bear to be a failure. “Weaklings to the wall, to the strong man the 
fruits of his brain....’ 

But while Patricia, still unaware of matehood denied, wondered, and the 
tide in Peter’s affairs rose and rose, the “Beasts in gray, murder, rape and 
plunder in their swinish eyes,’ came out of their lair and roared so that 
civilization might hear. For a month and three days Peter Jackson refused to 
answer the ‘eternal Questioning,’ tried to ignore ‘the khaki blossoming now 
like a brown flower at every street corner.’ But one evening, after dinner, 
after telling his wife a little of what giving up the cigarettes would mean to 
him, he made her see— ‘her eyes kindled at the prospect’ — that he must 
go. And from that moment Patricia’s problem was solved, her cup was full 


and brimming. For now she loved him utterly, beyond friendship. ‘At a 
word she had become his mate, his woman to do with as he would.’ But 
from Peter Jackson these things were hidden. 

On the strength of having been at one time Corporal Jackson of the Eton 
Dog-potters Peter got a commission, and gradually, with a man’s job to his 
hand, the city faded. He became absorbed in the care of his men. 

... These men! For of the officers one does not write. The well-educated, 
the well-off, the comfortable classes must needs defend the country from 
which they draw their riches and their education, and he who did not do it 
— voluntarily, without compulsion or fear of compulsion — whatever his 
fancied responsibilities to his profession, to his business, to his house, to his 
women or his children, is surely anathema maranatha, the moral leper, the 
pariah among his kind.... 

Can we not hear, dear reader, an echo of the applause which the Peters 
and Patricias of that time would have lavished upon such words? 


Nevertheless, throughout the year’s training before he left for France, 
Peter was troubled by business; there was a big drop on the cigars, and, 
bitterer still, the cigarettes had to go. Patricia saw his suffering. 

She suffered, and suffered damnably.... She even grew to resent her own 
children, their perpetual ‘Daddy’s going to France to kill Germans.’ But 
neither the mate nor the mother in Patricia flinched as pal or as playmate; 
she did her duty, laughter on her lips, gold head high. 

Mr. Gilbert Frankau has called his novel a romance of married life. But 
why not of war — dreadful, bloody, glorious, stinking, frightful, 
magnificent war? The middle of his novel is, if one examines it, nothing but 
a roaring hymn in praise of killing, for killing is the Job of Jobs. True, poor 
bloody Tommy was blown to bits, men went mad, died in their thousands, 
filled the lamentable night with their shrieks and groans, but according to 
Mr. Frankau they died a man’s death, and little children to-day, who look 
with wistful eyes upon their father’s sword, may be taught to hope. 

His hero came out of it with shell shock, neurasthenia, the fear of 
consumption, a broken man, enfin — but only for the time. In the country 
house that Patricia had ‘made’ for him, thanks to Heron Baynet, brain 
specialist, he soon recovered, and, cigars and cigarettes thrown to the 
winds, fell in love with his wife. The war had been unto him and unto that 
woman whom he took for his mate a cleansing fire. And (courage, mes 


enfants, courage) in a vision that comes to Peter’s cousin God promises 
that: 

Never while earth endured would the Beast utterly perish: for God had 
created the Beast [Germany] even as he had created Man [the Allies] to 
subdue the Beast. Without this menace of the Beast, man’s finest attribute 
— the very manhood of him — would atrophy. He would become flabby, 
emasculate; and in his flabbiness he would perish.... 


Well, Mr. Frankau knows his public and we know it too. ‘Peter Jackson’ 
will go the round of that vast family the Hun-Haters, and the men will say: 
‘Stout chap, that writing fellow,’ and the women: ‘My dear, it is too 
marvellous for words — it brings all the old thrill back again.’ But we find 
ourselves wishing that he had kept his talent in a napkin rather than put it to 
such uses. 

To read ‘The Dark River’ is, after so much wind and brass, to listen to a 
solo for the viola. Running through the book there is, as it were, a low, 
troubled throbbing note which never is stilled. Were that note more 
deliberate — not louder, or more forced, but, musically speaking, firmer — 
it would be a great deal more effective. This low, throbbing note is essential 
to Mrs. Millin’s novel; and we must be very certain it is there, for though 
the story plays above and below it, that which gives it significance and 
holds our attention is the undertone. Perhaps a novel is never the novel it 
might have been, but there are certain books which do seem to contain the 
vision, more or less blurred or more or less clear, of their second selves, of 
what the author saw before he grasped the difficult pen. ‘The Dark River’ is 
one of these. Very often, when Mrs. Millin just fails to make her point, we 
feel it is not because she does not appreciate the point that is to be made, 
but because she is so aware of it herself that she takes it for granted on the 
part of the reader. It is a fascinating, tantalizing problem, how much an 
author can afford to leave out without robbing the characters of the 
‘situation’; but that is not quite Mrs. Millin’s difficulty; she has rather 
misjudged a little what she has ‘put in.’ 

The scene of the novel is South Africa, and the first nine chapters 
describe the life of John Oliver, diamond digger. It may seem, as the story 
unfolds itself and 1s found to be not so much concerned with John Oliver as 
with the Grant family, and Alma Grant in particular, that these chapters are 
disproportionately long, but Mrs. Millin knew what she was about when she 


wrote them. They give a sudden view of a country and of an experience 
that the Grants could not understand, even though they lived in its very 
midst. But the heart of the book is Alma Grant and how she, who seemed so 
made for life, somehow just missed life, just missed the fineness of 
everything. This girl waiting, at first because she could so well afford to 
wait — the best was bound to be kept for her — and then gradually 
realizing that, after all, others had pushed in front of her, they were 
choosing and taking and sharing, until there was nothing for her — nothing 
but Van Reede — is an unusual and fascinating character. 
(February 20, 1920.) 


Mystery and Adventure 


The Death of Maurice — By Barry Pain 
The Ancient Allan — By H. Rider Haggard 


In the publishers’ announcement which accompanies ‘The Death of 
Maurice’ there is a suggestion that the reader may well be surprised to find 
that a humorist is capable of writing a really well-designed and cleverly 
worked-out mystery novel. But we should have thought that humorous 
writing depended almost entirely for its success upon the author’s sense of 
design, and his ability to give it adequate expression. He, of all writers, 
cannot afford to leave anything en /’air, anything to the imagination, for it 
is not to the imagination that he makes his appeal, but to the reader’s sense 
of fancy and delight in invention. With all due respect we might liken him 
in the world of letters to the music-hall artist in the theatrical world, whose 
performances appear to be spontaneous, accidental almost, whereas there is 
not an action, movement, glance which is unrelated to the expert whole. 

‘The Death of Maurice’ is a very good example of the high level of Mr. 
Barry Pain’s technical accomplishment. From the opening chapter it might 
almost be said to ‘play itself,’ so easy and sure is the author’s touch, and yet 
he has guarded against monotony by giving us a great deal more of real 
characterization than is usual in such stories. Who killed Maurice Carteret 
is never a tragic question; it is not even a startling one. A moment or two 
after his death, his friend, while he waited for the man-servant to fetch the 
police, heard, beyond the garden, someone playing the flute — a fragment 
of ‘Solveig’s Song.’ It was a still, clear night. Maurice lay dead on the 
garden path, and then there came the sound of the flute. Who killed Maurice 
Carteret? Who could it be playing the flute? It is not that these questions 
seem to fall hard on one another in the mind of the reader; but they seem to 
be of precisely equal importance and interest. They suggest that there is, in 
either case, a little problem to be solved, and, if you are sufficiently 
interested in human nature to care to study the widely different reactions of 
a certain circle of people to either of these questions ... ‘come with me, 
dear reader,’ says Mr. Barry Pain. 


Thus, very cleverly, the author keeps us in two minds. While we 
accompany him on his search he presents each character in so intriguing a 
way that we forget what we are after until, the moment our curiosity is fully 
aroused, we are made aware that, after all, our real business is to find the 
murderer. Is the murderer ever really found? And who was it, finally, who 
played the flute? Some readers will find a perfectly satisfactory answer to 
both these questions, but others will be left wondering. 

‘The Ancient Allan,’ Sir Rider Haggard’s new novel, is a far simpler 
variety of the pastime novel. It opens on a familiar note: 

Now, I, Allan Quatermain, come to the weirdest (with one or two 
exceptions perhaps) of all the experiences which it has amused me to 
employ my idle hours in recording here in a strange land, for after all 
England is strange to me. 

This is the kind of thing to settle down to when the destination is 
Devonshire, if it is not Cornwall; but, alas! it needs — it dreadfully needs 
— the flying interruptions outside the carriage window — the mysterious 
interruptions of people’s sandwiches — the indignant emotion aroused by 
the tea-basket, and the blissful sight of the train making a great scallop 
round the blue edge of the sea — to enable us to swallow such a very dusty 
dose of ancient Egypt. 

Here is battle, murder and sudden death, wheels within chariot wheels, 
villains and heroes and black slaves, who in their land were kings; here is 
the mighty battle with the crocodile, the torture of the boat — all the 
ingredients that once upon a time, only to get a whiff of, knew us hungry. 
But nowadays, to read of how one was placed in an open boat and another 
boat put on top, so that only the head and hands remained outside — to be 
launched on a river and allowed to linger — awakes no response in us at all. 

(February 27, 1920.) 


A Party 


Uncle Lionel — By S. P. B. Mais 


Has it ever happened to the reader to be ushered into a room where there are 
a large number of persons who know one another so well, so incredibly 
well, who are upon such charming, familiar terms that he would imagine 
they had been at one golden time all babies together in a common nursery, 
leaping about in the firelight while good Nanny prepared their baths? It is 
not the most comfortable experience for the stranger. Man may be an 
adaptable creature, but to slough off a skin, acquire a protective colouring, 
equip himself with a hood and sting or velvet paws, is not an affair of five 
minutes. The only possible adjustment in the circumstances is to adopt an 
air of keen animation and plunge — listening, taking it all for granted, 
knowing it all inside out. The reader to whom this has happened will 
remember, perhaps, how he smiled until he felt himself in yellow stockings 
cross-gartered; how, finally he was conscious of that air of animation 
withdrawing from him, beam by beam, until it set in his bosom like a 
declining sun. 

‘Uncle Lionel’ puts us in mind of this experience, but with the difference 
that this time we are buttonholed by the person who really does know more 
about everybody else than they could know about themselves, though he is 
for ever telling us in the same breath that this world is not his world any 
more than it is ours. This estrangement is valuable because it frees him 
from the necessity of explaining ‘why.’ These are the facts — make of them 
what you please — and if you must have a Kaiser to hang, there is always 
the modern spirit lurking over there in the corner and calling the tune. 

So we find ourselves in the midst of Patricia and Michael and Joan and 
Renton and Phyllis and Wreford and Héléne and Trefusis, and where they 
met each other or how long they have known each other we cannot make 
out. Suffice it that they are all talking at once and squabbling and going off 
with one another, and falling in and out of love for no earthly reason we can 
discover. There is no plan and Michael and Patricia are only more 
prominent than the others because they are more extravagant. Who is 


Patricia? A collection of ugly, shrewish, slangy remarks delivered at 
Michael, who adores her, and has the habit of disappearing — to be 
discovered by Uncle Lionel in surroundings that are of a decidedly Russian 
blend. But they have no more body or soul than the rest of their ‘set.’ Again 
we find ourselves wondering at the author’s patience — nay, it is more than 
that — at the ease with which he can amuse himself, for that he is roundly, 
soundly amused from cover to cover is plain to see. For him there are still 
traces of dew upon the old story of innocent little Phyllis taken to Brighton 
by the villain, only to find out at the last possible moment that his bedroom 
key is the same as her bedroom key. It is sorry fun to watch Mr. Mais 
gathering this shop-soiled old flower with quite an air and putting it in his 
pages. But we should have been prepared by the remark of a minor heroine 
a little earlier: 

‘Helene,’ snorted Beatrice, ‘do preserve some sense of decency.’ 

‘But I shall. We’ve thrashed it all out. We’re going to have strings and 
strings of babies....’ 

It is a nice question which of these two emotional moments is the more 
faded. 

But come, let us slip away. The party is still going on. The party is going 
on for ever; but so, thank God, are the sky and the moving sea. 

(February 27, 1920.) 


On the Road 


Pilgrims of Circumstances — By G. B. Burgin 


‘Pilgrims of Circumstances’ is Mr. Burgin’s fifty-ninth novel. We have not 
read the fifty-eight which preceded it, but, if we may judge by this one, the 
author is not concerned with anything more serious than to amuse, or, 
perhaps it were truer to say, to distract his readers. For a long acquaintance 
with pastime novels forces us to make the distinction between amusement 
and distraction. By far the greater number of them aim at nothing more 
positive than a kind of mental knitting — the mind of the reader is grown so 
familiar with the pattern that the least possible effort is demanded of it, and 
yet this ravel of wool is just enough to keep one from facing those grim 
uncomfortable creatures who are only too ready to stare one out of 
countenance. 

O Life! why is it that so many of thy children are homeless, for ever 
doomed to have a little time to spare between the stages of the tedious 
journey? What can they do? They cannot spend the time staring out of 
windows. Is there nothing to go to see or hear or buy? Are there no books? 
Up and down the miles and miles of bookstalls range the uneasy travellers. 
There are so many books that the cities are darkened, the country is buried, 
the sky is blotted out by them. And somewhere on the shelves there are Mr. 
Burgin’s fifty-eight novels, and a hand hovers, slipping in the fifty-ninth. 

‘It must be wonderful to write novels,’ says somebody. ‘It must be the 
most wonderful feeling, even if you don’t take it desperately seriously, to be 
able to sit down and first create a small world of your very own, where 
anything can happen that you choose to let happen, where the most 
enchanting beings can meet one another. There needn’t be a soul in it whom 
you don’t want; you can just, being God, remove people by one of those 
dreadfully unfair “Acts of God.” I think the moment you sit down to a fresh 
notebook and decide whom you’ll have and where you'll put them must be 
more thrilling even than sitting down to a Bulb Catalogue....’ Well, let us 
see whom Mr. Burgin, after fifty-eight essays, has chosen: ... the comic 
landlady, the swearing parrot, the ranting old actor roaring of Shakespeare 


and whiskey glasses, the handsome young man whom the bright girl loves, 
but whom the reckless beautiful woman, married to a brute of a husband, 
adores. 

... ‘Mrs. Pipples, I’m not sure, but I think I’m on my legs again.’ 

‘I’m glad to hear it, sir. And though I’m a widow woman as says it, you 
don’t offen see such legs as yours, sir.’ 

Polly screaming another comprehensive oath that would have 
delighted the soul of a buccaneer. 

... Said the Wreck sarcastically ... ‘I have a devilish thirst upon me 
which is but partially slaked.’ 

... She turned for a moment, faced him, then walked slowly down the 
mossy path, an occasional sunbeam filtering ... upon her beautiful face and 
equally beautiful hair. 

. ‘Take me away from him. I would be your slave, your mistress, 
anything to get away from the awful degradation of my present life.’ 

Breathes the reader who, furnished with these quotations, could not 
imagine ‘Pilgrims of Circumstance’ for himself? But that is not the 
question. Come, let us begin at the beginning and go on to the end, and then 
stop. Let us discover that there are even two comic landladies and the 
second is called Mrs. Wanks, and she lives at daggers drawn with Mrs. 
Pipples. Let us hear how the parrot uses ‘un’oly langwidge’ to the butcher. 
Softly — softly, dear reader, and perhaps by the time we have finished, and 
if we are still waiting, Mr. Burgin will have made the grand choice again, 
and his sixtieth volume will be ready for our empty hands. 

(March 19, 1920.) 


‘My True Love Hath My Heart’ 


A Man's Honour — By Violet M. Methley 


Underneath the price of this novel there is a blue hand sinister pointing to 
the words: ‘Read first turn-over of over.’ We are obedient, and here is the 
cream: Valentia Garland, misunderstanding husband, follows him England, 
Ceylon. Native rising; hunted like wild animals in tropical woods by native 
prince; end, happiness cost sister’s life, heroic self-sacrifice. Fine story 
finely told, great ability, tense situations, thrilling, grim, interesting.... 

What is the misunderstanding between Valentia and Charles? In seeking 
for the answer we are confronted once again by the Law by which all 
popular novelists are governed, and it is — whatever comes in at the door, 
let the door but be shaken, the handle rattled, a voice heard without — Love 
flies out of the window. It would seem there is no other adventure in life but 
hunting the sweet terrible boy. Shall we be amazed then if one or the other 
of his captors, their first fine fatigue over, tiptoes to the window and softly 
opens it? Alas! we are so far from the world of faéry to-day that the only 
satisfactory ending to our stones is— ‘they lived unhappily ever after.’ 
They never became King and Queen and lived in the castle beyond the blue 
mountains. Always, at the last moment, some happy accident awakened his 
suspicions or hers, and away flew Love and the chase began all over again. 

Who of us can believe that Valentia Garland, cutting roses in the old- 
world garden, singing ‘in a low, sweet voice’ the old-world song, blushing 
and burying her face in the flower-filled basket, regardless of possible 
thorns in the old-world way, was only terrified by that sharp report like the 
crack of a whip shattering the peace of the afternoon? She never for a 
moment feared anything but the worst. 

His heart in me keeps him and me in one, 

My heart in him his thoughts and senses guide. 

The words, she felt, described exactly what she and Charles were to each 
other, and then ‘bang’ and she rushed into the parlour to find her husband 
and her sister struggling together for the possession of the newly-fired 
revolver. What had happened? Little shrill hysterical Letty cried that 


Charles had tried to kill himself. Is that true? He will not say ‘Yes,’ and he 
will not say ‘No.’ Then, of course, it is true. 

‘Don’t you understand that I would rather have found you dead — yes, 
rather that! — than know you to be so utterly callous — utterly heartless, as 
you are!’ 

Any woman a shade less blissfully married might, at least, have asked her 
husband if he were unhappy or had lost his fortune, but there were too many 
roses in Valentia’s garden, and so she flings the window open and out flies 
Love. 

Charles’s regiment is ordered to Ceylon. Before he leaves he feels it his 
duty — after all, he is her husband — to explain to Valentia that he was not 
trying to commit suicide; it was Letty. Oh, her burning scorn that he should 
try to shield himself behind a helpless girl! There is nothing to be done but 
to let him go to Ceylon without so much as ‘good-bye,’ and when he is 
gone and Letty has explained that his story was the true one, to follow him 
there and ask his pardon. But by the time she arrives at Colombo, Charles 
has gone with an expedition to Kandy, and by the time she has followed 
him there he has met with a femme fatale, and as Valentia raises the curtain 
over the door of his room he stoops to kiss ‘the smiling provocative lips.’ 
As if this were not enough, at this point the native prince enters upon the 
scene and begins his evil, unsleeping pursuit of her; and then, until the end 
of the book, we are in the thick of horrid native warfare, grim enough in all 
conscience, culminating in a hideous massacre and a_ blood-curdling 
description of death by the elephant. At the darkest hour the native prince 
demands that Valentia shall be given him and Charles set free as payment. 
But Letty goes instead, kills herself before the Old Spider has caught her, 
and before Charles, rushing into the Private Apartments, kills him. 

And as, no doubt, always happens, with the dead still unburied, the 
‘indescribable’ horrors scarcely a day old, Valentia and Charles shut the 
door and shut the window again, and vow that they and Love shall dwell 
together until.... 

(March 26, 1920.) 


Short Stories 


The Clintons, and Others — By Archibald Marshall 
The Surrender, and Other Happenings — By Mary Gaunt 
A Bit at a Time — By Dion Clayton Calthrop 


In our infant days we never thought to charge the teller of the story with 
being in league with the Dustman. They were two separate visitors, and the 
former was our friend, and the latter, who never failed in coming, was our 
enemy, but a gentle enemy. True, the teller of the tale always saw him 
coming long before we did, and informed us it was no use ‘going on’ ages 
— it seemed — before the soft poppy-dust descended. Still, we imagined 
that he hated to be overtaken as much as we did, and was trying his utmost, 
as we were, to ward off the fatal blow. 

But with ‘The Clintons’ Mr. Archibald Marshall is Dustman to his own 
stories. They flow along so gently and so smoothly that the reader’s mind is 
put to sleep, and asleep it stays while one episode merges into another. 
There is not a single jar or jolt in the whole book; there is not even an angle 
or a sharp outline. All is gently blurred as though we floated at twilight on a 
placid river through venerable English meadows, with many an ancient 
home of England half-glimpsed through the trees. For Mr. Marshall takes an 
especial delight in lingering over the mildly exquisite problems of family 
pride and family tradition, in tracing the fine inevitable line that divides 
your aristocrat from your common man, and in noting with almost a 
sympathetic shiver of apprehension what must happen when that line is 
invaded. ‘Kencote,’ ‘In That State of Life,’ ‘The Squire and the War,’ all 
belong to this kind; and even ‘Audacious Ann’ depends for its full success 
upon the fact that the little lady is high-born. The other two stories — one 
about a builder and the other about a disappointed bookkeeper — are so 
subdued in tone, we gain the impression that the author is determined to 
keep them in their place. He is lenient with them because they are poor, 
plain folk; the builder is not to blame because he puts up ‘abominations of 
desolation’ where the old houses used to stand — he knows no better; and 


the meek bookkeeper, sorrowing over one blot on the fair page of the great 
ledger, is a pitiful example of the ‘small man’ ... ‘Thus the stream glideth.’ 

Far different is the climate of ‘The Surrender, and Other Happenings.’ In 
these exciting stories it is not only we who are kept awake; the characters 
sleep at their peril. If they are not fighting snow, there is a pack of timber- 
wolves, or an African swamp, or a mob of furious Chinamen or a horde of 
savages to be overcome. Mrs. Gaunt’s method is — more or less — to think 
of an extraordinary background, double it, add one man, multiply by one 
terrible danger, keep on multiplying, subtract all possible means of escape, 
draw a line, add one absolutely unexpected means of escape and one sweet 
gentle girl. The result is extremely readable, for the author is far more 
interested in the surroundings of her stories than in the characters 
themselves — and so are we. 

... Forty-five degrees below, perhaps it was more than forty-five degrees 
below, and he spat because he had read somewhere that spittle would crack 
as it hit the ground at fifty degrees below. But there was a sharp little sound 
almost under his nose, and he stood still for a second. It had cracked in the 
air! What did that mean? Nanook looked up at him gravely.... 

If such trimmings as these be provided the plainest of plain stories will 
content us. But does it really matter so little whether one loses one’s toes or 
whether one doesn’t? Mrs. Gaunt’s heroes seem to shed them as light- 
heartedly as the Pobbles. 

Mr. Dion Clayton Calthrop has chosen a happy title for the finest, best 
assorted tales contained in ‘A Bit at a Time.’ One cannot see the play for 
the chocolate box, but he must be a sweet-toothed reader who does not 
quarrel with the quality of the sweets, or who does not find the row of war- 
time specialities positively nauseating. Here is a small ‘humorous’ sample 
from the diary of an American airman: 

If ’'d found a Hun then I’d have boiled him alive in bread sauce and 
trussed him with red-hot skewers, tied him down to a white ants’ nest and 
put a jug of water out of his reach. 

Another shake of the box produces the war-time bride: 


If you had put a pink rosebud to bed in silk handkerchiefs and put golden 
foam for hair, and a crumpled leaf for a hand, you could get nothing fairer. 

It is the confectioner’s mystery that, though the one should be so hard 
and the other so soft, the flavour of both these samples is identical. 


(April 2, 1920.) 


Two Modern Novels 


An Imperfect Mother — By J. D. Beresford 
Two Sisters — By R. H. Bretherton 


Mr. Beresford and Mr. Bretherton, two of our more thoughtful writers, 
turning from the crowded noisy town where everybody knows everybody 
else, and there is not a house to be had or even a room that is bare of 
associations, turning equally from the vague outlines and spaces of the open 
country, have chosen to build their new novels in what might be called the 
Garden City of literature. It is only recently that the possibilities and the 
attractions of this desirable site have been discovered by the 
psychoanalysts, and the houses are still scattered and few, but there is no 
doubt as to its dawning popularity with the novelists. They do not seem to 
mind the chill hygienic atmosphere of a Garden City; the gardens in which 
poor Adam and Eve never could find a hiding-place from the awful eye of 
God or man; the asphalt roads with meek trees on either side standing up, as 
it were, to an ‘artistic’ dance; the wire receptacles ready to catch the orange 
or banana peel of some non-resident savage, and the brand-new exposed 
houses which seem to breathe white enamel and cork linoleum and the 
works of Freud and Jung, which seem to defy you to find in them a dark 
corner or a shadowy stair, which seem to promise you that there never shall 
be a book upside down on the shelves or an unclaimed toothbrush in the 
bathroom, or a big summer hat — belonging to whom? — on the top of the 
wardrobe, or a box under the bed. All is ‘carefully thought out,’ ‘arranged 
for,’ all is in admirable order, and we imagine Mr. Beresford and Mr. 
Bretherton throwing open the doors of their new houses and declaring them 
ready for inspection.... 

‘An Imperfect Mother’ is an account of the youth and early manhood of 
Stephen Kirkwood, a pleasant, diligent boy whose ambition is to be a 
successful builder. His father is a bookseller; he has two sisters, one with 
spectacles and one without, and his imperfect mother is an artist. She plays 
the piano, she has a charming talent for telling little stones, and she is — we 
are told — gay, laughing, beautiful in a way that shocks the staid cathedral 


city of Medboro’. Up to the time the story opens she and Stephen have 
been, it 1s suggested, all in all to each other, but now she has fallen in love 
with the organist and her heart is divided. Stephen, too, smiled upon by the 
fourteen-year-old Margaret Weatherby, feels the stirring of a new affection, 
and thus it happens that when his mother puts his loyalty to a final test he 
fails her and she runs away from home. It is only later that we realize the 
significance of the scene when Stephen follows her, begs her to come back 
— and she laughs. Her cruel, hysterical laughter shocks him profoundly, 
and she lets him go. 

Seven years pass and Stephen, highly successful in the building trade, is 
sent up to London to supervise a £150,000 job on the Embankment. There, 
in his loneliness, he seeks out his mother, and relations of a kind are 
renewed. But at the very moment of their meeting Margaret Weatherby 
reappears and again smiles.... There is a repetition of the old conflict under 
a new guise. His mother, again on the point of running away, turns to him; 
but this time he is in love, and this time when he shows his heart to 
Margaret, she it is who laughs hysterically, cruelly. This is not to be borne, 
and in Stephen’s despair he flings the problem at his mother. Why does he 
mind so much? Now we have the explanation. She remembers how when he 
was “a little bit of a toddling tiling’ he had got into one of his rages with 
her, and she had laughed, wildly, hysterically, cruelly, until he banged his 
head against the wall to stop her and had ‘a kind of fit.’ This has left a dark 
place in his mind, and it is this that accounts for his extreme susceptibility 
to callous laughter.... But, continuing the explanation, she tells him that the 
second time she laughed it was a sign of her despair. ‘I couldn’t keep you 
off. That laugh was the best effort to defend myself.” And — doesn’t he 
now see that Margaret’s laughter had the same meaning? He does, and his 
imperfect mother brings them together, even though she realizes that in so 
doing she loses Stephen for ever. But has she ever had him? Mr. Beresford 
does not allow us one single glimpse of their life together, in the early days, 
and in the “seven years after’ meeting there is not a trace of real emotion. At 
his mother’s demand to know why he wanted to know her we are told 
Stephen ‘plunged into essentials.’ This is a very cold plunge and, as far as 
we can see, a useless one. He brings nothing from the vasty deep. And does 
that explanation, which is intended, evidently, to warm and light up the 
whole pale book, do anything more than reveal its essential emptiness? The 


house is not furnished at all; nobody lives there. We should not be surprised 
if Mr. Beresford had written ‘To Let’ on the last page.... 

In the opening chapters of ‘Two Sisters’ the temperature 1s_ still 
depressingly low. There were two sisters; one was Ethel and one was Nell. 
Ethel was very, very good, but a prig; Nell was very, very bad and painted 
her face and waved at soldiers in passing trains, but she was not a prig. 
Ethel was married to Jim, a very architectural architect, and a modern house 
with all conveniences, but Nell was not married. ‘Oh, Nell, why are you so 
wicked?’ ‘Don’t bother me, Ethel!’ ‘You must not talk to Ethel like that,’ 
says Jim. This goes on for a long time. Then the father of the two sisters 
loses all his money, and Nell goes away to start a music school and so help 
to keep her parents in their old home, but Ethel refuses to help them 
because they will not give up the old home. ‘Can Ethel be a little cold- 
hearted?’ thinks Jim, and is ashamed of the thought. Nell, finding herself 
with a Bohemian brother and sister for partners, discovers that she is not 
really fond of wickedness. She turns over a new leaf and becomes, in no 
time, a pattern young woman. But when her female partner decamps and 
leaves her alone in the house with Leonard, Ethel interferes. 

Up to this point we have been led so gently and by such easy stages, that 
it 1S surprising to find Mr. Bretherton means to make an example of that 
priggish Ethel. Virtuous matron that she is, she refuses to believe in Nell’s 
transformation, and after accusing her of living in sin, because the same 
roof sheltered her and Leonard, Ethel ruins her sister’s character by making 
her accusations public. To the pure all things are impure, and poor Nell has 
only to return home, ill and shattered as a result of Ethel’s campaign, for the 
virtuous sister to diagnose her illness as ‘going to have a baby.’ Oh, how the 
reader hates Ethel when she makes her discovery known to her mother and 
to the family doctor, and how disappointed he is when the doctor lets Ethel 
off so lightly after all! Even Jim, the architect, when he appreciates the full 
extent of his wife’s guilt, is not really angry. He could not be angry. There 
is, aS it were, no place for him to be angry in. The author himself is in the 
same dilemma. Having placed Ethel in the Garden City and the modem 
house, he must, at all costs, keep her within bounds. And so we find 
ourselves positively ashamed of our little spurt of rage and only too ready to 
believe that Ethel will learn to be — not more charitable in future — but a 
great deal more careful! 

(April 9, 1920.) 


Butterflies 


The Black Curtain — By Douglas Goldring 


If we may know an author by the books he writes we should not hesitate in 
saying that Mr. Douglas Goldring’s hobby, enthusiasm and passion is 
collecting superficialities. He is revealed in ‘The Black Curtain’ as an 
ardent and highly successful hunter. For there are displayed in its pages not 
only all the ‘common’ ones — particularly large, fine specimens in an 
excellent state of preservation — but a complete set of those superficial 
opinions and ideas which enjoyed a brief flutter in the art circles of London 
between the years 1913 and 1920. These are the cream of the collection, 
and although we remember seeing them in a cloud over Chelsea, over 
Bloomsbury, over Soho, it does not lessen our astonishment that the author 
should have captured them so successfully, pinned them down, made of 
them such a great, brave show. His characters are compact of them. 

Here is the Russian revolutionary, with the blue eyes of a child and the 
short black beard of a fanatic, crushing strength, crushing sweetness out of 
his violin, talking of the earth as ‘my mother’s breast,’ crying the stranger 
‘friend,’ appearing and disappearing in the Russian way we have learned to 
accept, making the discovery — and announcing it — that human beings 
are like sheep, their true leaders are shepherds and their enemies may be 
compared to wolves, and plucking out of the air at the appropriate moment 
that steaming glass of tea with a slice of lemon floating in it. It says much 
for the superficiality of the hero, Philip Kane, writer, cosmopolitan, a little 
weary of Barcelona and Madrid, Vienna and Paris, that he should be at first 
glance entirely overwhelmed by Ivan Smirnoff. Years of foreign travel, 
loneliness, wrestling with and overcoming ‘inward dissatisfactions,’ and the 
development of ‘that rich inner life in which alone there was peace’ had 
left him unprepared for the encounter. They might have met in the Oxford 
train rather than the funicular from Tibidabo. ... Is it not strange that a 
‘citizen of the world’ who ‘was, he felt, equipped at all points for the battle 
to preserve his own freedom against the world’s encroachments,’ who 
believed in the ideal of human brotherhood, who was ‘rid of many early 


prejudices,’ should on the occasion of that meeting with Smirnoff ‘first, 
dimly, realize that the common people who worked with hand and brain 
were not quite so contented as, to the careless eye, they looked’? 

But Mr. Goldring is very tender to his hero and does not seem to find it 
strange at all; he leads him out of the wilderness, via Paris, into the heart of 
London. The time has come, we are given to understand, when Philip Kane 
must Jive. ‘He was filled with the impatience of the trained athlete eager to 
be put to the test’ ... Anne Drummond, her bobbed head bent over two 
boxes with the word ‘Fuller’s’ printed on them, is the first human being he 
meets among the tiresome would-be Bohemians. When the absurd pictures 
are handed round she looks up with a grin and says she likes peppermint 
creams best. But at heart she is a Socialist, an internationalist, a scarlet 
revolutionary, desperately sincere, spontaneous, ‘with a hint of fresh 
sexuality,’ longing to live for the people, to dedicate her life to the Cause, to 
go to the Venetian Ball, to smoke cigarettes. No wonder he finds her a 
‘joyous enigma.’ 

Holy matrimony and the toddling feet of a bevy of little strangers? 
Heaven forbid. The snare was too obvious. 

And so they love and are happy, except for those intervals when Philip 
ponders over the idea of ‘that monstrous figure round which the London 
pleasure-maniacs revolved ... that invisible altar on which they were 
pouring their libations of dry Monopole. When would the great idol 
become thirsty again for a salt and crimson wine?’ This, bien entendu, is the 
cue for the Great War, and he stalks on while Philip calls him ‘humbug’ and 
points the finger of scorn at indifferent England. But Anne is tossed to the 
monster, and the end of it all finds Smirnoff and our hero contemplating the 
‘red Dawn — cold, terrible, relentless, but bearing with it the promise of the 
new day.’ If the reader shuts his eyes at this point he will have no trouble in 
imagining the last superficiality. 

‘Come, my friend,’ said Smirnoff ... ‘let us rest now, for we must work.’ 

(April 16, 1920.) 


Kensingtonia 


A Remedy against Sin — By W. B. Maxwell 


The author who sets out deliberately to write a novel with a purpose must 
content himself with being a little less than an artist, a little more than a 
preacher. To accept life, and by thus accepting it to present us with the 
problem — that is not his chief concern. He is the brilliant lawyer who is 
bound to look at life from the point of view of his case — who cannot 
therefore afford to inquire into the evidence that would make the guilty less 
guilty, or, always with the success of his case in mind, to despise the 
ridiculous excess of painting the lily and throwing a perfume on the violet. 
In ‘A Remedy against Sin’ Mr. W. B. Maxwell has chosen to obscure his 
talents under a wig and gown that he may deliver a tremendous attack 
against the monstrous injustice of our present divorce laws. His description 
of the ‘typical’ upper-middle-class family, of which the heroine, Clare, is 
the younger daughter, is very skilful and amusing. As we read of old Mrs. 
Gilmour drifting through her large, desirable family residence, always 
looking for something, or wondering what she has lost or forgotten or ought 
to have remembered; as we encounter full-blown Emily, the married 
daughter with the hard laugh and chaffing ways, and all the various 
members down to Clare, the young girl, just ‘out,’ whom nobody wants — 
who fits in nowhere, we feel it could hardly be better done. It is an 
admirably painted portrait of what we might call an old-fashioned modern 
family. Then comes the adventurer, Roderick Vaughan, who makes up his 
mind to win Clare, and because she is lonely and vaguely unhappy and feels 
herself unwanted, he succeeds to the extent of her running away from home 
one afternoon and putting herself under his protection. The young man, 
trading upon the family sense of honour and horror of anything approaching 
a scandal, plays his cards so cleverly that they are forced to acknowledge 
him and to arrange for a fashionable wedding, even though he is almost a 
complete stranger and they know nothing of his past or his present and 
ignore the fact that he is vulgar, ill-bred and loud. Now, of course, comes 
the awakening for the poor heroine, and Mr. Maxwell spares her nothing. 


She is married to a beast, a bully, a torturer, and there is no escape. Up to 
this point we must admit that ‘A Remedy against Sin’ is a great deal better 
than the majority of novels. The character of Roderick Vaughan — his 
disposition, which is, as it were, a series of bounds and rebounds — the 
whole temper and feeling of the book, place it far above the average. But 
then, more or less suddenly, we are conscious of the purpose. 

Clare, from being an innocent, rather charming creature, changes into a 
martyr; she disappears, and is from henceforth a soft cheveril conscience, 
submissive to her lord, boundlessly forgiving, less than the dust, in fact, 
beneath his chariot wheels. We cannot imagine a more effectual goad to a 
bold bad man than the sight of so great meekness. The purpose becomes 
dreadfully clear. There is a child — of course there is a child — delicate, 
tender, born to wring our hearts and die. And as the book sets, the shadow 
of the Divorce Court grows larger and larger, darker and darker. Of course, 
the case is defended. Women of England — ye who have the vote — of 
course Roddy wins, and there is naught for the lily-white, white-as-snow 
Clare but to go out into the dark, a branded woman, with her innocent 
friend, a ruined man, at her side. 

But — hold! Why did Clare’s family let her marry the man? Why, having 
married, did she submit? Which was her greater tragedy — the loss of her 
innocence or seeing her name in the newspapers? And if the opinion of the 
lady shoppers in Sloane Street mattered so awfully — what was her worth? 
Why, when the case was decided against her, did not her strong, splendid 
friend say: ‘Look here, darling, if people are so vile, let’s go away and leave 
them to their vileness and be gloriously happy together’? Instead of which, 
she pinned on an hysterical hat and raved about being his mistress and ‘they 
went out into the darkness hand in hand.’ It is 1920, ladies and gentlemen! 
If we must have a novel with a purpose, let our novelist remember. Let him 
send them into the light hand in hand — with Kensington behind them for 
ever! 

(April 23, 1920.) 


Alms 


The Marbeck Inn — By Harold Brighouse 
Lighting-up Time — By Ivor Brown 


No, no; our case is not really as desperate as this great number of authors 
would seem to believe. We are not standing on the back-door step with an 
empty bag, ready for anything as you may care to part with, sir; we are not 
sitting at the window of the dead drawing-room, wondering whether the 
couple on the opposite pavement is engaged or married or likely to be 
engaged and married. It is true that we have a lean and hungry look, but, oh, 
that our sympathetic entertainers would realize it is not to be changed by the 
crusts and the leavings they are so boundlessly willing to bestow! Nothing 
will satisfy us but to be invited as guests to the whole rich banquet — but 
to feel that our host is, for the wonderful time, our new discovered and yet 
mysterious friend. 

We open novel after novel, we turn page after page, and there are the 
authors rummaging in dusty cupboards, turning over heaps of discarded 
garments to find something to fling at us; but our pity for their misguided 
impulse is shot with suspicion at the sight of so much cheerfulness. Can it 
be — 1s it possible that they are enjoying themselves? We can understand 
the noble satisfaction derived from the performance of an act of charity, but 
the confidence, the buoyancy, the assurance which 1s the keynote of these 
novels is different and tempts us to cry, ‘Danger.’ It is so fatally easy, in 
giving away what one does not need, to delude oneself that the gift really, 
after all, is no mean one — to find as one brings it into the light and dusts it 
down and hands it over a quite surprising freshness and newness. How 
otherwise are we to account for the ‘air’ with which Mr. Brighouse and Mr. 
Ivor Brown present their heroes, Sam Branstone of ‘The Marbeck Inn’ and 
Peter Penruddock of ‘Lighting-up Time’? 

Now Sam Branstone was the son of a railway porter and a strong, silent 
mother. He lived in a mean street in the city of Manchester. In Chapter I. we 
are told how, through his saving a boy’s life, the father of the rescued boy 


gives Sam his first start in life by sending him to the Grammar School. He 
is ambitious, and his mother is ambitious for him. 

You are to picture Anne, with her forty years of a working woman’s life 
behind her, wrestling with algebra and trigonometry, blazing a trail for Sam 
to follow. It was heroic, and by some mental freak, successful.... Day after 
day, in the intervals of cooking, cleaning, washing, she studied the text- 
books which so puzzled him.... She had no education in particular, nothing 
but a general capacity and a monstrous will.... 


So with, his mother’s aid he succeeds at school, and leaves to enter the 
office of an estate agent. 

Meantime, he grew in knowledge of the world, and education came to 
Sam, not in the cloistered freedom of the Isis, but where in Manchester he 
went collecting rents.... His eye for the main chance had always a useful 
squint which could see money round the corner as well as on the straight 
high road.... 

In course of time Sam falls in love with Ada, ‘whose intimate clothing 
was flannelette,’ and marries her against his mother’s will. He makes 
money by scoring off persons, institutions and things, and finally owns a 
publishing business. The mud of Manchester, we are told, is thick upon 
him. Enter Effie, a real woman who determines to save him, to rid him of 
the mud and to reveal him a sparkling Sam, which she accomplishes by 
taking him away with her to the Marbeck Inn, sacrificing herself to him, 
and making him bathe in pools and rivers and tarns and all places where 
water is, that the physical act of cleansing may be unto him a symbol. She 
succeeds, but not before there has been a struggle between the lawful wife 
of Sam and his mother, who reappears upon the scene to wrestle with more 
complicated algebraical problems. And the end is Marbeck Inn again with 
the prospect of an infant Samuel. 

‘There you are. That’s Sam. That’s Sammy Branstone for you,’ cries Mr. 
Brighouse, handing us this lifeless figure in a frock coat with a moustache 
that droops over his mouth. ‘And there’s Anne. There’s Sam’s mother. 
There’s a woman for you,’ he declares, setting down before us a pair of 
elastic-sided boots, an umbrella and a black bonnet. But his generosity does 
not stop at that. He goes on measuring yard upon yard of Manchester goods 
until — we had rather go empty-handed away than burdened with such a 
parcel. 


Mr. Ivor Brown’s charitable dole takes the form of a theatrical novel. It 
tells how Peter Penruddock took pity on Mary Maroon, an actress whose 
success was on the wane, and engaged himself as her advance agent for a 
tour in the provinces. We have no doubt, of course, that the tour is going to 
be a remarkable success, owing to the remarkable ingenuity of Peter. There 
will be occasional setbacks: Monday nights which are ‘frosty,’ little 
difficulties among the company, occasional displays of the familiar 
theatrical jealousy, and so on. We are not in the least surprised when a Lord 
appears on the scene, but we are mildly surprised at his immense 
importance in the author’s eyes. There is also an Honourable Cynthia who 
has had a family scrap with her papa and is come to Peter for a job. 

‘I wasn’t constructed for use. You see, I was educated at a most 
frightfully expensive school.... I believe it cost hundreds to get through the 
doors...’ 

‘Did you get your money’s worth?’ 

‘I learned comportment,’ she said, and, putting her legs against the 
fireplace, lit another cigarette. 

‘Not a blue stocking then?’ 

‘No, black milanese. Of course the price is awful, but then the cheap ones 
ladder straight away.’ 

Here is a typical example of Mr. Brown’s humour. After sampling it the 
reader will not be surprised to know he makes play with tinned salmon and 
boarding-house ham and a bottle of stout, and that there is a comic liftboy 
and ... 

But enough. Were we the beggars that these authors and their kind 
suppose us to be, we should not weep and make our moan for what we lack, 
but for what is ungrudgingly, unblushingly thrust upon us. 

(April 30, 1920.) 


Mrs. Humphry Ward’s Last Novel 


Harvest — By Mrs. Humphry Ward 


If we attempt to analyse the feeling of respect with which we regard the 
large body of conscientious work produced by Mrs. Humphry Ward, we 
find that it springs from the fact that the angel who handed her the pen was 
never other than the ‘stern daughter of the voice of God.’ She recognized 
the problems with which her generation was faced; she felt it was her duty 
so to state, so to explain those problems that men and women who were 
thrown into confusion at the thought of strange ideas and theories escaping 
from their cages and running loose in society should be comforted and 
calmed by the spectacle of many a noble man, many a gracious lady 
bringing them to heel, teaching them to bear harness and to carry them up 
heights too steep for the pedestrian, too narrow for the easy carriage. 

In her early novels and in those of her prime we are never for a page 
unconscious of the deliberate task which she has set herself; the plot, the 
story, 1s the least important thing. What is important is the messages that her 
characters have to deliver; she sees herself, we fancy, as the person at the 
great house, receiving these messages and translating them to the eager, 
inquiring crowd about the gates, and then — returning to the library. For 
who can imagine Mrs. Humphry Ward away from that decorous apartment, 
that discreet and dignified room with its heavy door shutting out the 
unmeasured tones of existence, its high windows letting in the pale light of 
the English country? Here she interviewed Life, polished and agreeable Life 
with an intellectual brow, an easy carriage, thoughtful eyes; ardent, 
rebellious Life, Diana in a plumed hat ready to die for the Cause; timid, 
under-fed Life, coughing behind a thread glove; and honest, stupid Life, 
twisting a cap, grinning and pulling a forelock. The light gleams upon the 
books and upon the table with its paper and pens. One by one, or so many 
of them together in a prearranged order, the figures enter, yield the 
information they are expected to yield and depart, or are, more properly, 
removed, conducted, seen off the premises, with a quiet firm sentence or 
two.... 


But the inaudible and noiseless foot of Time passed and repassed, and the 
problems which had seemed to her so worth the solving seemed to dissolve, 
and with them her intense intellectual efforts. With the disappearance of the 
rich difficulties came the unbaring of the plot. She seemed to see how weak 
it was, how scarcely it held, and her later books rely upon the story. They 
are failures for this reason. She had no idea of what happened to those 
people when they had left the library; her imagination was poor — her 
sympathy did not extend beyond a kind of professional sympathetic interest. 

The modern world came streaming through the library, making all sorts 
of strange demands, ceaseless, careless, changing even as she watched it. 
And the spectacle of the no longer youthful, of the woman tired and 
unflagging, trying to keep pace with the mood of the moment, is not 
without pathos. 

She cannot be judged by ‘Harvest.’ It is a plain mystery novel; it bears 
the impress of her desire to emerge from the library and to walk in the 
cornfields — in the new land which is war-time England. But she is 
unhappy in such surroundings, and her serenity is gone. 

(May 7, 1920.) 


Pressed Flowers 


A Lost Love — By Ashford Owen 


This little book was first published in 1854. In the monograph which 
precedes it we are told by the author how she was not above the age of 
twenty-four when she wrote it, and how it brought her famous friends and 
fame. Browning, Tennyson and Swinburne she kindled; as to the Carlyles, 
she gives us not only a glimpse of them ‘at home’ — was ever a couple 
more spied upon? — but a view of Carlyle, alone, in the South of France, 
standing, as it were, in flowery fields, in the shadow of lemon trees, and 
shaking his fist at the bare mountains— ‘those starved pantries.’ If ‘A Lost 
Love’ had been a gentle carrying on of the monograph, if it had been 
permitted us to go on turning over the author’s album, listening to her 
account of where the sprig of holly was pulled, and who was by when she 
gathered the aster, we should have found it more beguiling than the formal, 
rather dark little novel which kind hands have brought into the light again. 

It is pleasant to think of the grave young girl choosing a pen to her liking, 
sitting down in her grave young way, and steeling herself for the great 
moment when the hero, brilliant and flashing creature, asks his affianced 
bride whether she cannot yet make up her mind to call him by his Christian 
name; it is pleasant, but the pleasure is a trifle pale. We read of the 
uncomfortable house where Georgy Sandon lived and made brown-holland 
covers for her nagging aunt, and went on a visit to a house where she met 
the most perfect man who ever took a young girl down to dinner; we read of 
how she ran away to London and was found by that same young man 
outside a pastrycook’s, where she had been for a glass of water, and of how 
he carried her to his mother’s house, where she begged most pitifully to be 
allowed to go to Brighton before she swooned away. And while we follow 
the course of their loves we realize that ‘it is not to be.” The charmer whose 
letter has never reached James Erskine reappears and Georgy makes the 
supreme renunciation. We are not spared her pining away and dying, 
leaving James Erskine’s only present to her to his little daughter; we are not 


spared the child’s running up to her papa to show the bright thing and his 
touching the fair curls while memories ... memories.... 


These are pressed flowers: the fashion for them is no more. They are not 
to be laughed at or condemned, but we have too little time to languish over 
them. Nevertheless, now and again, when Miss Ashford Owen forgot how 
solemn a thing it is to be a writer and to know all there is to know about 
Love and Death, she gives us a delicious little scene, as when Constance 
Everett runs up and down the passage in her ravishing little nightcap. 

(May 7, 1920.) 


Mr. Mackenzie’s Treat 


The Vanity Girl — By Compton Mackenzie 


We will not deny that we have had our doubts before. We have imagined 
that too many pastries went in at the door and too much conversation came 
out of the window; but with ‘The Vanity Girl’ there can scarcely be more 
than one mind about the matter — Mr. Compton Mackenzie has set the pot 
boiling and invited all the flappers in the United Kingdom to tea. It is not so 
easy at any time to make the pot boil, even when the author is content with 
a delicate crackle or two, a handful of sparks, a jet of quick flame — and 
the whole ending in half-a-dozen bubbles and a plume of waving steam. But 
here’s a great ‘wessel’ filled with heavy cream and slow-melting chocolate 
slabs, and here’s, while they slowly dissolve, such a spread of pastry and 
general jamminess and stickiness that ’tis a sight, as Betsy might declare, 
‘to make the Evings themselves look down!’ Nothing is missing; we hardly 
dare think how those mock appetites will be gorged, or of what Mr. 
Mackenzie, with his talent extra-ordinary for producing chocolate-pot 
boilers, will have left to put upon the table next time. 

It was our fortune some time ago to overhear the following conversation: 

‘Is that a new one, dear?’ 

“Well, yes, dear, I suppose it is.’ 


‘How far have you got, dear?’ 

‘Chapter twenty-seven.’ 

‘Make room, dear; let’s read the synopsis.’ 

‘Oh, that’s not new, dear. That’s just the same as usual.’ 

The heroine of Mr. Mackenzie’s novel is too beautiful for words — hair, 
teeth, ankles, figure, style — all are perfect. Her mother is meek, her father 
is horrid; she is the eldest of a family of nine, and they live in the wilds — 
Oh, those wilds — of West Kensington. We are told that Nor ah is clever, 
but she is not real enough to be clever; perhaps she has a little maid — Pert, 
Sly, — call her what you will, who is willing to do the answering back, and 
the getting on. Her friend Lily’s mother — who has ‘a complexion like a 


field of clover seen from a passing train’ and ‘a coiffure like a tinned 
pineapple’ — dies, so Lily is free to go on the stage with Norah. On page 
54 Lily and Norah, whose stage name is Dorothy Lonsdale, find themselves 
in the train from Manchester to Birmingham, and Sylvia Scarlett is in the 
same carriage with them. Oh, what a surprise for Mr. Mackenzie’s readers! 
However, it is Dorothy’s book this time, and not Sylvia’s. Soon, beautifully 
soon, they arrive at Oxford, and there is the tall young man ‘whose 
immediately conspicuous feature was a pair of white flannel trousers down 
the seams of which ran stripes of vivid blue; but when he was introduced to 
Dorothy as Lord Clarehaven she forgot about his trousers in the more vivid 
blue of his name.’ We are given almost four whole pages of Debrett to blow 
our excitement into flame, and then Dorothy goes back to London and 
makes a new friend, Olive, and the two share a flat in Half-Moon Street 
which is provided for them by a very great man of high rank, who does not 
make love to them, but likes to have a little simple girlish gaiety to turn to 
when he gets tired of ... Buckingham Palace. And then Clarehaven returns, 
and Olive puts into Dorothy’s head the amazing notion that he might marry 
her. “‘But why not?” thought Dorothy in bed that night, “He’s independent 
... Countess of Clarehaven,” she murmured.... The title took away her 
breath ... and it seemed as if the very traffic of Piccadilly paused in the 
presence of a solemn mystery.’ 

Of course, after the usual trouble, she marries him, and is in no time the 
idol of his family, of the ancient villagers, retainers, and the M.F.H. We 
have a sample of every kind of delicious triumph a young girl from West 
Kensington could dream of, to Tony in pink silk pyjamas and Dorothy ‘in a 
déshabille of peach bloom,’ and for background the dark panelled walls. 
The coming of the child provides a very orgy of emotion, even to ... ‘The 
grace and beauty with which she expressed her state [compared with most 
women] was that of a seedling daffodil beside a farrowing sow.’ And then 
the confinement, and the child is born dead, and the husband turns gambler 
and gives up the cards for horses, and loses all, and she has a miscarriage, 
and he goes to the war and is killed, and she finds herself with child again, 
and this time all is well, and she marries the man who had always loved her 
and had purchased Clarehaven from her husband.... 

In whatever contempt Mr. Mackenzie may hold his public — how is it 
possible that he should dare to invite them to partake of such sickly food? 
We should not waste space upon so pretentious and stupid a book were it 


not that we have believed in his gifts and desire to protest that he should so 
betray them. 
(May 14, 1920.) 


A Woman’s Book 


The Book of Youth — By Margaret Skelton 


‘The Book of Youth’ is one of those novels which appear from time to time 
and set the critic wondering what it is in its essential quality that makes him 
feel so impatient on the one hand and so anxious to deal gently with it on 
the other. We are impatient with its sentimentality, its quaint, impossible 
views of the relationships between man and woman, and its determination 
that through woman only the wicked world will be saved. We find very hard 
to bear this trick of simplifying everything, not by making clear, but by 
faintly blurring — not by taking away, but by adding to. And is it easy to 
tolerate the author’s love for her heroine? — that soft boundless love which 
sees everything about her glorious, and almost makes us feel that no one 
woman should ever see another woman cry. We have remarked, in these 
novels, that the hero is never over-strong. He is an artist, in most cases — a 
poet, a musician, a painter — and he is pale, with ‘queer’ eyes, easily 
pleased, easily hurt — a child. We would put our hand upon our heart and 
swear that he has a tragic, humorous mouth. 

For all that, it is difficult to remain cold before the author’s enthusiasm. 
This is her book, these are her people; she is having, as it were, so much the 
time of her life in describing it all that our withers are wrung at the thought 
of saying a too-unkind word. If ‘The Book of Youth’ had been half as short; 
if Miss Margaret Skelton had been content with lakes instead of seas, and 
storms that threatened rather than broke; if Monica had possessed more of a 
sense of humour and less of a bubbling laugh — why, then it would not 
have been ‘The Book of Youth.’ Many thoughts great and small are stalking 
through the land. We are informed by the cultivated minds of our day that 
this is no time for artists. Unless a man is willing to sell his soul he will 
never have the wherewithal to feed and clothe his poor body. We are told 
also that we are on the eve of a literary renascence. True, no star has been 
seen in the sky, but the roads are thronged, with shepherds. This is the 
moment of attention. There never has been such a curious hour, when to- 


day is not. There was yesterday — there may be to-morrow, but we are 
assured that is as much as any man dare say. 

But Miss Margaret Skelton and her sister writers will go on producing 
longer and longer books of their kind, with many a serious chapter in them 
about sex and social evils, and slumland, and ‘the storm that broke over 
Europe,’ for ever and ever. 

(May 14, 1920.) 


A Japanese Novel 


An Adopted Husband. — Translated from the Japanese of Futabatei by B. 
Mitsiu and Gregg M. Sinclair 


The introduction to this charming novel seems to have been written with the 
express purpose of assuring us that it is a very serious work of art and that, 
whatever absurd eggshell notions we may have of life in Japan, they will be 
broken for ever by this presentation of modern Japanese domesticity. It is 
even suggested that the problem stated is not by any means unlike one of 
our own.... There is at any rate a jealous wife, a weak husband, an 
annoying mother-in-law, a stupid servant, and a very gentle lovely girl who 
is the wife’s sister and, fatally for her own and the husband’s peace of mind, 
lives with this family. But there, it seems to us, the resemblance ends — if it 
has ever really existed. For the persons of the story are caught in the 
delicate net that is flung over their lives and are only seen through its 
meshes. Their loves, their sufferings, their jealousy and their anger are all 
somehow exquisite, touched with faery, and wonderfully, beautifully remote 
from the commonplace complications of our London and _ provincial 
novelists. Consider, for instance, Tetsuya, coming home from his lecturing 
at the University and being met by his sister-in-law. 

She caught sight of him, put her lamp by her side, placed her delicate 
hands on the floor, the muslin-delaine sleeves hugging her forearms, and 
bowed her head; a ribbon of some colour indistinguishable at night 
fluttered; and her decidedly fair neck appeared through the screen of some 
back hair. She said, ‘I am glad to have you home again.’ 

It were impossible not to become deeply enamoured of this exquisite 
little creature, Sayo-Ko, and there is in the description of her love for 
Tetsuya a grace, a lightness of touch, as though the author were afraid of her 
vanishing under his pen. And poor little Tetsuya, so cruelly treated by his 
wife and mother-in-law, plays the lover with a kind of awkward grace 
which makes us smile as though he were a doll. What could be more 
delicious than the description of their first meeting in the little ‘room of six 
mats’ above a shop that he has taken for her? 


He entered the store, saying ‘Pardon me.’ 

The landlady with good sense called from the bottom of the stairs, ‘Miss, 
he’s come.’ She then stepped aside and Tetsuya began to climb; it was not 
an easy task....’Please be careful,’ said the landlady, from below. 

‘All right ...” But his posture did not look at all right. He reached the top 
with great difficulty, and found waiting at the entrance of the room — Sayo- 
ko. 

Later, they decide to go out for the evening. 

“To-day let us return to our school-days and have whole-hearted fun.’ 

Sayo-ko was pinning her plush shawl with a butterfly buckle. She smiled. 
‘All right; I will be a romping girl.’ 

‘Romping?’ Tetsuya exclaimed, in a sudden flush of joy. ‘Capital. If you 
will be a romping girl I will be’ — he could not find a corresponding word 
— ‘T will be riotous.’ 

The temptation to quote from ‘An Adopted Husbands’ is very great, but it 
is not fair to a novel which is, like so few of our English novels, seen as a 
whole, and then worked out — so we gain the impression — with deliberate 
and _ fastidious care. We could not for the life of us take the tragic 
happenings tragically — and perhaps we are not meant to, for the author 
keeps putting little touches as though he too smiled at the little creatures 
who were caught in such an unpleasant storm, whirled about, so cruelly 
separated and sent flying in all directions. But let us not convey the 
impression that ‘An Adopted Husband’ is not a serious work of art — it is. 
But after a long rolling on the heavy seas of our modern novels the critic 
feels as though he had stepped into a blue paper boat and was sailing among 
islands whose flowery branches overhang the water. 

(May 21, 1920.) 


An Enigma 


Passion — By Shaw Desmond 


Well, if the truth were known — are we not curious about everybody we 
meet? What do we mean when we say that he or she does not interest us? 
‘A bore, a frightful bore, I shouldn’t care if I never set eyes on him again.’ 
But how many of us would run away if the rejected one suddenly proposed 
to tell us what he had never before told anybody — the real, true story of 
his life? ... We are wary, aloof, and on our guard — Heaven forfend we 
should be heard crying, like Whitman, “Passing stranger, you do not know 
how longingly I look upon you’ — nevertheless human beings, ever 
mysterious and strange, are our passion.... 

One might turn to us and say: ‘What a feast you must have nowadays, 
when every third book that is written is a confession!’ And every author 
who does confess is consumed with the desire to leave nothing untold — to 
take us over the house of his being as it was in the beginning and is now, 
without any preparations that might create in our minds a false impression 
of orderliness or comfort. 

Here is Mr. Shaw Desmond, for instance, simply determined, we feel, 
from the very first paragraph, to let nothing of importance pass. From the 
moment he cut his ‘pringling’ teeth — in his grandmother’s blue-veined 
hand — we shall have the whole of him. We shall brood with him over the 
time when he was not long out of tartan frocks and ‘his mind was virgin; 
ductile; expansive; fluid to the impress of the Power beyond.’ He will have 
us cry with him: ‘Why did it change? Why should sclerosis infiltrate the 
soul-arteries as Time, the silter, the cramper, the definer, does his work?’ 
Why? Why? These questions go running through the book, losing their way, 
for certain, were it not for the three main passages into which they are 
directed — passages and sets of chambers which Mr. Shaw Desmond 
inhabits one after the other and which are called Love and Money and 
Power. 

For according to our author it is not possible to tell a human story unless 
one adopts some such system of division. The whole house cannot be 


occupied at once; some rooms are bound to be shuttered and dark while the 
others are in use. He almost asks us, in fine, to forget their existence, while 
we make our prodigious, solemn rummage in those of the moment. The 
result is depressing in the extreme. We feel as though we have been 
conducted over a house wherein three young gentlemen of promise have 
been attacked by, dreadfully suffered from, and finally died of three 
youthful complaints. There is not a black pin to choose between their 
agonies, but — alas the day! — why are they recorded by the author with 
such dark and fearful relish? Even in the moments of more or less relief, 
when the poor three-in-one hero very shakily takes the air, apes lurk behind 
the innocent trees, and girls with the paint dripping on their cheeks in 
‘encarmined lines.’ 

‘Passion’ fails for the reason that so many of these novels of confession 
fail. Our curiosity about human beings, our longing to know the story of 
their lives springs from the desire to ‘place’ them, to see them in their 
relation to Life as we know it. But Mr. Shaw Desmond and his fellows are 
under the illusion that they must isolate the subject and play perpetual 
showman. He has the key, the inventory, the plan for everything. ‘Turn to 
the right, Ladies and Gentlemen, and you will observe me at the age of 
sixteen “battling with the after-appetite” and dashing out “nefariously into 
the powdery face and black humorous eyes of Mr. Belomo ... to ... spend a 
whole sixpence on a madeira cake.” To your left you have me ‘haunted by 
the sex-shadows that Sherlingham had sterilized’ ... No, the voice is too 
loud, the gesture too crude. Better a half-truth, beautifully whispered, than a 
whole so solemnly shouted. 

(May 21, 1920.) 


Two Novels 


Madeline of the Desert — By Arthur Weigall 
The Lonely House — By Mrs. Belloc Lowndes 


Of these two novels the first only is by an inexperienced hand. In the way 
in which it is written — in its composition — the author has been at no 
great pains to discover a path that is less trodden than the familiar, popular 
route. We glance at the opening sentence and read: ‘The blazing orb of the 
Egyptian sun had passed behind the rugged hills of the Western Desert 
when Father Gregory, tall and gaunt ...” And then here follows a 
description of the retreat which he has made for himself and other souls in 
need of peace and enter the heroine, ‘beautiful beyond the ordinary 
conception of beauty,’ riding a donkey, smoking a cigarette in a long amber 
holder, with something of the Russian Hussar, something of the boy and yet 
something ‘essentially feminine’ in her appearance. Her white slender 
hands are like those he has seen in the Florentine paintings of the Madonna. 
She has, of course, come to tell him the story of her life, while the light 
changes from gold to grey, the smoke rises from the evening fires, and the 
shepherds return with their flocks. She is, of course, very naive, very bitter, 
very indifferent as to what the end will be. Her mother was an English 
dancer in a café in Port Said; her father, so they told her, an Irish 
revolutionary. At sixteen she ran away with a kind man, who, kinder still, 
died, and left her a fortune. So she came to London, educated herself, 
played the Magdalene in a pageant, and then drifted — drifted. Now she is 
sailing down the Nile with an Italian Prince. Why does she tell him all this? 
Because she has heard him preach in London, because she wants him to 
look at her as he looked at his congregation then, ‘with all that blessedness 
in your face. Oh, man, don’t you see that I’m miserable, miserable? ...’ 

This for the hardened reader is a by no means promising beginning. And 
when, a few days later, the holy man receives a letter from her telling him 
she intends to commit suicide in Port Said, and we are informed at the same 
time that his nephew has arrived from England and is occupying a room on 
the same landing as she; when we are forced to trace his growing 


fascination for the half-gay, half-tragic girl, which culminates in his 
rescuing her from the moment of despair when she tries to throw herself 
over the balcony, and to listen to his ‘God sent me to you just in time,’ we 
feel that our worst fears are realized. Here is a new novel that never was 
new — a new carriage hitched on to the same old engine, making the same 
journey, stopping at the same stations and running into the same sunset. But 
no, this first novel cannot be dismissed so lightly. Under its appearance of 
superficiality there is a quite unusual and remarkable understanding of the 
character of Madeline. However absurd it may seem in this workaday 
world, it is nevertheless true that there are these little delicate creatures who 
drift through life until they fall in love as she fell in love with the rescuer. 
She fell in love and she was born again. The description of her relationship 
with this ordinary, rather stupid young Englishman is entirely convincing. 
We wish that Mr. Weigall had been content to write their story without 
introducing the labour party and their absurd, extravagant behaviour. As to 
Madeline’s speechmaking and public appearances — they seem to us 
irrelevant. In our opinion he should have concentrated on the story of her 
relationship with Robin and developed the highly amusing character of 
Daisy Jones. In fact, he should trust himself more and free himself from the 
idea that a novel is not furnished if it does not contain all the furniture 
mentioned in all the catalogues. 

The case of Mrs. Belloc Lowndes is very different. She belongs to 
yesterday, and her latest novel is written with such expertness that we feel it 
were impossible that anything could have been described differently. She 
has her certain rules; she follows them and she arrives at a certain 
conclusion. There is something determined and resigned in her manner 
which reminds us of your carver who has carved chickens for the past — 
how many — years. There is only one question which suggests itself to the 
admiring reader. How seriously does she mean us to take these dreadful 
murders? How shocked are we expected to feel by the spectacle of Lily, that 
‘delightfully pretty, happy-hearted, simple-natured, old-fashioned English 
girl,’ on her way to the English church and finding her way barred by the 
decomposing body of a very nice man whom she had dined with only a 
short time ago? Whenever incidents of this kind occur, the author has a trick 
of saying that never in all her life would Lily forget — this or that tragedy 
of the moment. Wouldn’t it be a trifle surprising if she did? The story is 
simple. Lily is sent to stay with some relations who are not really relations 


at their villa above Monte Carlo. The household is three in number — Aunt 
Cossy, the Count, her husband, and an ancient servant, Cristina. From the 
moment of her arrival we are prepared for the worst, but Lily can face 
mystery after mystery without having the slightest suspicion that she is 
living with arch-criminals. Their habit is to invite wealthy men to dinner, 
give them delicious food, drug them, and then take them off to some quiet 
spot, shoot and bury them. In this way their son, a young man of fashion in 
Roman society, is kept supplied with pocket money. If Lily had not gone to 
stay at the villa, ten to one they would never have been discovered, unless 
the trio had become so careless about disposing of the bodies that they had 
left them like fallen fruit under the trees. Their lack of precaution is one of 
the most entertaining features of the book. For the reader is entertained and 
thrilled throughout. His suspicions being awakened from the moment the 
Countess told Lily she could only have a boiled egg and a piece of bread on 
her arrival, his eyes are big to see something sinister in everything — even 
in the bath towel with a hole in it that the heroine finds, later, is used for 
drying the dishes. Perhaps, after all, this discovery, for the modest young 
girl, is more dreadful than the finding of that dead body. 
(May 28, 1920.) 


Looking on 


One after Another — By Stacy Aumonier 


It would seem nowadays that there is some readjustment going on in the 
general mind between the importance of feeling and the importance of 
thought. Was feeling ever simple? We doubt it, and yet we find some of our 
younger writers looking back upon it as something which it was not 
impossible to live by in other times, but which, owing to the immense 
complication of modern existence, has been proved inadequate. They 
remind us, in fact, dismally enough, of a party of men who realize that 
unless something is done, and done pretty quickly, they will find themselves 
winter-bound, ice-bound. So this is no time for feeling; they must think a 
way out. But what is the use, to your artist at any rate, of thought that is not 
the outcome of feeling? You must feel before you can think; you must think 
before you can express your- self. It is not enough to feel and write; or to 
think and write. True expression is the outcome of them both, yet a third 
thing, and separate. 

‘One after Another’ is a novel which lies as it were half way between the 
two. Now it inclines towards feeling, and now towards thought. And so it 
divides and subdivides. It is rich and poor, cold and hot, dull and deeply 
interesting. There are moments of fusion, as, for example, the death of 
Laura, which give us a glimpse of this book as it might have been, and set 
us wondering what other author to-day is capable of such sincere and 
powerful work. But the impression of the whole is of something which has 
just not succeeded. 

There are times when Mr. Aumonier’s hero reminds us of that strange 
character in Tchehov’s story ‘My Life.’ He is, in the same way, obedient to 
Life, and content to be used. Some things move him, and move him 
profoundly at the time, but the feeling that everything passes is his strongest 
feeling of all. He begins life as the son of a publican in Camden Town and 
brother to the famous Laura, a dark, passionate girl who is determined to 
live, to have a career, to escape from all that she dislikes through music. At 
the end of his life-story we feel that he is still the son of that simple, living 


father, that all that has happened to him has been a kind of prolonged 
looking-on at the queer people who came and went. But Laura has, in some 
strange way, become the dark, passionate music in which she desired to lose 
herself. 

(May 28, 1920.) 


A Model Story 


The Third Window — By Anne Douglas Sedgwick 


It takes but a page or two of Mrs. Sedgwick’s new book for the reader to be 
aware that she has chosen to set herself a delicate, difficult task. The form 
of ‘The Third Window’ is that of a prolonged short story, and she has 
divided it into ten parts — ten stages of a story that begins in pale high 
silvery light and ends in darkness. In the problem the author has chosen, 
and in her manner of stating it, there is something essentially modern. 
Indeed, so strongly does the reader feel this that he can hardly imagine it 
being written yesterday or to-morrow; it is to-day — Spring, 1920. One 
might even go so far as to say that it is exquisitely, eminently fashionable. 
But what is our emotion as we lay the book down — what effect has it 
produced upon us? Has it quickened our perception, or increased our 
mysterious response to Life? Do we feel that we have partaken of the 
author’s vision — that something has been revealed that we are the richer 
for having seen? Is there ever one single moment when it seems to us that 
she herself, for all her careful control, is borne away so that she is as 
unconscious of her audience as are we of the stage and the setting? ... The 
door shuts upon us without a sound; we walk on velvet. There is never a 
jarring note, or one clash of colour that was not intended. What should be 
polished is revealed and beautifully spaced; yet is our attention never 
challenged. So discreet, so watchful is the light that we play with the idea 
that it has been captured by the author and made to do her bidding. 

Nothing is missing; there are even real flowers, wind-flowers in glasses 
showing their rosy stems; there is even a sock with the needles left in and a 
morsel of embroidery lying on a citron-and-white striped chintz chair in this 
model story. Even without the people the setting is — is it not? — 
charming, highly civilized, suggesting in all its appointments and 
perfections a background for a drama in which high reserves will take the 
place of simple avowals. But here we pause. Here we begin to wonder 
whether real people could survive these surroundings. We remember 
finding ourselves in the boudoir of a model flat, and hearing our companion 


whisper in the voice that is reserved for those occasions: ‘No, it won’t do, it 
won’t do. If he put down his gloves the whole scheme would come 
tumbling about their ears. And supposing she took off her hat.... The risk 
— the risk!’ 

There are three characters in ‘The Third Window,’ two women and a 
man. Very carefully Mrs. Sedgwick draws them for us — Antonia, the 
young war widow, tall, pale and opulent, with the mark on her eyelid that 
looked like the freaking of some lovely fruit; Bevis, her husband’s friend, 
thin, wasted, one-legged since the war; and Miss Latimer, sister of the dead 
man, the virgin who will at all costs keep the lamp he treasured so fondly on 
earth still burning for him and for him alone. The third window is the 
window that overlooked the flagged paths, the ancient cedar, the white 
fritillaries planted by Malcolm, and the fountain he loved to stand beside. It 
was when Antonia confessed her dread of that window and of seeing the 
ghost of Malcolm there that Bevis asked her to marry him. And the day 
after she told him fully of her fear that there should be immortality, her fear 
or her delight — either, both. Bevis ‘believes,’ and their happiness, which is 
on the point of dawning, clouds over. Miss Latimer is certain, when Antonia 
questions her. Finally, in a queer, half-desperate, half-defiant mood, Antonia 
persuades them to play at table-turning, and, naturally with Miss Latimer as 
the medium, the fatal message is rapped out. Two days later, after a long 
talk with her lover, after Bevis has had a white, blazing, baring scene with 
Miss Latimer, Antonia kills herself. She cannot face the difficulty. And we 
have Miss Latimer, like a priest, very content with the sacrifice, and the 
twice-broken man.... Here is a plot, you see, which has great possibilities. 
There are, if one might say so, the bones of a real problem in such a 
situation. But we do not think Mrs. Sedgwick has faced it. For all her 
cleverness and brilliance and faintly exotic vocabulary will not help her to 
make living, breathing, human beings out of these three portraits to fit a 
scene. They do fit it; indeed, they are so enveloped and enfolded that the 
scene and the tragedy close over their heads. 


Let us give a small sample of Mrs. Sedgwick’s way of writing. Antonia 
suspects Bevis of seeing in her ‘induced emotions.’ 

I rather like induced emotions in you.... They suit you. They are like the 
colour of a pomegranate, or the taste of a mulberry, or the smell of a branch 
of flowering hawthorn; something rich, thick and pleasingly oppressive. 


In our opinion this is ‘model’ conversation as well. 
(June 4, 1920.) 


A Springe to Catch Woodcocks 


Potterism — By Rose Macaulay 


In this new novel by Miss Macaulay it is not only her cleverness and wit 
which are disarming. It is her coolness, her confidence, her determination to 
say just exactly what she intends to say whether the reader will or no. We 
are conscious, while the dreadful truth escapes us, of a slightly bewildered 
feeling, of, almost, a sense of pique. After all, what right has the author to 
adopt this indifferent tone towards us? What is the mystery of her offhand, 
lightly-smiling manner? But these little, quick, darting fishes of doubt 
remain far below our surface until we are well into the book; we are 
conscious of them, and that is all. The rest of us is taken up with the 
enjoyment of ‘Potterism,’ with the description of the Potter Press and what 
it stands for. It is extraordinarily pleasant to have all our frantic and gloomy 
protestations and furies against ‘Potterism’ gathered up and expressed by 
Miss Macaulay with such precision and glittering order — it is as though 
she has taken all those silly stones we have thrown and replaced them with 
swift little arrows. “How good that is, how true!’ we exclaim at every fresh 
evidence of Potterism and every fresh exposure of a Potterite.... But then 
there is her plot to be taken into account. It is very slight. She has simply 
traced a ring round the most important, the most defined anti-Potterites and 
Potterites. Potterism is the strongest power that rules England to-day; the 
anti-Potterites are that small handful of people, including ourselves, whose 
every breath defies it. And what happens to them? Here those small fishes 
begin to grow very active, to flirt their fins, flash to the surface, leap, make 
bubbles. This creates a strange confusion in our minds. For the life of us we 
can’t for the moment see, when all is said and done, which are which. Is it 
possible that we ourselves are only another manifestation of the disease? 
Who has won, after all? Who shall say where Potterism ends? It is easy to 
cry: ‘If we must be flung at anything, let us be flung at lions.’ But the very 
idea of ourselves as being flung at anything is an arch-Potterism into the 
bargain. 
(June 4, 1920.) 


Echoes 


The Tall Villa — By Lucas Malet 


‘But I haven’t been alone.’ 

And even this meagre morsel of confession eased; so that there she 
would, how gladly, have let things rest. For all the encompassing of a 
thorough and detailed confidence sprang glaringly into evidence directly 
her cousin made that attemptedly rallying answer: ‘Not alone, darling Fan? 
So very much the better — but how exciting! And who, if I’m not too 
impertinently inquisitive in asking, was your much-to-be-envied guest?’ 

‘Ah, my dear, if I could tell you,’ Frances, after an instant’s hesitation, 
said as she rose, all of a piece, to her feet.... 

This quotation from ‘The Tall Villa,’ though nicely typical of the author’s 
latest style of writing is, we assure the reader, a by no means extravagant 
example. For the first fourteen pages we are not particularly conscious of 
any peculiarity, but then with a sentence that finishes: ‘so that there really 
remained to her, as means of locomotion, only bus, Underground, the 
elusive taxi or her own slender, high-instepped feet,’ this vague reminiscent 
perfume, as the author might say, begins to unbottle itself. On page forty- 
one the odour is become so pungent that we do not know whether to laugh 
or to cry. The heroine, startled by a sound which she takes for a pistol shot 
and her husband for a motor tyre, is in his arms. He is observing her eyes 
which are wide open. 

Not as he felt that they foolishly or affectedly stared, least of all stared at 
him — he could, indeed, have put up with a far larger share of their glances, 
which were notably exquisite just now to his thinking — but searched, 
looking through, rather than at, all objects presented to them, as though 
striving to wrest an answer, wrest knowledge, from some not readily 
penetrable medium. 

This is the second short novel within the past three weeks which is an 
experiment in the manner of Henry James, but while Mrs. Sedgwick dipped 
her pen with a kind of fastidious caution in the outer edge of the illustrious 
ink-pot, our present author finds restraint extremely difficult. We are not 


certain even now whether she means us to take her au grand sérieux. Her 
Frances Copley, poor pale lady in her silver and greys, playing the piano 
every afternoon to the ghost of an exquisite young man who haunts her 
drawing-room, is far too shadowy to be real, and Charlie Montagu, the 
bloated monster who has assisted her husband, slapping his thigh and 
crying ‘Congrats,’ is immensely too substantial to be anything but a bad 
caricature. And yet the last page, ending on a note of high tragedy, contains 
one convincing paragraph which the author could hardly have written if she 
had not meant us to be carried away. 
(June 11, 1920.) 


A Norwegian Novel 


Growth of the Soil — By Knut Hamsun 


It is difficult to account for the fact that ‘Growth of the Soil,’ the latest 
novel by the famous Norwegian writer, is only the second of his works to 
be translated into English. Knut Hamsun is no longer young; he has fulfilled 
his early promise and his reputation is assured, and yet, except for ‘Shallow 
Soil,’ which was published some years ago, we have had nothing but the 
echo of his fame to feed upon. Perhaps this is not wholly lamentable. How 
often we find ourselves wishing that we had the books of some writer we 
treasure to read for the first time, and if the novel before us is typical of 
Knut Hamsun’s work — as we have every reason to believe it is — there is 
a feast before us. Here, at least, are four hundred and six pages of small 
type excellently translated, upon which we congratulate the Norwegian 
publishers and the translator, whose name does not appear. 

If ‘Growth of the Soil’ can be said to have any plot at all — any story — 
it is the very ancient one of man’s attempt to live in fellowship with Nature. 
It is a trite saying when we are faced with a book which does renew for us 
the wonder and the thrill of that attempt that never was there a time when its 
message was more needed. But solitude is no cure for sorrow, and virgin 
country will not make anyone forget the desolation he has seen. Such a life 
is only possible for a man like the hero, Isak, a man who has known no 
other and can imagine none. Nevertheless, there remains in the hearts of 
nearly all of us an infinite delight in reading of how the track was made, the 
bush felled, the log hut built, so snug and warm with its great chimney and 
little door, and of how there were animals to be driven to the long pastures, 
goats and sheep and a red and white cow. In the opening chapter of ‘Growth 
of the Soil,’ Knut Hamsun gives us the picture of an immense wild 
landscape, and there is a track running through it, and we spy a man 
walking towards the north carrying a sack. 

This or that, he comes; the figure of a man in this great solitude. He 
trudges on; bird and beast are silent all about him; now and again he utters a 
word or two speaking to himself. ‘Eyah — well, well ...’ so he speaks to 


himself. Here and there, where the moors give place to a kindlier spot, an 
Open space in the midst of the forest, he lays down the sack and goes 
exploring; after a while he returns, heaves the sack on his shoulders again, 
and trudges on. So through the day, noting time by the sun; night falls, and 
he throws himself down on the heather, resting on one arm.... 

The man is Isak. It is extraordinary, how, while we follow him in his 
search for the land he wants, the author gives us the man. His slowness and 
simplicity, his immense strength and determination, even his external 
appearance, short, sturdy, with a red beard sticking out and a frown that is 
not anger, are as familiar as if we had known him in our childhood. It is, 
indeed, very much as though we were allowed to hold him by the hand and 
go with him everywhere. The place is found; the hut is built, and a woman 
called Inger comes from over the hills and lives with him. Gradually, but 
deeply and largely, their life grows and expands. We are taken into it and 
nothing is allowed to escape us, and just as we accepted Isak so everything 
seems to fall into place without question. ‘Growth of the Soil’ is one of 
those few novels in which we seem to escape from ourselves and to take an 
invisible part. We suddenly find to our joy that we are walking into the 
book as Alice walked into the looking-glass and the author’s country is 
ours. It is wonderfully rich, satisfying country, and of all those who dwell in 
it, gathered round tie figures of Isak and Inger, there is not one who does 
not live. At the end Isak is an old man and his life is ebbing, but the glow, 
the warmth of the book seems to linger. We feel, as we feel with all great 
novels, that nothing is over. 

(June 11, 1920.) 


The Books of the Small Souls 


The Later Life — The Twilight of the Souls — Doctor Adriaan. — By Louis 
Couperus. Translated by Alexander Teixeira de Mattos 


Those of us who are seriously interested in contemporary fiction cannot 
afford to disregard these admirably translated novels by the famous Dutch 
author. It is stated in an explanatory note that they can be read 
independently and separately, but that is, we think, to miss the peculiar 
interest of Mr. Couperus’ achievement. True, the first book, which was 
published some years ago and which bears the covering title of the series 
‘Small Souls,’ may be considered as complete in itself, but it is also the key 
to these three that follow after; and although apart from them, it may and it 
does strike us as very brilliant, very sensitive and amazingly vivid and 
fresh, it is only when we look back upon it and see it in its nghtful place in 
relation to the others that we recognize the full significance of the qualities 
we admire. 

We do not know anything in English literature with which to compare 
this delicate and profound study of a passionately united and yet almost 
equally passionately divided family. Little by little, by delicate stages, yet 
without any preliminary explanations or reserves, we are taken into the very 
heart of the matter. The troubling question which would seem to lie so 
heavy upon the pen of many a modern writer: ‘How much can I afford to 
take for granted? How much dare I trust to the imagination of the reader?’ 
is answered here. We are too often inclined to think it may be solved by 
technical accomplishment, but that is not enough; the reason why Mr. 
Couperus can afford to dismiss the question, to wave it aside and to take 
everything for granted, is because of the strength of his imaginative vision. 
By that we mean it is impossible in considering these books not to be 
conscious of the deep breath the author has taken; he has had, as it were, a 
vision of the Van Lowe family, and he has seen them as souls — small souls 
— at the mercy of circumstance, life, fate. He has realized that that which 
keeps them together, the deep impulse which unites them through 
everything, is apprehension. The real head of the family, the grim, ghostly 


shadow whose authority they never question, is Fear. So, as we speak of the 
idea underlying a poem, we may say that fear is the idea underlying these 
novels. If we listen deeply enough we can hear this unquiet heart of the Van 
Lowe family throbbing quickly, and it is because it is never for a moment 
still that the author succeeds in keeping our interest passionately engaged. 
We are constantly aware of the vision, the idea; it is the secret that he 
permits us to share with him, and in the end it seems to give way to a 
deeper secret still. 

In the first of these four great glimpses of the Van Lowe family the home 
is already empty. Some of the children are married with families of their 
own, and all are scattered, but the mother still has the power of calling them 
all under her wing every Sunday evening; and here it is that we meet them 
all quickened, all stirring because Mamma has asked them to take back 
Constance, a sister who disgraced them and who has just come back from 
abroad because her homesickness was worse than she could bear. She has 
come back because she cannot exist without family life, that precious 
exchange of tenderness and sympathy, intimacy and ease. Her sin was that 
years ago, in Rome, she betrayed her elderly husband with a young Dutch 
nobleman, and there was a divorce. But he has been her husband for years 
and their son is now a big boy: Constance imagines that all is long since 
forgotten and forgiven. Her own family, her own sisters and brothers, could 
not nourish a grudge against her. In their reaction to her presence among 
them we have the measure of the Van Lowe family, and we learn too that 
her real reason for returning was not her love of them all, but that she had 
failed to find happiness in her second marriage and was not strong enough 
to face unhappiness alone. 

It is astonishing with what power and certainty the author gives us, in this 
book, the whole complicated Van Lowe family, how he suggests their 
weakness under their apparent strength, their wastefulness under their 
apparent reserve. Paul, the exquisite, with his mania for order, and his sense 
of the exquisite wasted upon ties and the arrangement of his wash-hand 
stand; Ernst, who lavishes his pity and sensitiveness upon ancient pots and 
books; Dorine, whom nobody wants, spending herself upon things that do 
not matter, and Constance, with her longing to be loved thwarted by her 
jealousy and pettiness. Apart from them all there is Addie, Constance’s little 
son, who looks at all that is happening with his grave, childish eyes and 
sees them as they are. This little boy, who is ten years old in the first book 


and is the Doctor Adriaan of the last of the series, is the hero, if hero he can 
be called. It is through him that Constance is received back into her family, 
and it is he who prevents his mother and father from making a tragedy of 
their lives. Until the last book he seems to be quite untouched by the terror 
of life and the weakness of the others. But in “Doctor Adriaan,’ just when 
we imagine that if the burden is to be lifted it will be lifted by Addie, the 
famous young doctor, the healer, it is quite wonderfully suggested that he 
too has not escaped. He feels at times a sense of dreadful insufficiency. He 
does not feel strong enough to stand alone, and turns to his foolish, 
charming father for support. 

‘The Later Life’ is concerned almost entirely with the blossoming of a 
late love between Constance and a man as old as she, side by side with the 
very first early love of one of her nieces, Marienne. Under the spell of her 
feelings Constance becomes young again, but she does not become a girl 
again. Marienne, with her recklessness and her small laugh like a shake of 
silver bells, is cruel and violent. She must be happy; she will be happy. But 
Constance enters into a silent kingdom where everything is illusion and the 
air breathes peace. But the end, again, is like a question; it is a chord struck 
softly which does not close the phrase, but leaves us wondering. 

In ‘The Twilight of the Soul’ the chief figure is of one of the brothers, 
Gerrit, a great bluff, burly, healthy brute of a fellow who is haunted by the 
feeling that there is a worm with legs eating up his marrow. He has a 
charming little wife, nine little children, and everyone knows him and loves 
and laughs at him, and there is that worm — confound it — burrowing 
away with its legs and licking up his marrow. This is an amazing, masterly 
study in pity and terror. It is the flaming intolerable core of the book, and 
round it, retreating into the same shadow as he, we have Ernst and Henri 
and old Mrs. Van Lowe. It is as though the menace that has threatened the 
family so long, the immense lukewarm family, is realized at last and the 
Lord spews them out of his mouth. Yet how lingeringly, with what an art 
are they spewed! It remains in ‘Doctor Adriaan’ to gather up all that are left 
and to put them in Constance’s care. But with them is Addie’s wife, a great 
insensitive young woman who has no patience with their tragedies and 
thinks them all half mad.... The Van Lowe family has fallen; Mathilda 
treads it under her heavy foot and it does not stir. Even Addie thinks it is 
time. 


But space does not permit us to deal with these books at length. There is 
an angle from which we seem to see them as the strangest landscapes, 
small, low-lying country swept continually by immense storms of wind and 
rain, with dark menacing clouds for ever pulling over and casting a weighty 
shadow that lifts and drifts away only to fall again. 

(June 18, 1920.) 


A Prize Novel 


Open the Door — By Catherine Carswell 


Out of the hundred manuscripts submitted to the publishers in their recent 
competition ‘Open the Door’ was chosen to receive the prize of two 
hundred and fifty pounds. The adjudicators are to be congratulated on their 
decision, for, while this novel is striking and unusual, it is eminently a 
serious piece of work and does not contain, in our opinion, those qualities 
which are necessary to a popular success. That is to say, it is head and 
shoulders above the class of books which are commonly called ‘best- 
sellers,’ it makes a genuine appeal to the intelligence as well as the 
emotions, and we do not doubt for an instant that it was inspired by the 
author’s love of writing for writing’s sake. 

But when Mrs. Carswell’s novel has been taken down from its small 
particular eminence and examined apart we must write more warily. ‘Open 
the Door,’ which is an extremely long novel — it has four hundred pages, 
that is, about one hundred and eighty thousand words — is an account of 
the coming of age of a young Scottish girl. By coming of age we mean, in 
this case, the moment when Life ceases to be master, but, recognizing that 
the pupil has learned all that is needful, gives her her freedom, that she may, 
in turn, give it to the man who holds her happiness in his keeping. So, from 
the age of thirteen to the age of thirty, we find ourselves — how 1s it best 
expressed? — in the company of Joanna Bannerman, her family, her friends 
and her lovers. We are told of the influences that hold back or help to unfold 
the woman in her; her thoughts, feelings and emotions are described with 
untiring sympathy and skill; but how much, when all is said and done, do 
we really know of her? How clearly is she a living creature to our 
imagination? She is receptive, easily led, fond of the country, especially 
fond of birds, pools, heather, the seasons and their change, and, since she is 
almost constantly aware of her physical being, her sexual desires are strong. 

At eighteen, a little weary of fruitless emotion, a little dream-sick, the 
conviction had begun to force itself on Joanna that she was without 


attraction. For the past ten years she had lavished unreciprocated passion on 
individuals of both sexes.... 

This persistent and deliberate search is perhaps peculiar to a certain 
character; but for the rest might not Joanna be anybody? We look in vain for 
the key to her — for that precious insight which sets her apart from the 
other characters and justifies their unimportance. The family group, for 
instance, is solidly stated, yet it is conveyed to us that of them all Joanna 
was the only one that really mattered, because she was the one that broke 
away. But we never felt her truly bound. And then the men — are they not 
the shadows of shadows? There is young Bob, who cries when he ought to 
have kissed her; her sensational Italian husband breathing fire, Fender, the 
man of the world, and in the background Lawrence, who without her 
‘conceived of his life as a seed foiled of its consummation.’ They are men 
only in so far as they are male to Joanna female. 

All would be well, in fact, if the author did not see her heroine plus, and 
we did not see her minus. We cannot help imagining how interesting this 
book might have been if, instead of glorifying Joanna, there had been 
suggested the strange emptiness, the shallowness under so great an 
appearance of depth, her lack of resisting power which masquerades as her 
love of adventure, her power of being at home anywhere because she was at 
home nowhere. Mrs. Carswell has great gifts, but except in her portrait of 
Joanna’s fanatical mother, she does not try them. They carry her away. 

(June 25, 1920.) 


Wanted, a New World 


The Mills of the Gods — By Elizabeth Robins 
My Profitable Friends — By Arnold Palmer 
The Golden Bird — By Dorothy Easton 


Suppose we put it in the form of a riddle: ‘I am neither a short story, nor a 
sketch, nor an impression, nor a tale. I am written in prose. I am a great deal 
shorter than a novel; I may be only one page long, but, on the other hand, 
there is no reason why I should not be thirty. I have a special quality — a 
something, a something which is immediately, perfectly recognizable. It 
belongs to me; it is of my essence. In fact I am often given away in the first 
sentence. I seem almost to stand or fall by it. It is to me what the first phrase 
of the song is to the singer. Those who know me feel: “Yes, that is it.” And 
they are from that moment prepared for what is to follow. Here are, for 
instance, some examples of me: “A Trifle from Life,” “About Love,” “The 
Lady with the Dog.” What am I?’ 

It does not appear from ‘The Mills of the Gods,’ however, that the 
question has ever troubled Miss Elizabeth Robins. The seven tales in this 
new volume are of a kind that might have appeared in any successful high- 
class magazine. They are wholesome, sentimental, and not so 
inconveniently thrilling that the train carries you past your station. 
Experience, confidence, and a workmanlike style — the author has all 
three, and they go far to disguise the hollowness beneath the surface, but the 
hollowness is there. There is not one of the seven which will stand 
examination. How is it that the author can bear to waste her time over these 
false situations which are not even novel? How can she bear to put her pen 
to describing the great-hearted, fearless, rude, swearing, murdering toughs 
who frequent the Golden Sand Gambling Hell at Nome? those types whom 
we know as if they had been our brothers, whose hats are off at the word 
‘Mother,’ and who shoot the cook who denies them a can of peaches. And 
then to add to them a little golden-haired innocent child whose father dies, 
and whom they adopt and send to Europe to finish her studies, and write to 
in their huge childish fists, telling her she is never to go out without her 


chaperone and they all send their love! Oh, Miss Robins! We are very, very 
weary of this kind of tale, and if we cannot refrain from smiling at the love 
story of the passionate Italian whom ‘his intimates in Italy and elsewhere’ 
called Satanucchio, it is not because we are amused. 

‘My Profitable Friends’ contains a number of very clever sketches which 
ought to be more successful than they are. There is over them a strange 
breath of self-consciousness which blurs the effect of their sensitiveness and 
interrupts our attention, so that we have the uncomfortable and very cooling 
sensation that the author may at any moment be at hand to point out the 
subtleties. The book is not large, but it contains seventeen examples of his 
work; some of them are very slight, almost negligible, and perhaps it would 
have been better to cut down their number by half. On the other hand, it is 
interesting, when an author can write as well as Mr. Palmer at his best, to 
attempt to discover from the evidence what is his aim. We feel he has not 
yet made up his mind. In each story he makes it up again. His cleverness is 
indisputable; but when that matters to him a great deal less he will write a 
great deal better. At present he leans upon it — as in ‘Eve Follyhampton’ — 
and it carries him to just before the end; but then, when he has to throw it 
away and jump, it is kinder not to look. 

It is Miss Dorothy Easton’s happy fortune to be introduced to the public 
by Mr. Galsworthy in the kindest possible little speech. He describes the 
sketches in ‘The Golden Bird’ as ‘little pictures, extraordinarily sensitive 
and faithful, and never dull.’ That is very just criticism, but it does not 
prepare the reader for the quality of the ‘little pictures.’ The writer gives us 
the impression of being extremely young — not in the sense of a child 
taking notes, but in the sense that she seems to be seeing, smelling, 
drinking, picking hops and blackberries for the first time. She has a passion 
— there is no other word for it — for the English countryside. The people 
she meets she, in the frankest possible way, devours. There are still times 
when she mistakes sentimentality for feeling, and the little paragraphs at the 
end under the title ‘Moments’ are rather a painful instance of this. But at her 
best her feeling for nature is exquisite. And for such sketches as ‘An Old 
Indian’ and ‘From an Old Malt-House’ we have nothing but praise. But 
while we welcome her warmly, we would beg her, in these uncritical days, 
to treat herself with the utmost severity. 

(June 25, 1920.) 


Mr. Conrad’s New Novel 


The Rescue — By Joseph Conrad 


The writer who has achieved more than a common popularity, who has been 
recognized as one of the very few whose place is not in the crowded and 
jostled front rank but a delightful airy perch among the mountains, is to be 
envied — and not to be envied. The distinguished position has its special 
drawbacks. Whether it is the effect upon him of the rarefied air, or of the 
dignified solitude, or of the cloud interposing and obscuring the smaller 
eminences, the valleys and the plains from his, at one time, eager gaze, we 
do not know, but the books which come down to us from the mountains are 
no longer the books they were. They are variations upon the theme that 
made him famous; they are ‘safe’ books, guaranteed to leave unchallenged 
the masterpiece that put him there. Who would tempt Providence twice? 
And so from timidity or pride, from poverty of imagination, or a high sense 
of his ‘unique’ duty, he continues to repeat himself, and it is only his 
memory which is in our flowing cups richly remembered. 


Mr. Joseph Conrad is a remarkable exception to this lamentable case. 
Although he has long been recognized as one of our first writers to-day, he 
has never yet succeeded in satisfying our curiosity. We are always waiting 
for the next book, always imagining that in the new book he will reveal 
himself fully; there will come floating in, on a full tide, his passion for the 
sea, his sense of style, his spectacular view of the universe, his romantic 
vision of the hearts of men, and we shall have the whole of Conrad — his 
measure — the bounds of his experience. These are large demands, but we 
do not think there is any doubt that they are more than satisfied by the 
appearance of ‘The Rescue.’ This fascinating book revives in us the 
youthful feeling that we are not so much reading a story of adventure as 
living in and through it, absorbing it, making it our own. This feeling is not 
wholly the result of the method, the style which the author has chosen; it 
arises more truly from the quality of the emotion in which the book 1s 
steeped. What that emotion is it were hard to define; it is, perhaps, a 


peculiar responsive sensitiveness to the significance of everything, down to 
the slightest detail that has a place in his vision. Even in the sober low- 
toned beginning the author succeeds in conveying a warning as of an 
approaching storm; it is as though the silence was made to bear a 
mysterious implication. And in this heightened, quickened state of 
awareness we are made conscious of his passionate insistence upon the 
importance of extracting from the moment every drop of life that it 
contains, wherewith to nourish his adventure. 

For ‘The Rescue’ is supremely a novel of adventure in which Mr. Conrad 
has succeeded in blending the thrilling narrative of why Captain Tom 
Lingard of the brig ‘Lightning’ fails to keep his promise to recapture for the 
young Rajah Hassim and his sister Immada their stolen kingdom, and the 
equally thrilling narrative of the capture of Tom Lingard’s soul by a white 
woman. The scene is ‘the shallow sea that foams and murmurs on the 
shores of the thousand islands, big and little, which make up the Malay 
Archipelago,’ and the strip of coast-line where the rival chiefs, Belareb and 
Tengga, have their settlements. We cannot but remark how shadowy the 
land appears throughout this book; it is as though the water were the natural 
element of man. We see the line of the coast like a dark wing; it is land 
‘seen faintly under the grey sky, black and with a blurred outline like the 
straight edge of a dissolving shore’; or it is the dazzling vision of the 
settlements seen from the lagoon by Edith Travers.... ‘the flutter of the 
streamers above the brown roofs ... the stir of palm groves, the black 
shadows inland and the dazzling white beach of coral strand all ablaze in its 
formidable mystery.” Only on one occasion when Jaffir, the servant of 
princes, the messenger of great men, is described gliding and dodging 
through the jungle, ‘between the trees, through the undergrowth, his brown 
body glistening with sweat, his firm limbs gleaming like limbs of 
imperishable bronze through the mass of green leaves,’ do we lose the 
sensation that all is seen from the deck of the brig ‘Lightning,’ or of the old 
derelict vessel, the ‘Emma.’ As the sea appears to the landsman menacing 
and threatening, so does the land appear to Lingard. His strength depends 
upon his perfect knowledge of his little brig and upon a way of life which 
is, as it were, ruled by the tides. 

The friendship that existed between Lingard and the Rajah Hassim was 
the result of a fight ashore when the young chief came to the rescue just in 
time to save disaster. Both these noble natures recognized the bond that 


must exist for ever after between them. For their characters, and that of the 
Lady Immada, sister to Hassim, are such as to give to their adventure a 
richness and splendour far beyond success or failure. It 1s right that they 
should have become united, that the chivalry in Lingard should have 
responded to the shadowy call of high romance, for King Tom or Rajah 
Tulla, as he is known to Belareb and his followers, could not have 
remained a trader. He is the embodiment of that virtue which — we are 
tempted to believe — Mr. Conrad ranks highest, Fidelity, and the world, 
even the world of sixty years ago, has no use for such a man. 

The drama, the conflict begins when an English yacht runs ashore upon 
some outlying shoals off the coast of Borneo and appeals to Lingard for 
help. It is, at this moment, most important to his enterprise that nothing 
shall interfere with his rendezvous with the chief Belareb, who has 
promised his aid in return for arms and ammunition. Moreover, he realizes 
that a yacht stranded on a mud-bank is in great danger from the natives. 
And so he sails to their rescue and offers to take the owner, Mr. Travers, his 
wife and solitary passenger on board until the danger is past. But Mr. 
Travers treats him as an impertinent adventurer and orders him off. That 
same night the two gentlemen, while taking a constitutional on a sandbank, 
are captured, and there is nothing for Edith Travers to do but to place 
herself in the hands of Lingard. These three English people are ‘the sort of 
people that pass without leaving footprints’; they are of the world, worldly. 
Travers himself is almost the Englishman of caricature, the bald-headed, 
red-faced, blustering, snobbish fool who imagines he can carry his castle on 
his back; D’Alcacer is a diplomatist, refined and dispassionate with an 
emptiness, a reserve that hides nothing at his heart. Each of them is in his 
way a falsity, an appearance, not a man, and when they are captured, in the 
magnificently decorative scenes where Lingard parleys with the Malays, the 
barbarians, in their mingled state and squalor and savagery, seem to blot 
them out of existence. But the woman, who is more false than either of 
them and emptier, is powerful. She is exceedingly beautiful. Tall, slender, 
all white and gold, with her strange air of aloofness and strength, with her 
strange silences, her gift for conveying with a glance an understanding and 
a sympathy which is almost god-like, she might herself represent Romance, 
but Romance in her world and not in Lingard’s. She is the flower of 
corruption, the poisonous vine that can only feed upon the life of another. 
And Lingard is her perfect, willing prey. The only one who recognizes her 


for what she is, 1s the Lady Immada, but it is, from the very first glance that 
Lingard gives her, too late. Life, Fate chose that she should come sailing out 
of the blue, that she should wreck his desires and his ambitions and sail 
away again, leaving no trace upon the sky and sea. 

Why should this disaster have happened? It is to put the seal of greatness 
on ‘The Rescue’ that the author gives us no answer. 

(July 2, 1920.) 


First Novels 


A Child of the Alps — By Margaret Symonds 
The Story of a New Zealand River. By Jane Mander 


We question whether anyone who has not himself written the eighty 
thousand-odd words realizes to the full the grim importance of the fact that 
a novel is not written in a day. In the case of the short story it is possible to 
give orders that, unless the house is on fire — and even then, not until the 
front staircase is well alight — one must not be disturbed; but a novel is an 
affair of weeks, of months; time after time the author 1s forced to leave what 
he has written to-day exposed to what may happen before to-morrow. How 
can one measure the influence of the interruptions and distractions that 
come between? How can one be certain of the length of time that one’s 
precious idea will wait for one? And then, suppose the emotional 
atmosphere is recaptured and the new link forged, there is always the 
chance that memory may play one false as to what is already written. The 
painter places his canvas on the easel; he steps away, he takes a long 
absorbed look, and it is all there before him from the first stroke to the last. 
But the author cannot go back to Chapter L and read again; he has no 
means of constantly renewing his knowledge of what he has actually 
written as opposed to what he has come to take for granted is there. And 
who shall say it is easy, in the final moment of relief and trrumph, when the 
labourer’s task is o’er and he knows all, to begin to be critical on such a 
point? 

‘A Child of the Alps’ and ‘The Story of a New Zealand River’ are two 
first novels which convey the impression that their authors were by no 
means sensible to the idea that there might be danger in the leisurely style. 
Miss Margaret Symonds, in particular, writes with a strange confidence; she 
has the reader’s attention caught and thrilled by her artless tale of the 
‘strange child’ Linda. All flows along so gently, all happens so easily, that 
we almost feel that we are children lying in our little beds and submitting to 
the story that the kind grown-up is recounting. It is the story of a girl whose 
mother was English and whose father was Swiss, and of how her true self, 


which was Switzerland, fought with her false self, which was England, and 
of how her true self nearly succumbed, but was in the end the conqueror. 
Linda, the child of the Alps, is a real heroine; she is exceedingly beautiful, 
with black hair reaching to her knees, great sombre eyes and tiny hands, but 
in spite of all that Miss Symonds tells us of her external appearance and of 
the infinite number of her sense impressions she will not materialize. We 
admit her youthfulness; we realize it was her time of life to flit from flower 
to flower, from mood to mood, from sensation to sensation, but she is a 
shadow without a girl. How beautiful is Switzerland in the winter, in the 
spring! How divinely lovely is Italy! Sweet sights and pleasant smells, 
charming pictures of peasant life abound, until we find ourselves in the 
strange position of skipping the story for the sake of the scenery. England, 
according to Miss Symonds, is life in the dining-room window of a 
suburban villa with the coal-cart passing outside, and Italy and Switzerland 
are two heavens. But this excessive simplification does not make a novel, 
nor should the fact that the novel is not written in a day make the author 
less conscious of the deserts of vast eternity that lie before us. It is, we 
repeat, as though we listened to this gentle, well-bred book, rather than read 
it, and we close it with the feeling that the unknown plants and flowers are 
far more real to us than the unknown people. 

The case of Miss Jane Mander is very different. Her ‘Story of a New 
Zealand River,’ which takes four hundred and thirty-two pages of small 
type to tell, has none of Miss Symonds’ sophistication, or European 
atmosphere. The scene is laid in the back blocks of New Zealand, and, as is 
almost invariably the case with novels that have a colonial setting, in spite 
of the fact that there is frequent allusion to the magnificent scenery, it 
profiteth us nothing. ‘Stiff laurel-like puriris stood beside the drooping lace 
fringe of the lacy rimu; hard blackish kahikateas brooded over the oak-like 
ti-toki with its lovely scarlet berry.’ What picture can that possibly convey 
to an English reader? What emotion can it produce? But that brings us to 
the fact that Miss Jane Mander is immensely hampered in her writing by her 
adherence to the old unnecessary technical devices — they are no more — 
with which she imagines it necessary to support her story. If one has the 
patience to persevere with her novel, there is, under all the false wrappings, 
the root of something very fresh and sturdy. She lacks confidence and the 
courage of her opinions; like the wavering, fearful heroine, she leans too 
hard on England. There are moments when we catch a bewilderingly vivid 


glimpse of what she really felt and knew about the small settlement of 
people in the lumber-camp, but we suspect that these are moments when 
she is off her guard. Then her real talent flashes out; her characters move 
quickly, almost violently; we are suddenly conscious what an agony, what 
an anguish it was to Bruce when he felt one of his drunken fits coming on; 
or The Boss reveals his extraordinary simplicity when he tells his wife he 
thought she’d been unfaithful to him for years. 

But these serve nothing but to increase our impatience with Miss Mander. 
Why is her book not half as long, twice as honest? What right has she to 
bore her readers if she is capable of interesting them? It would be easy to 
toss ‘The Story of a New Zealand River’ aside and to treat it as another 
unsuccessful novel, but we have been seeking for pearls in such a 
prodigious number of new books that we are forced to the conclusion that it 
is useless to dismiss any that contain something that might one day turn into 
a pearl. What is extremely impressive to the novel reviewer is the modesty 
of the writers — their diffidence in declaring themselves what they are — 
their almost painful belief that they must model themselves on somebody. 
We turn over page after page wondering numbly why this unknown he or 
she should go through the labour of writing all this down. They cannot all 
of them imagine that this book is going to bring them fame and fortune. 
And then — no, not always, but a great deal more often than the cultivated 
public would believe — there is a sentence, there is a paragraph, a whole 
page or two, which starts in the mind of the reviewer the thrilling thought 
that this book was written because the author wanted to write. How is this 
timidity to be explained, then? One would imagine that round the corner 
there was a little band of jeering, sneering, superior persons ready to leap up 
and laugh if the cut of the new-comer’s jacket is not of the strangeness they 
consider admissible. In the name of the new novel, the new sketch, the new 
story, if they are really there, let us defy them. 

(July 9, 1920.) 


The Old and the New Hand 


The Foolish Lovers — By St. John Ervine 
The Great Leviathan — By D. A. Barker 


“You can’t expect a man to produce a masterpiece every time. He may 
not think much of this new book, himself. It’s possible that he was bound to 
turn one out this season....’ But this gentle rain from Heaven upon our 
indignation in no wise cools it. We do expect each novel that a man writes 
to be better than the last, to be in fact that novel that we had imagined from 
the promise of his first books he was capable of writing. A ‘masterpiece’ is, 
of course, exaggeration. It has come to mean (see any young author’s press 
notices) a novel which is not as other novels are. But, failing a sign, failing 
a few explanatory words, or a reproduction of the agreement, say, between 
publisher and author, which demonstrates how, willy-nilly, the thing had to 
be finished at a certain date, we shall go on treating each new book as the 
one that the author considers — or how could he honestly publish it? — an 
advance upon his last. That being so, the question arises how on earth Mr. 
St. John Ervine could have imagined ‘The Foolish Lovers’ to be a patch 
upon ‘Mrs. Martin’s Man.’ Not that the latter was a great book, but it had 
qualities which made it possible for one to understand the admiration it 
aroused. It had vitality, a spareness, a sharpness of outline, and, more 
important than any of these, the emotional atmosphere was sustained from 
cover to cover. But ‘The Foolish Lovers’ has nothing to commend it but a 
good beginning. 

While John Macdermott is a boy, living in the shop at Ballyards (which 
everybody knows is a town in Ulster) with his uncle William, a quiet, 
understanding man, a lovable ancient whose life is book-reading, and his 
passionate, hot-headed ‘Ma’ — while he and they talk in the queer, nice, 
Irish way, and there is a smell of wet earth and of turf fires and the cold 
smell of brackish water — we are not without hope. But John grows up and 
goes to London and becomes not a writer, not a young man, but a creature 
of pen and paper. Enter lodgings at Brixton, the cockney maid, the usual 
theatricals on the ground floor, the melancholy landlady and the old, old 


London herring across the trail for comic relief. Enter also, for love interest, 
a pair of blue eyes. Well, there is this to be said. The author appears to be as 
bored by this hired furniture as we are, and when at the end John and Blue 
Eyes are led by baby fingers back to the old home in Ireland he does not 
scruple to use all the old tags that go to make short work of a story. But why 
did he write it? Or rather, why did he give up writing it? Perhaps he would 
reply that what is not worth doing is not worth doing well. It 1s a possible 
explanation. 

We have no other novel of Mr. Barker’s to measure ‘The Great 
Leviathan’ by. For a first attempt it is a commendable piece of work, but it 
does not — if one may be permitted the expression — cut any ice. It is 
pleasantly written, and there are many happy touches, but we are never 
certain as to what it is that the author is after. If he was after nothing, but 
merely engaged in showing us these various sketches of Tom, we should 
understand him better. But there is the title, and scattered here and there are 
vague intimations that his chief concern is to show us how Tom escaped, or 
was injured by the monster, Society. We are led to suppose that the early 
knowledge gained of his mother’s unhappy marriage haunted him through 
his boyhood, and when he came to fall in love it was because of this that he 
refrained from making Mary his wife. But it is very unconvincing. Neither 
does the case of Mary, who was brave enough to live with him ‘in sin’ as 
she presumably considered it, ring true. The Mary he describes would not 
have cared a button for the opinions of the cabbies on the rank at the end of 
their road. And why in Heaven’s name, Mr. Barker, should those cabbies 
have known? Shall we be detestable enough to say to the new author: ‘And 
now, having got so far, why not try your hand at something a great deal 
better?’ 

(July 16, 1920.) 


A Hymn to Youth 


The Happy Foreigner — By Enid Bagnold 


If Miss Bagnold had chosen that her heroine should lead the most sheltered 
and protected life that is left for a young woman to endure, we are confident 
that there would have blossomed within its narrow boundaries flowers as 
rich and as delicate as those which Fanny gathered on the strange roads of 
France. For she understands how it is vain to seek adventure unless there is 
the capacity for adventure within us — and if that is there, may it not be 
satisfied within four walls or the circle of lamplight? This generation 
assures us it may. Beauty looks in at the window. Experience knocks at the 
door. Why should one wander? Nevertheless, though the spirit of adventure 
may sing, may lament, exult, within our bosom’s cage, there are moments 
when the old longing comes over us to fare forth, to put ourselves to the 
test, to lose ourselves in other countries, other lives, to give what we have in 
exchange for what we want, and thus to acquire strange unfamiliar treasure. 
But these moments pass very quickly. Few are brave enough to recognize 
them. They pass, and the wonderful light quivers on the walls, is like a pool 
of silver in the lamp-shine, and Beauty mounts guard at the window and 
Experience stands with a drawn sword at the door. But this sad ending 
cannot happen to Miss Bagnold, for ‘The Happy Foreigner’ exists for a 
proof of how she ventured, and to tell how great was her reward. Here is the 
plot. 

Fanny, an English girl, goes to France at the end of the war and drives a 
car for the French Army. She falls in love, but it comes to nothing, and the 
end might be the beginning. That is all. Who Fanny is, what her life has 
been up till the moment she is discovered for us ‘stretched upon the table of 
the Y.W.C.A.’ in Paris, on her way to Bar-le-Duc, we are not told. She 
remains from first to last an unknown young woman, secret, folded within 
herself, a ‘happy foreigner.’ She is almost without fear; nothing can 
overwhelm her or cast her down, because it is her nature, and unchangeable, 
to find in all things a grain of living beauty. We have the feeling that she is, 
above all, unbroken. Driving in the rain, in the darkness, in the snow, living 


in a paper cubicle, with the bright eyes of a rat peering at her, enduring cold 
and vile food, being covered in mud from head to foot — these things 
happen to her, but she passes them by. They do not matter. They are 
incidents on the journey, but they are not more. Praise be to Miss Bagnold 
for giving us a new heroine, a pioneer, who sees, feels, thinks, hears, and 
yet is herself full of the sap of life. ‘The Happy Foreigner’ ends upon a note 
of happiness: 

To-morrow I shall be gone. The apple blossom is spread to large wax 
flowers, and the flowers will fall and never breed apples. They will sweep 
this room, and Philippe’s mother will come and sit in it and make it sad. So 
many things will happen in the evening. So many unripe thoughts ripen 
before the fire. Turk, Bulgar, German, — Me. Never to return. When she 
comes into the room the apple-flowers will stare at her across the desert of 
my absence, and wonder who she is! I wonder if I can teach her anything. 
Will she keep the grill on the wood fire? And the blue birds flying on the 
bed? It is like going out of life — tenderly leaving one’s little arrangements 
to the next comer.... 

And drawing her chair up to the table, she lit the lamp and sat down to 
write her letter. 

(July 16, 1920.) 


Rather a Give-Away 


Daisy Ashford: Her Book. — By the Author of ‘The Young Visiters’ 


While realizing how difficult 1t must have been to resist — especially as the 
cupboard was not bare — we think that the author of ‘The Young Visiters’ 
has been unwise to respond to the greedy public’s desire for more. Her new 
book was bound to invite comparison with the other; it is not a patch on it; 
and, more than that, does it not remove a little of the bloom from what was 
surely the chief charm of the adventures of Mr. Salteena and Ethel — we 
mean their uniqueness? ‘The Young Visiters’ was funny enough in all 
conscience, but the source of its funniness was that it was such a find. As 
we read, the picture was before us of the little girl making it up, saying the 
absurd things over to herself before she wrote them down with a very 
special kind of relish, and putting in the stops afterwards, especially the 
exclamation marks, with a heavy hand. But when Miss Ashford tells us in 
the preface to this new book that the first story was ‘dictated to my father, 
who took it down faithfully word for word,’ it is a very different affair. 
Likewise when she tells us that portions of her sister’s story were dictated 
to her father and mother, ‘and I think the nurse had a hand in it too.’ 

We do not doubt her sincerity for a moment, but was it possible for those 
grown-ups to refrain from getting all the fun they could from the amusing 
child; or could the child refrain, when she saw how they rolled their eyes, 
from playing down to them, from adding that couple of shrimps to the 
absurd enough afternoon tea? It is common and humiliating enough to see 
on the face of a baby a shade of contempt at the things these monsters titter 
and giggle over. ‘If you will think it is so very funny that I don’t happen to 
know how babies come,’ we can almost imagine Angela Ashford saying, 
‘T’ll write you a whole story about it,’ and she proceeds to compose, ‘The 
Jellus Governess.’ If we had not been told that nurse, especially nurse, 
helped with the writing out, we should have been more merry. 

Perhaps the most amusing passage in this new book occurs in the first 
story, ‘Love and Marriage.’ A young gentleman is on his way to see his 
beloved. 


Just as he was thinking of going up to her house he saw Norah Mackie 
and Evelyn Slattery coming along together. 

“Your friend,’ they said chaffingly, ‘1s picking some old geraniums in the 
front garden.’ 

Burke stared at them straight, and, putting out his tongue once or twice, 
walked on to find his darling pet. 

This, we feel, is a true contribution to the number of retorts one can make 
to a silly, and certainly intended to be rather insulting, remark of that kind. 

The remaining stories were written between the ages of eleven and 
fourteen. They are, for the most part, very dull, and dreadfully like the vast 
number of novels written by ladies whose intellectual life seems to remain 
for ever in its early ‘teens.’ But psycho-analysts, please note — it is surely 
strange for a child between these ages to occupy herself so passionately 
with the subject of courtship and marriage. The heavy, detailed descriptions 
of young gentlemen and their true loves read as though they were culled 
from the covers of servants’ novelettes — those shiny, coloured covers that 
appear to have a rich varnish on them. In our experience the female child 
between those ages would have held such horrors in high contempt. 

(July 23, 1920.) 


The Luxurious Style 


Linda Condon — By Joseph Hergesheimer 


If a novel is to have a central idea we imagine that central idea as a lusty 
growing stem from which the branches spring clothed with leaves, and the 
buds become flowers and fruits. We imagine that the author chooses with 
infinite deliberation the very air in which that tree shall be nourished, and 
that he is profoundly aware that its coming to perfection depends upon the 
strength with which the central idea supports its beautiful accumulations. 
But in the case of ‘Linda Condon’ we have the impression that the author 
has planted something that never has time to take root, for he cannot resist 
the temptation to deck it with immediate branches, to clothe it with a 
multiplicity of exotic splendours. These are all very well in the first part of 
the book to gaze upon, to smell, to compel our astonishment; but at the end, 
at the moment when the harvest is to be gathered — ah, then — at that final 
moment which should be all compact of richness, we are confronted with a 
little dried-up, withered skeleton. Linda Condon, a small, grave young 
person aged ten, with ink-black hair, blue velvety eyes, cheeks like 
magnolia petals and lips carnation-red, is the embodiment of Mr. 
Hergesheimer’s conception. There is that in her circumstances and in her 
behaviour which puts us in mind very vividly of Mr. Henry James’s little 
Maisie. Like her, for all her appearance of being adequate to the strange 
situation, Linda is innocent of all evil; with the same touching and 
confiding air of understanding everything, she accepts her surroundings. 
Life is a drifting from one odious hdtel de luxe to another, from one odious 
gentleman de luxe, who is mamma’s friend of the moment, to another. For 
Linda’s mother is a gay, golden-haired woman of pleasure, whose days are 
divided between the mirror, eating, and railing against men, and whose 
nights are devoted to getting what she can from ‘the beasts,’ and keeping 
her spirits up with drink. She is a vivid representation of the warm-hearted, 
vulgar, over-blown animal with whom contemporary fiction has made us as 
familiar as we wish to be, and the touch or two of strangeness which is 
apparent is due to the author’s precision of detail. Until the age of fourteen 


Linda is her blind, adoring handmaid, but then, on an afternoon when her 
mother speaks to her ‘sensibly’ on the subject of marriage, she has for the 
first time a vague intimation of feelings which she cannot account for or 
explain away. These feelings recur, and the author reveals what we have 
called his central idea at a studio orgie, where in the contemplation of a cast 
of the Winged Victory side by side with a leering Chinese God it is 
explained to her that the one stands for the world of spirit and the other for 
lust. This time Linda 1s troubled with a rushing of wings and a feeling as if 
she were up among the stars. 

‘I have left Lao-tze for Greece,’ said the sculptor to whom she confessed 
her vision, and she is his inspiration forthwith. It is through him that Linda 
discovers that she is not a living woman; she cannot love. It is as though, 
while she walked in the midst of those dangers that thronged her childhood, 
an icy finger had touched her, chilled her, so that she would always in 
experience and feeling remain a child. ‘This child I to myself shall take.’ 
But the Spirit of Beauty, in claiming her, has taken its revenge on life as 
well. True, the child (and now we mean that mystical child whom life is for 
ever threatening) has been saved, but only at the cost of keeping her a child 
for ever. This takes one hundred and fifty pages to tell — half the book. The 
scene has been any sumptuous hotel, and after the marriage of Linda’s 
mother, the house of a wealthy New York business man. There is no 
important difference between these settings. Either is equally rich in 
descriptive matter, and it is his passion for registering every pink-silk box 
of black chocolates, every cocktail, bath extract, perfume, sugared fig, 
quilted bed cover, web of lingerie, that in our opinion at first obscures, and 
finally smothers, Mr. Hergesheimer’s central idea. Great brilliant chunks of 
this repulsive world of the very rich are hurled at us until Linda is scarcely 
visible, is pale as a pocket-handkerchief. And then, with the second half of 
the book, which tells of Linda’s marriage and later life, we have the 
uncomfortable sensation all this does not matter. It is not as though the 
author has anything more to tell us about Linda; he can only prove, with her 
marriage, her absence of feeling for her children, her lack of response to her 
husband, her vague repetition of the old dream of stirring wings, that thus it 
is and ever shall be. It is a great pity that Mr. Hergesheimer has not faced 
the difficulties of a more reluctant and a more precious harvest. 

(July 23, 1920.) 


Hypertrophy 


Development — By W. Bryher 


This book is described as a novel; we should prefer to call 1t a warning. It is 
a solemn account of the dreadful fate that befell a young person for whom, 
at the age of four, ‘the morning was wistful with the half-expressed desire: 
“If only I could have lived in an age when something happened.”’ For this 
egg, imp, sprite, darling of a pigmy size, there are no such things as 
newborn blisses; her days passed, we are told, unpleasantly free from 
danger, and ‘she could never remember a time when she had not wanted to 
go to sea.’ Not in a sieve, with her feet on a piece of pink blotting-paper, 
nor on a door-mat with a white cotton umbrella for a sail, but in a fishing 
ship that moved ‘bird-like,’ dear reader, among ‘waves, dented blue or 
curved racing green.’ 

Well, well, it is sad to consider what sentimental old creatures we must 
appear to the infants of to-day, timidly asking them if they believe in 
children, much as thirty years ago they used to ask us if we believed in 
fairies. Children, indeed! Except for, between the age of five and seven, an 
unfortunate little affair over the ownership of a tricycle, a misunderstanding 
which might have culminated in disaster had not the Olympians intervened, 
there is no visible evidence that the heroine of ‘Development’ did not bid 
farewell to the childish state with her first bottle. 

‘Actual existence,’ says the author, ‘is too complicated to do more than 
puzzle a child of eight. Nancy, in fact, was not aware that it existed.’ She 
found the ‘Iliad’ a great deal more to her taste, and such was her knowledge 
of life in Troy that ‘she could see it, feel it, till her days passed in a crashing 
of bronze, a clatter of sandals, till to have seen the sun-browned body of a 
warrior catch the light at the corner beneath the heavy perfection of his 
harness ...” would have surprised her a great deal less than the common 
things of day. Moments that she could spare from her books she passed in 
one or another museum in Florence and elsewhere, and we catch a wistful 
glimpse of her drawing aside the veil of years from the whole of antiquity, 


and cruelly, ruthlessly, throwing over charming Achilles for the fresher 
fascinations of modern-hearted Hannibal. 

‘The train reeking of Europe rattled on.’ Our heroine at ten is on her way 
to Egypt. ‘Italy was wonderful, but Naples was still Europe, and Egypt 
meant Africa.’ What more is there to be said? Let these words suffice: ‘Of 
all Egyptian history nothing had impressed her sailor mind so much as the 
expedition to Punt, and was not the tomb of Hatasu herself on the other side 
of the river? Then there was Rameses, the epic of Pentaur, on the great 
Karnak wall.’ And so it goes on and on — this absurd autobiography of a 
poor little stuffed owl, with its beak or its nose in the air. It is all very well 
for W. Bryher to say that ‘her impressions poured into the white and 
rounded vase’ of her Nancy’s imagination, ‘hot and clamorous with 
sweetness.’ Even if we knew what such a statement meant we should refuse 
to believe a word of it. It is not meet for little children to dig their sand-pies 
among the tombs, and Nancy at fourteen is an awful example of what such 
indulgence may end in. ‘From the delicate bloom of peach the spirit of 
childhood flushed to the tenderness of a wild rose, it was ready to be one 
with dream.’ 

And then her shadowy parents emerged and thrust her into prison for 
three years where the girls wore white blouses, and were taught drill and 
nothing by elderly idiots who would not even understand her desire ‘to keep 
her art free from any taint of school.’ Follows another and a longer voyage 
to the beloved South of her childhood, and antiquity is recovered before the 
frescoes of the bullring and the cup-bearer. With the poetry of Verhaeren 
and Mallarmé and a touch or two of de Régnier, her mental bewilderment, 
to call it by no harsher name, is complete. Nancy recognizes that she is a 
writer born. 

But here we would notice a strange lament on the part of the heroine that 
she 1s not a boy. She deplores her long draggled skirt, the fact that, as a girl, 
she can only ‘write books woven of pretty pictures seen from a narrow 
window’; that she is sheathed in convention. There is also a nonsensical 
account of a female tea-party. But there is no longer any need for girls to 
wear draggled skirts or to sit at narrow windows or to scream and twitter; 
they have been running away to sea for years — the excuse will not serve. 
And although we are told she possesses ‘the intellect, the hopes, the 
ambitions of a man, un-softened by any feminine attribute,’ what could be 
more ‘female’ than her passion for rummaging in, tumbling over, eyeing 


this great basket of coloured words? That she can find no use for them; that, 
lovely as they are, she has nothing to pin them on to, nothing to deck out in 
them; that /a bonne Littérature, in fine, has not bid her bind her hair, is no 
great marvel. She has been to a feast of languages ever since she was old 
enough to beat a spoon on the table. 

(July 30, 1920.) 


A Foreign Novel 


Jenny — By Sigrid Undset 


Of course we know a great deal better, and laugh at our emotion and refer to 
it as a foolish weakness on the part of our poor dear heart — who 1s like the 
timid old-fashioned wife of that brilliant young surgeon, the mind — but for 
all that, there is something in the opera ‘La Boheme’ that sets us sighing.... 
Yes, yes, of course it was an impossible, unhealthy, draughty life, with all 
those stairs, and no electric light, and no bathroom, and no cooked 
vegetables! But the white walls, the bunch of violets in a glass, the long loaf 
and the bottle of wine in a cupboard, her hat and his coat hanging from two 
nails.... Sentimental nonsense — but there you are! 

The author of ‘Jenny’ has managed to capture this pale lilac sunlight, this 
youthful atmosphere so successfully that the glaring faults of construction 
are toned down. Her small group of Scandinavian students living in Rome, 
care-free, spending whole nights talking and whole days taking their fill of 
the sun and painting and eating and falling in and out of love, is excellently 
described. She can bring them together round a café table and make us 
realize how they are related to one another, how they react and respond, the 
quality of their group emotion; and she can part them, separate them, follow 
them one by one to that lighted attic where, solitary, they reveal the self that 
does not change. We are made to feel how the two women, Jenny and 
Cesca, for all that they are more important, richer, more sensitive than the 
men, are yet at the mercy of life, are in danger, just because they are 
women. And yet the book fails as a whole because Miss Undset has been 
content, as it were, to uncover rather than discover Jenny. We should have 
known at the end why it was that, in giving herself to the man who she felt 
would be for ever a stranger, Jenny sins against the deepest impulses of her 
being — why, from that moment, Life would have nothing more to do with 
her. But this question, problem, which should be the living support of the 
novel, the author forgets, or allows to be smothered. 

(July 30, 1920.) 


Esther Waters Revisited 


Esther Waters. — By George Moore 


Although conversation of the kind is seldom very fruitful, while young 
writers gather together it would be hard to find a topic more suited to their 
enthusiasm than ‘Who are, when all is said and done, our best writers to- 
day, and why do we think so?’ Present-day literature consists almost 
entirely of poetry and the novel, and when it is the latter which has been 
under discussion; when there has been a furious rage of condemning, 
admiring, prophesying, upholding; when all is over and the participants 
have distributed to their satisfaction the laurel and the bay, it is not 
uncommon to hear, from a corner, an American or a French voice upraised: 
‘But what about Mr. George Moore?’ Of course; how strange! How difficult 
it is to explain how so distinguished a figure in modern letters comes to be 
forgotten 1 And even when we recall him to memory do we not see him 
dim, pale, shadowy, vanishing round this corner, disappearing behind that 
door, almost in the role of expert private detective to his novels rather than 
author.... This, too, in spite of his detachment and candour, taking into 
account the delighted retracing, retracking himself down, so to say, for 
which he is famous. We have no other writer who is so fond of talking of 
his art. So endless is his patience, so sustained his enthusiasm, we have the 
feeling that he cannot refrain from confiding in the stupid public, simply 
because he cannot keep silent. And yet — there is the strange fact. While 
we are engaged in reading Mr. George Moore’s novels he is ‘there,’ but 
once they are put back on the shelves he has softly and silently vanished 
away until he is heard of again. 

The publication of a new edition of ‘Esther Waters’ provides an 
opportunity for seeking to understand this curious small problem. It is 
generally agreed that this novel is the best he has written, and the author 
himself has expressed his delight in it— ‘the book that among all other 
books I should have cared most to write, and to have written it so much 
better than I ever dreamed it could be written.’ ‘Esther Waters’ is, on the 
face of it, a model novel. Having read it carefully and slowly — we defy 


anyone to race along or skip — from cover to cover, we are left feeling that 
there is not a page, paragraph, sentence, word, that is not right, the only 
possible page, paragraph, sentence, word. The more we look into it, the 
more minute our examination, the deeper grows our amazement at the 
amount of sheer labour that has gone to its execution. Nothing from: ‘She 
stood on the platform watching the receding train,’ until the last pale 
sentence, the last quiet closing chord is taken for granted. How 1s it possible 
for Mr. George Moore to have gained such precise knowledge of the 
servants’ life in Esther’s first place unless he disguised himself as a kitchen- 
maid and plunged his hands into the cauliflower water? There is not a detail 
of the kitchen and pantry life at Woodview that escapes his observation; the 
description of the bedroom shared by Esther and the housemaid Margaret is 
as complete as though the author were preparing us for some sordid crime 
to be committed there. And this intensely scrupulous method, this 
dispassionate examination is continued without a break in the even flow of 
the narrative. Turn to the page of the heroine’s seduction: 

The wheat stacks were thatching, and in the rickyard, in the carpenter’s 
shop, and in the warm valleys, listening to the sheep-bells tinkling, they 
often lay together talking of love and marriage till one evening, putting his 
pipe aside, William threw his arm round her, whispering she was his wife. 

‘Putting his pipe aside’! Could anything express a nicer control, a cooler 
view of the emotional situation? It is only equalled by: ‘Soon after thoughts 
betook themselves on their painful way, and the stars were shining when he 
followed her across the down, beseeching her to listen.’ It comes to this. 
There is not, in retrospect, one single page which is not packed as tightly as 
it can hold with whatever can be recorded. When we follow Esther to 
London here is the crown of the book. It is the London of that particular 
time preserved whole, a true ‘London of the water’s edge’ — a London of 
theatres, music-halls, wine-shops, public-houses. And it is the scene of the 
struggle of Esther Waters to be a good woman and to bring up her child 
against fearful odds. The life of a general servant — how sordid, how 
vulgar, how ignoble! What a trapesing up and down stairs and a turning-out 
of ugly rooms! Mr. Moore spares us none of it, and when her ‘luck 
changes,’ and, married to the man who seduced her, Esther has a home of 
her own, it is the centre of a low-class gambling lot. Could all this be more 
faithfully described than the author has described it? Could it possibly be 


more complete, more probable? The technique is so even, it is as though a 
violinist were to play the whole concerto in one stroke of the bow. 

And yet we would say without hesitation that ‘Esther Waters’ is not a 
great novel, and never could be a great novel, because it has not, from first 
to last, the faintest stirring of the breath of life. It is as dry as the remainder 
biscuit after a voyage. In a word it has no emotion. Here is a world of 
objects accurately recorded, here are states of mind set down, and here, 
above all, is that good Esther whose faith in her Lord is never shaken, 
whose love for her child is never overpowered — and who cares? 

In the last year Jackie had taken much and given nothing. But when she 
opened Mrs. Lewis’s door he came running to her, calling her Mummie; and 
the immediate preference he showed for her, climbing on her knees instead 
of Mrs. Lewis’s, was a fresh sowing of love in the mother’s heart. 

Do we not feel that to be the detective rather than the author writing? It is 
an arid, sterile statement. Or this: 

But when they came to the smooth wide ... roads ... she put him down, 
and he would run along ahead, crying, ‘Turn for a walk, Mummie, turn 
along,’ and his little feet went so quickly beneath his frock that it seemed as 
if he were on wheels. She followed, often forced to break into a run, 
tremulous lest he should fall.... 

The image of the little feet on wheels is impossibly flat and cold, and 
‘tremulous’ is never the word for Esther— ‘trembling’ or ‘all of a tremble’ 
— the other word reveals nothing. What it comes to is that we believe that 
emotion is essential to a work of art; it is that which makes a work of art a 
unity. Without emotion writing is dead; it becomes a record instead of a 
revelation, for the sense of revelation comes from that emotional reaction 
which the artist felt and was impelled to communicate. To contemplate the 
object, to let it make its own impression — which is Mr. Moore’s way in 
‘Esther Waters’ — is not enough. There must be an initial emotion felt by 
the writer, and all that he sees is saturated in that emotional quality. It alone 
can give incidence and sequence, character and background, a close and 
intimate unity. Let the reader turn to the scene where Sarah gets drunk 
because her horse has lost. It is a fearful scene, and so closely described that 
we might be at her elbow. But now Sarah speaks, now Esther, now William, 
and all is as cold and toneless as if it were being read out of that detective’s 
notebook again. It is supremely good evidence; nothing is added, nothing is 
taken away, but we forget it as soon as it is read for we have been given 


nothing to remember. Fact succeeds fact, and with the reflection that Esther 
and her husband ‘fell asleep, happy in each other’s love, seeming to find 
new bonds of union in pity for their friend’s misfortune,’ the scene closes. 
Is that all? No wonder we forget Mr. George Moore. To praise such work as 
highly as he does is to insult his readers’ intelligence. 

(August 6, 1920.) 


Throw Them Overboard! 


The Story of the Siren — By E. M. Forster 


The delightful event of a new story by Mr. E. M. Forster sets us wishing 
that it had not been so long to wait between his last novel and his new book. 
He is one of the very few younger English writers whose gifts are of a kind 
to compel our curiosity as well as our admiration. There is in all his novels 
a very delicate sense of the value of atmosphere, a fine precision of 
expression, and his appreciation of the uniqueness of the characters he 
portrays awakens in him a kind of special humour, half whimsical, half 
sympathetic. It is in his best-known novel, ‘Howard’s End,’ that he is most 
successful in conveying to the reader the effect of an assurance that he 
possesses a vision which reigns within; but in ‘Howard’s End,’ though less 
than elsewhere, we are teased by the feeling, difficult to define, that he has 
by no means exerted the whole of his imaginative power to create that 
world for his readers. This, indeed, it is which engages our curiosity. How is 
it that the writer is content to do less than explore his own delectable 
country? 

There is a certain leisureliness which is of the very essence of Mr. 
Forster’s style — a constant and fastidious choosing of what the unity shall 
be composed — but while admitting the necessity for this and the charm of 
it, we cannot deny the danger to the writer of drifting, of finding himself 
beset with fascinating preoccupations which tempt him to put off or even to 
turn aside from the difficulties which are outside his easy reach. In the case 
of Mr. Forster the danger is peculiarly urgent because of his extreme 
reluctance to — shall we say? — commit himself wholly. By letting himself 
be borne along, by welcoming any number of diversions, he can still appear 
to be a stranger, a wanderer, within the boundaries of his own country, and 
so escape from any declaration of allegiance. To sum this up as a cynical 
attitude on the part of the author would be, we are convinced, to do him a 
profound wrong. Might it not be that his conscience is over-developed, that 
he is himself his severest critic, his own reader full of eyes? So aware is he 
of his sensitiveness, his sense of humour, that they are become two 


spectators who follow him wherever he goes, and are for ever on the look- 
out for a display of feeling.... 

It was the presence of ‘my aunt and the chaplain’ on the first page of 
‘The Story of the Siren’ which suggested the tentative explanation above. 
The teller of the story is in a boat outside a little grotto on a great sunlit rock 
in the Mediterranean. His notebook has dropped over the side. 

‘It is such a pity,’ said my aunt, ‘that you will not finish your work at the 
hotel. Then you would have been free to enjoy yourself and this would 
never have happened.’ 

‘Nothing of it but will change into something rich and strange,’ warbled 
the chaplain.... 

It would be extremely unfair to suggest that Mr. Forster’s novels are alive 
with aunts and black with chaplains, and yet those two figures are so 
extraordinarily familiar, that we caught ourselves unjustifiably wondering 
why there must always be, on every adventure, an aunt and a warbling 
chaplain. Why must they always be there in the boat, bright, merciless, clad 
from head to foot in the armour of efficiency? 

It is true that in this particular story the hero escapes from them almost 
immediately. He and Giuseppe are left on a rock outside the cave, so that 
the boatman may dive and recover his notebook. But the mischief is done. 
All through the enchanting story told by Giuseppe after the book is rescued, 
we seem to hear a ghostly accompaniment. They ‘had been left together in a 
magic world, apart from all the commonplaces that are called reality, a 
world of blue whose floor was the sea and whose walls and roof of rock 
trembled with the sea’s reflections’; but something has happened there 
which should not have happened there — so that the radiance is faintly 
dimmed, and that beautiful trembling blue is somehow just blurred, and the 
voice of Giuseppe has an edge on it which makes it his voice for the 
foreigner: the aunt and the chaplain, in fine, are never to be wholly got rid 
of. By this we do not wish to suggest for one moment that the key of the 
story should be changed, should be pitched any lower. It is exquisitely right. 
But we do wish Mr. Forster would believe that his music is too good to 
need any bush. 

(August 8, 1920.) 


A Holiday Novel 


XX X— By X. X.X. (X. X., 75. 6d. net) 


Seated in one of those sealed, sumptuous interiors where the rich, unbridled 
furniture seems to have gone back to the jungle, and the illusion is 
heightened by the two immense ebony elephants in full trumpet on the giant 
sideboard, each bearing on his trunk — inexplicable anomaly — a minute 
white china vase containing a dead fern, the terrified eye fluttering over the 
deathly-white page of the illustrated something or other, the terrified ear on 
the qui vive for that discreet rustle which must be followed up the ominous 
stairs and into a chair which would seem to have been designed as a 
smoking-room armchair for a skeleton, the entrapped mind all the time busy 
composing that sentence which should convey in a breath that we had not 
time to-day, and, indeed, had not come to have anything done, but just to be 
looked at in case — our attention was arrested by a winning little paragraph 
of advice which was intended for those of ‘our readers’ who had thought at 
all seriously of taking away a book with them to read on their holiday. It 
was distinguished by a note of quiet confidence, infinitely reassuring to a 
timid unaccustomed reader, to the effect that, provided the holiday was long 
enough, the print large enough, and the margins sufficiently wide, there was 
no reason at all why the entire book should not be finished before the hunt 
for the return half of the ticket began. It was hinted at that the book should 
have a serviceable cover to protect it from the ravages of wind, wave and 
tide — that it should not be read while swimming except in the case of a 
novice, when, an exciting chapter being agreed upon, the teacher should 
hold the book out of the water on a level with the patient’s eyes, and, 
walking slowly backward, draw him on, almost literally speaking. Should 
the book suffer from unexpected immersion (the book indeed!), a brisk 
drying in the open air, or failing this, on the outside of the bedroom 
window-sill (should the landlady have no objection), would soon set all to 
rights again. But while on the subject of accidents it further suggested that 
if the book should be buried, there is no cause for alarm; a spade should be 
quietly borrowed, the exact spot ascertained as far as possible, the sand 


gently removed so as to avoid any bruising of the cover, and upon recovery: 
‘Hold the book by the two stiffened sides. Clap together. It is one of the 
famous charms of sand that it is so quickly and so cleanly capable of 
removal....’ In the case of a picnic, especially where portable liquids were 
carried, it was strongly advised to place the book, if the reader looked 
forward to a quiet half-hour with it under a tree while the little folks 240 
wandered, on the top of the picnic basket, and, to prevent any fading or 
curling of the leaves, to make all snug with an old copy of yesterday’s 
newspaper. 

We were surprised to read that there were occasions when the presence of 
a book on a holiday made for selfishness, or perhaps thoughtlessness, 
rather. The example of reading at meals was given. To read at meals meant 
that the book was bound to be propped against something, and that 
something was almost equally bound to be an article of common use such 
as the cruet, the milk-jug, or even, in very thoughtless cases, a pot of jam. 
How often the writer had seen a retiring or shy nature’s enjoyment of the 
meal entirely spoilt by his choosing to go without rather than force himself 
to break the silence of the table, at the risk of a possible snub or glance of 
amusement as well. On the other hand, it is not wise to leave the book on 
the hall-stand or thrust into the stairs during dinner. A run up the stairs with 
it to one’s own bedroom may save many a long hour’s search for it, later, or 
even a more bitter disappointment still. Never read either directly before or 
after eating; after all, we have come away to give our digestions a rest; and, 
it is unnecessary to say, never read in bed. One may as well stay at home as 
risk one’s life with a strange lamp or candle. One word more. It is most 
unwise to take away an author who ts not thor ughly well-known and liked. 
What could be more unpleasant than to find yourself on a rainy day, in 
seaside lodgings, with someone whom ... what indeed? 

(August 13, 1920.) 


Deader Than the Dodo 


Queen Lucia — By E. F. Benson 


‘Lucia, with her enthusiasms and absurdities, is a delightful creature, 
worthy to rank with the immortal Dodo.’ These are the concluding words of 
that paragraph on the paper wrapper which is to tempt the reader to open or 
not to open Mr. Benson’s new novel. It is a great many years since we read 
‘Dodo.’ How immortal does it remain for us? Memory, with some 
reluctance and hesitation, dives and fetches up ... a slim creature with a 
wasp waist preening herself before a mirror, Beethoven, a great, blond, 
Newfoundland dog of a man on watch beside a cradle, a hunting crop, and 
over all a high, rapid, ceaseless chatter which may or may not have sparkled 
then, but which the action of the years has dreadfully dulled.... But we did 
imagine that the ‘whole point’ of the novel, as they say, was the charm of 
Dodo. The author and the reader agreed — did they not? — that she was a 
delightful creature, with her enthusiasms and absurdities. Lucia, however, in 
spite of that paragraph, is an extremely unpleasant elderly cat, with eyes 
‘like round buttons covered in black leather,’ and ‘hard, neat undulations of 
black hair.’ Let us take the reader into our confidence. We believe there has 
been some extraordinary confusion on the part of the author and the 
publisher and the characters, with the result that the lady to whom the 
paragraph applies is not Lucia at all, but her rival in the case, the opera- 
singer, who whistles on her ringers, calls her men friends ‘my dear,’ and 
tells them not to blush when they mention the fact that babies are born. We 
are prepared to eat our pen that it is she who is Dodo revived, but how 
aggravating and tiresome it is that the question should be raised, for at each 
fresh appearance of Lucia we find ourselves looking for the likeness, and at 
each new vulgarity of the opera-singer’s we find ourselves recalling the 
resemblance. 

There is the fact, however, that the author’s chief concern is with Queen 
Lucia and her little country town of a kingdom. The silly, vain creature 
living in her Elizabethan house, with her Shakespeare garden, her 
‘amusing’ furniture and her tame cat of a husband who writes prose-poems, 


is described at immense length. Likewise her immense importance as a 
leader of culture, a propagator of new ideas, an authority upon Music and 
the Arts, is drummed into our heads. For from the very first it is clear that 
Mr. Benson has no opinion of our heads at all. He does not even dream that 
we shall succeed in seeing his joke at first, but, once he has made it, rushes 
to try-try-try again as a matter of course. And what jokes they are! 

Then she looked at my pearls and asked if they were genuine. So I looked 
at her teeth, and there was no need to ask about them. 

Or: 

‘Oh! it’s so diffy!’ said Lucia, beginning again. ‘Georgie, turn over!’ 

Georgie turned over, and Lucia, counting audibly to herself, made an 
incomparable mess all over the piano. 

These are small particular stars. But the truth is that the whole book is 
one over-arching joke. Having succeeded, to his satisfaction, in making 
clear to us just how great a pretentious fool Queen Lucia was, the author 
proceeds to entertain us with the spectacle of her pride having fall after fall. 
The method is to spy upon the lady, to peep through the blind, over the 
wall, to snigger, to cry, ‘That served her right,’ ‘That was a nasty one for 
her,’ and ‘She won’t show her face after that in a hurry.’ Her subjects are 
the comic figures of every comic country town. There is the old lady with 
the ear-trumpet, the elderly Colonel who feels young, the elderly young 
ladies who are giddy and slap each other in their playful way. And if we add 
that they were — Queen and all — taken in by an Indian who pretended to 
be a great teacher, and was a brandy-drinking burglar in disguise, and 
afterwards by an elderly ruffian who pretended to be a Russian Princess and 
a Spiritualist — it will be plain to see what matter for mirth 1s here! 

But the dismallest feature of all is that Mr. Benson’s humour should have 
gone — not to the dogs, but to the cats. 

(August 20, 1920.) 


Victorian Elegance 


A Fool in her Folly — By Rhoda Broughton 


In the sympathetic short preface which Mrs. Belloc Lowndes has written for 
this, Miss Broughton’s last novel, she tells us that Miss Broughton was 
‘curiously humble about her books. It was almost as if she was content to 
regard her literary gift as a kind of elegant accomplishment....’ Why should 
this astonish Mrs. Belloc Lowndes? It is delightful to think that the author 
should have been so nice a judge of her talent, for that, after reading ‘A 
Fool in her Folly,’ is precisely what we feel it to have been— ‘a kind of 
elegant accomplishment.’ It is far from our desire to be lacking in respect 
for Miss Broughton’s memory; but why does Mrs. Lowndes trouble to 
quote the ‘acute modern critic writing for Americans’ when he declares that 
Miss Broughton ‘seemed to him the nearest thing [sic] in spirit to Jane 
Austen that we have had in recent times’? 

There can be no question of comparison between them. That Miss 
Broughton always put the best of herself into everything she did is 
undoubtedly true, but that she could have, even if she would have, put all of 
herself into anything that she did is quite a different matter. We do not think 
she had any such aim. There is, in this novel at least, a kind of deliberate 
sustained pose which is deeper than the manner of the tale-teller. Her 
delicate garrulity, the angle at which she gazes at the tiny storm there, 
where it tosses, at the bottom of one of Mamma’s delicate teacups; the 
quaintly flippant gesture with which she dismisses the ultimate disaster — 
all seem to say: ‘You see for yourself that I am not to be taken too seriously. 
It is only a story after all.’ 

If we were certain of living to be as old as Abraham there is no reason 
why time should not be found for “A Fool in her Folly.’ But whirling at the 
rate we go (and we seem to go faster and faster; we have had scarce time to 
greet the summer this year, and now the leaves are falling) it is difficult to 
recommend it to grown men and women. It is a girls’ book. Girls of all 
ages, from thirteen to eighty-five, will revel in it. It will not bear looking 


into; it will not tolerate any questions or interruptions. It must be taken 
whole, just as it is or not at all. 

Let us try to make our meaning clearer. ‘A Fool in her Folly’ is a story in 
the Victorian tradition, supposed to be related by an old lady of eighty. It 
tells how when she was a plump little partridge of twenty she ate of the 
forbidden fruits in her Papa’s library, and falling into a fever, half 
indigestion, half curiosity, as a consequence, determined to write a novel 
herself. It was to be a burning and mighty story of passion, its title was to 
be ‘Love.’ What she wrote we are not told. The tepidity, almost bordering 
on idiocy, of her family circle, their politeness, forbearance, gentleness and 
modesty towards one another, are excellently described, as is the scene 
between her parents and herself when the fatal manuscript is discovered. 
For her crime, and to save her family from being corrupted by her very 
presence among them, she is sent away to a widowed Aunt, and there, 
meeting a real live man, who is as wicked as he is handsome, she learns to 
live her book over again. This time she is saved by a friend of the Aunt’s 
and sent home — to spend the remainder of her life — i.e., sixty years — 
repenting. But what had she written? Either it was pestiferous balderdash or 
it was all nonsense. Either her parents were idiots or she was a little horror. 
And what happened between her and the villain thus to destroy her whole 
life? And was her mind a perfect sink or was she merely the victim of 
growing curiosity? All these questions are left dans le vague — in that 
dreamy, faint, dazed world where girls of thirteen and girls of eighty-five 
laugh and cry over the same book. 

(August 20, 1920.) 


Hearts Are Trumps 


Island Tales — By Jack London 


On the back cover of ‘Island Tales’ there is a list of thirty-four of Jack 
London’s books which are to be had in a cheap edition. To read the titles is 
to get a curiously vivid idea of their author, of not only the kind of thing he 
liked to write about, but even of the way in which he approached his 
subject. ‘Children of the Frost,’ ‘When God Laughs,’ ‘The Cruise of the 
Dazzler,’ ‘The Little Lady of the Big House,’ ‘A Sun of the Son’ — they 
conjure up an impression of a simple-hearted teller of tales who has been up 
and down the world, who has a fondness for Nature in her extreme moods, 
and is by no means devoid of sentimentality. We feel as we glance down 
that long list that here was a genial, warm-blooded fellow, who liked a 
name to be a name, a snowstorm to be a snowstorm and a man to be a hero. 
He is one of those writers who win the affection of their readers — who are, 
in themselves the favourite book. But this very affection which he inspired 
is a something sentimental. That which prevented Jack London from ever 
being one of the real adventurers, the real explorers and rebels, was his 
heart; there was always the moment when his heart went to his head and he 
was carried away by passions which were immensely appropriate to the 
occasion, but which suffered from a histrionic tinge. Then his simplicity, 
smothered under a torrent of puffed-up words, obscured the firm outlines 
upon which his story relied, and we were left with the vaguely 
uncomfortable sensations of those to whom an ‘appeal’ has been made. 

Jack London at his best was the author of ‘White Fang.’ From the first 
chapter we step straight into the book. There is the immense snowy 
landscape, spread out unruffled, empty as far as they can see except for the 
sled, the straining dogs, the two tiny creatures who urge them on, and, as 
the quick dusk thickens, the moving shapes of shadow which howl after 
them. In describing at length the hateful fight that went on and on, in 
making us watch with the tiny creatures and fear for them, in keeping the 
issue so uncertain that we cannot afford to take our eyes off those starving 
beasts for a second, the author prepares us for his story. For the first chapter 


is only a prologue — a taste of what wolves are like, a ‘now you know what 
wolves can be,’ which precedes the life-story from the birth to the fulness 
of years of that most beguiling animal, White Fang. White Fang, fat little 
cub, tumbling through the fourth wall of his mother’s cave and rolling in the 
sun, 1s hard to resist. The strange, especial tenderness that men and women 
feel for small animals is called forth by every fresh activity of this infant 
wolf, and it is astonishing to what extent he becomes for us an individual 
creature, a wolf that we could pick out from among other wolves. Only 
when the love-master (unfortunate, characteristic appellation) comes along 
and has succeeded in making a kind of Oberhund of him does the image 
begin to blur. There are no human beings in ‘White Fang,’ except those as 
seen through a wolf-dog’s eyes — simplifications of human beings, and that 
is why it is so successful. 

When we turn to ‘Island Tales’ we cannot help regretting that the 
gleaners have been so busy in the field where such a teeming crop has been 
reaped. For there is not a single story in it which is better than the average 
magazine supplies. True, his admirers would recognize them as having 
come from the Jack London shop; but they are machine-made, ready-to- 
read tales which depend for their novelty upon the originality of the 
Hawaiian ornament. It is a little sad to notice the effect of this ambrosial 
climate upon his style of writing. Words became hyphenated, bedecked, 
sentences were spun out until the whole reminded one of the wreaths — the 
‘Leis’ or love-tokens — that the gentle savages love to hang about their 
necks. And then the Hawaiian greeting, ‘Arms around,’ as he describes it so 
often and with such delight, was no antidote to his sentimentality. It would 
not, however, be fair to judge him by this book. But it does confirm us in 
the opinion that his salvation lay in wolves, snow, hardship and toil. 

(August 27, 1920.) 


A Witty Sentimentalist 


In the Mountains — Anon. 


It is not difficult to decide who is the author of ‘In the Mountains,’! and the 
absence of difficulty is part of the proof that it 1s a good book. Individuality 
is hard to come by nowadays, and it covers a multitude of sins, as Uncle 
Rudolph found when he proposed (on about the last page) to Dolly. The 
sins to be covered by this author’s individuality are none of them very big 
ones — the worst being a trick of invoking the amorphous God of modern 
optimism to give an air of seriousness and weight to things that do not 
really need it. ‘Nothing in winter,’ she writes, describing her mountains, 
‘but the ineffable cold smell of what, again for want of a better word, I can 
only describe as God.’ The God who comes in to help one out of a literary 
emergency is a fairly familiar figure nowadays; but we don’t like him any 
the better for that. And we like him the less when he interferes, as he 
occasionally does in this book, with the expression of an individuality we 
do like. 

And how delightful the author of ‘In the Mountains’ can be! To her wit 
and whimsy is added an irrepressible, palpable delight, which one can feel 
and share, in the airs and graces of writing. She has a delicate pen that 
lovingly shapes her phrase, and an instinct that keeps it true to experience, 
‘as though one were writing a letter to somebody who loves one, and who 
will want to know, with the sweet eagerness and solicitude of love, what 
one does and what the place one is in looks like.’ That is not the whole of 
her, by any means; there is a detachment and a touch of worldly wisdom 
added to a fond of femininity that make of her quite definitely an artist. 

Perhaps the most interesting thing about her equipment, her composition, 
her make-up, is the slight instability in the mixture of her elements. She is 
profoundly a sentimentalist, and her sentimentality keeps jumping out in 
spite of all the ironical detachment she can muster against it. She cannot 
really control it— ‘God’ is merely one of its temporary disguises — and 
one cannot help speculating whether she would be a better writer if she 
could. It is the malign fate of writers with the gift of wit that we should 


always be asking them to be witty, that they should tighten the firmness of 
their exquisite control most sedulously there where they want to be free of it 
for a moment. In the sentimental vein the touch of the author of ‘In the 
Mountains’ seems a little less than secure. 

But amusing and entertaining books are so rare that we cannot leave this 
one with a grumble. The whole story of Miss Barnes and Dolly ‘Jewks’ and 
Uncle Rudolph (the Dean) is splendidly told, and there is a page at the 
beginning of that long episode, on the feminine theme that ‘what one has on 
underneath does somehow ooze through into one’s behaviour,’ which is 
inimitable. In the same genre, peculiarly this author’s own, is a little 
anecdote of her being discovered by her Swiss handyman, in the fancy dress 
of a devil, in the act of going into her bedroom to look for her tail. It is 
perfect. 

(August 27, 1920.) 


Sussex, All too Sussex 


Green Apple Harvest — By Sheila Kaye-Smith 


‘Green Apple Harvest’ is another of those Sussex-grown novels for which 
Miss Kaye-Smith has gained a _ reputation. Its headquarters are a Sussex 
farmhouse; it wanders through Sussex lanes, fields, meadows, fairs; plays in 
and out of a Sussex public-house with Sussex farmers as broad as they are 
long for company; and notes the fact how in Sussex Summer follows 
Spring, Autumn comes after Summer, and lean old Winter with his beard of 
ice brings up the rear. As for the manner of speech in Sussex, it is here so 
faithfully recorded that words with double dots, double vowels, buzzing, 
humming words, words with their tails cut off, lean words grown fat and 
stodgy words swelled into dumplings lie so thick upon the page that the 
reader needs a stout pair of eyes to carry him through. 

The name of the farmhouse is Bodingmares. It is the home of the Fuller 
family — Faather and his second wife Elizabeth; Mary and Jim, two 
children of the first marriage, and Robert and Clem, two half-grown sons of 
the second. Mus’ Fuller is a grim ancient with ‘a mouth stretched into a line 
which might have been a smile if it had not been so thin and tragic.’ He 
worships at the Methodist Chapel. 

‘Then you mean to tell me as you’re praaperly saved?’ 

Bob wriggled in his chair. 

‘T dunno.’ 

‘Wot d’you mean — You dunno as you’re saved? I tell you as there aun’t 
never no mistake about that. As the lightning shineth from one part of 
heaven to another.... Wot did you stand up for if you didn’t know as you 
were saved?’ 

Robert filled his mouth quite full of pudding, and was silent. 

But Death and Miss Kaye-Smith remove him at a rattling pace on page 
37. Thus his epitaph: 

The years of his health had been spent in brooding on heavenly things, 
but from the moment his last illness began his mind seemed to concentrate 
on the small things of the sick-bed. His fight for life was entirely a matter of 


dose and diet, and his final surrender was not to the Everlasting Arms, but 
to his own fatigue. 

Now for Elizabeth. She is something weak, soft, a creature of physical 
charms. ... It was (most surprisingly) ‘her hair flying dustily golden like 
pollened anthers’ that had snared old Mus’ Fuller. Within six months of his 
death she is married to Wheelgate, the postman, who takes her to 
Eastbourne for their honeymoon, thereby proving himself a man of more 
substance than Jim had supposed him to be, and afterwards to a home of 
their own, where she has bright chintzes and brasses, and spends the rest of 
her life cutting out youthful blouses. And exit Elizabeth. 

Mary and Jim may be dismissed, one as a spiteful voice, the other as a 
drawl. There remain Robert and Clem. Clem, the meek plodder, has black 
hair and yellow eyes. Otherwise his face is ‘just the face of a common 
Sussex lad, with wide mouth and short nose, and a skin of Saxon fairness 
under the summer tan.’ But Robert. It is he who gives the book its name. 

‘Sims to me as Bob’s life lik a green apple tree — he’s picked his fruit lik 
other men, but it’s bin hard and sour instead of sweet. Love and religion — 
they’re both sweet things, folks say, but with Bob they’ve bin as the hard 
green apples.’ 

So at long last we come to the hero. Rise up, rise up, young man! It is for 
you that Bodingmares, that shadowy farmhouse, and the shadowy family 
have been called into existence. Stand forth, your feet rooted in the dark soil 
of Sussex, your arms green branches, heavy honey-sweet blossom pushing 
through your breast. If this is the story of your lusty youth, your broken 
prime, your bitter harvest, let us, in Heaven’s name, have the truth.... But 
the florid young man in check breeches and gaiters escapes Miss Kaye- 
Smith’s pen more effectually than all the rest. Violence does not make a 
man, yet it is the only attribute that the author grants him freely. We are told 
how at chapel a voice cried to him to stand up and testify, and because that 
voice made him feel a fool he determines to do all those things ‘as He 
doan’t hold with’ to serve God out. So he goes after the gypsy girl Hannah 
— the old, old gypsy girl with her shawl and her feathery hat and her wild 
ways — and drinks and bets. But it is all in vain. God will not let him go 
and at the end Bob dies for His sake. ... ‘I’ve got a feeling that if I go to the 
Lord God Ill only be going into the middle of all that’s alive. If ’'m wud 
him I can’t never lose the month of May.’ 


‘Green Apple Harvest’ is an example of what a country novel should not 
be. It is a novel divided against itself, written with two hands — one is the 
country hand, scoring the dialect, and the other is the town hand, hovering 
over the wild flowers and pointing out the moon like the ‘blown petal’ of a 
cherry tree. If the novel were ever alive it would be pulled to death between 
them. 

(September 3, 1920.) 


Savoir-Faire 


Lady Trent s Daughter — By Isabel Clarke 


Chapter One. ‘Miss Ardern had just laid aside her knitting because it was 
getting too dark to see comfortably.... The evening had followed upon a 
perfectly lovely day in early June. The morning had begun with a thick 
white mist.... And afterwards, when the sun had finally triumphed, there 
had supervened a golden day with just a hint of crispness in the air at first, 
but with sunshine that blazed prodigally for nearly a dozen hours.... And 
now the day was done.’ 

These observations, which occur on page I, set us dreaming. Just 
supposing that between two and three the sky had become overcast, and it 
had looked very much like a shower, or, before luncheon, a nasty little wind 
had sprung up. How would the sympathetic reader have received such 
intelligence? Would his jaw have dropped? Would he have shaded his eyes 
with his hand a moment, murmuring, ‘This climate — this climate!’ Is this 
first page, in fact, a perfectly devilish piece of insight on the part of Miss 
Isabel Clarke, or, as this is her thirteenth novel, the result of long practice 
upon the human heart? Here we are, you see, introduced to Miss Ardern 
before we know it — the wretched business of presentation got over in the 
dusk, with her laying aside her knitting at the end of a perfect day. A perfect 
day — how softly it launches us, how easily we glide away on it! There had 
been that tiny moment of doubt, when the mist was so thick, just to urge our 
curiosity, but the instant dispelling of it captured our confidence. And pray 
do not overlook the delightfully — one might almost say cosy relationship 
that is established between us by ‘the evening had followed upon a perfectly 
lovely day ... there had been just a hint of crispness.’ And underlying all 
this there is the dark, wicked certainty, the pungent relish to the mild dish, 
that this sort of thing is a great deal too good to last, and would not be 
mentioned, indeed, if the worst were not going to happen.... 

What does happen is that Miss Ardern’s niece, who is fatherless, and 
whom she has brought up from babyhood, falls in love with a young man 
who is already engaged to her absentee mother. This, when the mother 


arrives on the scene, is, needless to say, very awkward, and might well have 
ended in catastrophe had not the happy ending intervened to unclasp the 
wrong hands and join for happy ever the right ones. 

(September 3, 1920.) 


Letters 


Verena in the Midst — By E. V. Lucas 


It is a fearful thing to have to lie in bed. To be sent to bed, to be commanded 
to stay there — to gaze from a little valley of humiliation, up, up to that 
ineffable brow that, wreathed with the mists of discretion and vacancy, 
bends over one.... To pipe: ‘When shall I be allowed to get up again?’ and 
to be answered by: ‘We had rather postpone our answer for the present.’ 
These are moments which set the soul yearning to be taken suddenly, 
snatched out of the very heart of some fearful joy, and set before its Maker, 
hatless, dishevelled and gay, with its spirit unbroken. For it is impossible to 
go condemned to bed in our grown-uppishness without recalling how 
favourite a remedy it was with our parents and nurses for a spirit that 
wanted breaking. There, naked between the sheets, prone when all the rest 
of the world is walking or leaping, conscious, to a hopeless degree, that it 
certainly isn’t for you that the clocks chime, the cups rattle, the lamps are 
lighted and the door-bell rings, one wages many a fierce battle. But the 
infants who emerge triumphant are, depend upon it, bound to be attacked by 
larger nurses and more unyielding parents later on, who will send them 
back to bed for another tussle, as though it were never too late to break.... 
The case of Aunt Verena, the heroine of ‘Verena in the Midst,’ is, 
however, not all tragic. True, the ingredients are there. She has had a fall 
upon the ice which has injured her spine, and she must lie still for an 
indefinite period. And we are told, on page 3, that she lives normally ‘a 
hundred minutes to the hour.’ Nevertheless, and in spite of two occasions 
when we are given to understand that her courage failed her completely, her 
condition is not all tragic, because her spirit is not entirely unbroken. It is, 
in the most accommodating fashion for her family and friends, charmingly 
bent. Riches, leisure, freedom from all responsibilities have not smothered 
her, and, on the other hand, an affair of the heart with an artist has 
prevented her from losing touch with the young and foolish. She is, 
therefore, sustained and fortified by friends and relations from the very 
moment her head touches the pillow. In giving us the pick of her postbag 


Mr. Lucas has chosen those letters which, read together, fit into one another 
and form a brightly patterned little story. We are reminded of a pleasant 
chintz — not too modern, and yet gay — the groundwork, a soft mignonette 
green, being Aunt Verena, the largest flower (which might be anything) 
being Mr. Richard Haven, a special splash of attractive colour for the ardent 
young nephew Roy, and a delicate little border for the nicely behaved 
amusing children. There are certain characters who are negligible or 
blurred; there is not one who changes when his part in the design recurs. 
With one letter from each of them you have the whole of them, and Aunt 
Verena remains, from first to last, tender and pale. 

‘Verena in the Midst’ is not to be taken seriously. With the exception of 
the nephew Roy, who is quite amazingly made known to us, there has been, 
on the part of the author, no serious attempt at revelation. We never know 
the authentic thrill of reading a letter which is meant for the inward ear; we 
doubt very much if Aunt Verena had one. Mr. Richard Haven’s daily 
sentimental humours, each carrying a poem like a cut flower — poor flower 
— between its pages, bore us very heartily, and there is, over all, a kind of 
tameness, not to say a smugness, which lies heavy. But who shall fathom, 
who shall explain, the fascination of reading other people’s letters? Aunt 
Verena, well and hearty, living her own life in precisely these same 
circumstances, would not have a leg to stand on. But when she is in bed, at 
the mercy of her postbag, we can sit beside her and await with a great deal 
more than resignation the glimpse of another letter from poor, dear Louisa. 

(September 10, 1920.) 


An Imagined Judas 


The Autobiography of Judas Iscariot. — By Alfred Tresidder Sheppard 


‘The Autobiography of Judas Iscariot’ is a strangely uneven, incalculable 
novel. The beginning, which tells of the childhood of Judas, is a series of 
violently seen, savagely felt incidents. There is his fight with the tiny boy 
who taunts him for being a bastard; then his capture by the robbers on the 
sea-coast, who try to drown him, his shivering childhood on the fringe of 
their camp, and his recapture by a rich Arab chieftain, travelling to 
Baghdad. Here, in the palace, he found favour in his lord’s eyes and lived in 
the harem, until he was sixteen, and then, in another fit of rage, he killed the 
old eunuch, Hormisdas, and fled to Joppa. 

I looked upwards; the sky was black and ominous, and in a few seconds 
rain fell in immense drops. People on the quay scattered; there were left but 
a few beggars, clamouring for alms. Some were blind, some eaten away by 
leprosy; all were filthy. A man had been charming snakes; as his audience 
dispersed, he put the snakes and his reed into a silk bag, and went away 
cursing. 

From the chapter which begins with these words the narrative changes. It 
is more sustained, and the style settles into — if we may use the expression 
— a weary stride. It is a kind of half-swinging, half-loping gait, and it 
seems, somehow, to fit the restless, eager, doubting young Judas. The 
author makes us feel the tragedy of the man who is chosen for the crime, 
how he is, in spite of himself, for ever being prepared for his part, and half 
seeking to escape from it, and half lured on. What had his life been until he 
met Jesus but a schooling in how to destroy, how to betray, how to sell 
himself? And those strange moments when he sees himself as a rival of 
Jesus — is not he too a wanderer, a sufferer infinitely weary, a man who 
would enter as a king into his own kingdom? — are very powerfully 
suggested. Judas is the dark mocking shadow of Jesus; the light maddens 
and exasperates him, and yet he cannot tear himself from it. The strongest 
bond of all, that of the saviour and the betrayer, binds them together. 


The mistake Mr. Sheppard has made is in allowing our view of this 
tortured creature to be interrupted so often by giving us his account of the 
events in the life of Jesus. Here, again, we encounter the strange, flat 
dullness which seems to brood over these stories when they are retold, and, 
although the author’s reason for introducing them is to show how Judas 
never could wholly accept their miraculous explanation, he buries his hero 
beneath them. 

(September 10, 1920.) 


A Dull Monster 


Caliban — By W. L. George 


The first impression and the impression that abides after reading Mr. W. L. 
George’s latest novel is that it is so very late indeed. Six years ago, no eight 
years ago — no, ten — this kind of novel was the height of fashion. The 
model was new; it suited the young writers of those ebullient days. They 
could not resist making a copy for themselves, and looking back across the 
immense interval we picture them tricked out in it, we see them banded 
together as a kind of Fire Brigade, dashing off at an immense pace and 
clatter to put out, to destroy, to turn the hose upon, any solid sedate 
residence which was not and never could be on fire. It was still most 
amusing and almost novel in those days to laugh at Victorian furniture, to 
discuss endlessly the fashions of that period and to recall the comic ballads 
or the tender strains of ‘Come to me, Sweet Marie.’ Leg of mutton sleeves, 
bustles, what-nots and the fact that you must never stand anything on top of 
the Bible provoked the merriest peals. There was a feeling in the air that life 
was such a game, such fun, such a lark, such a rag! And there was, above 
all, an idea, a kind of nebulous football of an idea which floated and 
bumped in everybody’s direction and simply asked to be kicked high and 
sent flying, that the thing to do was to ‘get down to it’ and to be bold. 
“Toujours de l’audace’ — we actually said it then. 

The model upon which all these copies were fashioned survives, but it 
has become something of a curiosity. We do not admire it less than we did 
then — but it is impossible for us to recapture the emotional state in which 
it was presented to us then. To say that the war has changed our attitude to 
life is not a very useful thing to say, neither is 1t wholly true. But what it has 
done is to fix for ever in our minds the distinction between what is a fashion 
and what is permanent. In spite of all the nonsense that is admired and the 
rubbish that is extolled we do perceive a striving after something nearer the 
truth, something more deeply true among a few writers to-day. 

So it is with astonishment and not a little amusement that we observe 
appearing in the broadest daylight, complete to the confident eyebrows, the 


quaint figure of ten years ago — the rather smallish man, not handsome but 
immensely vital, the man who has thrust upwards, hitting, pushing, 
smashing the family solidities in Maida Vale, ‘three years before the first 
Jubilee,’ laying about him relentless and determined until he emerges 
finally into the blazing glare as the author of ‘Zip.’ Richard Bulmer (you 
mark the punch in the name) from his early youth discovers that what the 
world wants is Zip, and Zip is a patent food of his own invention which is 
to be eaten with every newspaper and magazine that he can lay hands upon. 
His method is to buy the paper, mix so much Zip with it as it will hold and 
— feed the greedy millions. The greedy millions are fed. Bulmer, rising by 
swift degrees to Lord Bulmer of Bargo is Lord Northclifle’s rival. He buys 
papers as other men buy cigars. He buys men, women, houses, Power, but 
slim, cool Janet, with her graceful untidy hair and her look ‘like warm 
snow’ he cannot buy. Not even when the war broke out and he rushed into 
Janet’s flat, and: ‘His brain was fumous, his speech was a lyrical song of 
slaughter. In mangled sentences he expressed ideas newborn, aspiration to 
honour for his country that was actually an aspiration to deeds. He grew 
breathless; his mouth was dry. He was in the grasp of an epic poem....’ Not 
even when ‘in silence, muscle against muscle, teeth clenched they fought 
each other, hard breathing, giving forth the muffled cries of effort,’ and 
Janet ‘clutched at her hair that was loosening, and pressed her other hand 
against his chin, bending him back as an arc.’ These cinemato-graphically 
contested episodes end in Janet’s marrying another (‘For a moment Atlas 
bent under the weight of earth’) and a final scene when our hero creeps 
back to his humming lair in Fleet Street and hears the boys cry his papers, 
while he murmurs that tag that used to end them in those days: ‘One doesn’t 
hitch on to anybody. One just messes about a bit in the middle of life and 
life sails away.’ 

But why Caliban? What has this to do with Caliban? Shall Caliban come 
roaring out of his case with a gnawed copy of The Times at the wave of Mr. 
George’s wand? Caliban is far too real a monster to dance to the tune of 
‘Hello Life.’ But there again — we recognize the bygone fashion. Of course 
it would be Caliban! 

(September 17, 1920.) 


The Case of Mr. Newte 


The Extra Lady — By Horace W. C. Newte 


The case of Mr. Horace W. C. Newte is a strange one. In spite of the fact 
that three million pairs of eyes devoured ‘Sparrows,’ ‘The Extra Lady’ is, 
we confess, the first of his novels that we have read. Brilliant paper covers 
on the bookstalls satisfied our curiosity by telling us (so we imagined) all 
there was to know in their would-be ensnaring sub-titles— ‘The Story of an 
Unprotected Girl’ or ‘The Story of a Tense Human Passion.’ These 
conjured up a vision of certain theatrical posters of provincial melodrama 
— girls in the act of being chloroformed and spirited away in malignant- 
looking cabs by auburn-haired villains in check riding breeches, or, in the 
case of that Tense Human Passion, two tailors’ dummies — en costume de 
bal — embracing between a red lamp and a fan. But while we are aware 
that it is the fashion nowadays among our higher intelligentsia to find in 
these exhibitions something exquisitely amusing, we must confess, for our 
part, that to ‘discover’ them deliberately does seem to us to take the edge 
off their humour. And so we have passed Mr. Newte by. 

To read ‘The Extra Lady’ is, however, to realize that its author cannot be 
dismissed as a maker of melodrama. For some not easily discoverable 
reason he has chosen to cloak, to partly disguise his remarkable talent in the 
‘regulation get-up’; he is the professional writer as one speaks of the 
professional actor — the real right-down ‘pro’ who knows the whole affair 
from A to Z and is never for a moment unconscious of his audience. And 
since what the great dependable public care about is ‘a good plot,’ a good 
sound plot they shall have with a happy ending at all costs— ‘quite 
regardless,’ in fact. 

His performance is as good as his promise, but the affair, as they say, 
does not end there. Mr. Newte’s talents come issuing forth from that stage 
ink-pot, they seize on that flowing pen and impose their will upon it. There 
are chapters, scenes, episodes, in ‘The Extra Lady’ when a whole peculiar 
world — the world of Mr. Newte the artist — is shadowed forth, and we are 
made astonishingly aware of his possession and knowledge of it. His 


strange, fantastic figures whose lives are spent in the corridors of life, in the 
dressing-rooms, at the stage-door, whose sole ambition is a good part, and 
yet whose reply to Mary’s question to poor Lehel: ‘Are you on the stage?’ 
would have to be his: ‘/nfrequently — infrequently’ ... refuse to be kept 
within bounds. They talk, they weep, they drink too much, they spend half 
their lives trying to find somebody who will listen to the secret (which eats 
them away and is yet their pride) of how they went on the stage and yet 
never need have gone. They are terrified of the future, but it is never out of 
their sight. Dark, lean, impoverished, it follows on their heels; it has a trick 
of leaping and suddenly rushing forward. 

If we followed Mr. Newte’s plan of pointing the moral, we should say 
that ‘The Extra Lady’ proved the danger of unselfishness when it is carried 
too far — it may be a form of weakness, an indulgence which will be the 
ruin of the lives it sets out to save. 

But a fig for Mr. Newte’s plan! Why can he not leave the moral alone? 
What he has very nearly succeeded in doing is giving us an imaginative 
study of a girl called Mary Bray, who is persuaded that she owes it to her 
family to go on the stage to ‘keep the home together,’ and who spends all 
the best years of her life gradually, terribly, giving way, learning the 
boundless extent of her folly and its everlasting consequences, and in the 
process becoming unfitted either to withstand those consequences or to 
accept them. If he had left her on the side of the road, crying bitterly, 
holding her shabby collapsible basket.... 

How dare that motor-car come along with its eighty-thousand a year 
inside — how dare it! We should understand Mr. Newte if we knew. 

(September 24, 1920.) 


Fishing as a Fine Art 


The Tragic Bride — By F. Brett Young 


After reading ‘The Young Physician’ in the winter of last year we were left 
with the feeling that the author’s next novel would be very ‘significant’; it 
would show, it could not help showing which way he was going to travel 
and the degree to which he cared whether it was a question of his readers 
showing him the direction they preferred him to take. Did he realize how 
well he had described the relations between the small boy and his mother? 
There was, under that apparent simplicity, what appeared to be a very 
honest sincere attempt to face the great difficulty which presents itself to the 
writers of to-day — which is to find their true expression and to make it 
adequate to the new fields of experience. That Mr. Young did not succeed in 
this attempt did not surprise us. But what he did put a keen edge on our 
anticipation of the next time. 

Well, the next time has come and we are positively flung into the air 
along with the author, his line, bait, reel and all. What has happened? What 
waters are these to be fished? Let us, if we are after the tragic bride, be cast. 
But no! Our state is one of suspension from beginning to end. ‘The Tragic 
Bride’ is a fisherman’s reverie; and, fascinating as that may be to the 
fisherman, rich enough, complete enough to need no excuse; though he may 
return from it with the memory of a day’s exploration to satisfy him, we, 
who have been promised fish — wonderful enchanted fishes — are brought 
to the point of exasperation. 

If we had not been prepared so carefully for a prize most rare! But the 
opening pages are full of nothing but such a preparation. If we had been 
given a hint that after all the outing might have to be ‘all,’ even then we 
should not have felt cheated. But to follow and to follow and to follow — to 
listen, to attend, to be ever watchful, and then to have the chase complicated 
wilfully — so we feel by this time — is too much for the reader to bear. We 
remain Mr. Brett Young’s disappointed and disheartened admirers. 

(September 24, 1920.) 


New Season’s Novels 


A Tale that is Told — By Frederick Niven 
The Amorous Cheat — By Basil Creighton 
The Granite Hills — By C. E. Heanley 


The new season has begun, and again we open our papers to read what 
the reviewers have to say about the new novels. In spite of all the novels 
and all the reviews we have read, we confess the moment still thrills us. 
There are, we believe, majestic beings who can pass the new novel by 
without so much as a swerve, who can ignore the little stir it causes, who 
dare swear it to be ‘only another poor author having a fit’ — and so to the 
Masterpieces. But who can be sure? Mightn’t it be — mightn’t it be — and 
the possibilities are so overwhelming — something brought from a far 
country, something never dreamed of, something new, marvellous, dazzling 
— changing the whole of life. ... ‘But really!’ the poor author may cry, 
tossing a handful of cold water on our trembling, tiptoe flame. ‘Now it is 
you who are going too far in the other direction. Attention, consideration, 
an adequate appreciation of what I set out to do — well and good. But 
whoever said that I claimed my novel to be the startling, extravagant 
creature you would have it?’ 

‘Didn’t you?’ we hear ourselves answering. And then there is a pause, 
and we hear ourselves whispering, ‘No, I don’t suppose you did.’ 

(And yet — when the idea was still an idea — before a word had been 
written — were there not mysterious moments when you felt that naught 
save a new world could contain your creations?) 

A glance at such reviews as have appeared, a careful reading of the three 
novels before us and the author’s protest is felt to be just. There 1s, at least 
in so far as these three novels are concerned, nothing new — or rather 
nothing that was not equally new last season and the season before that. 
They are new novels within the limits imposed by the old. There is the 
plain fact, to be wondered at or not, as the reader chooses. But before we 
examine their merits, might we inquire a little further into this feeling that, 
in spite of such substantial evidence to the contrary, the novel which is not 


an attempt at nothing short of Truth is doomed? We are leaving out of 
account for the moment the pastime novel, but how are we to be expected to 
take seriously — as seriously as we take ‘War and Peace,’ for example — 
any work which appears to have engaged less than the whole passionate 
attention of its author? To be fobbed off, at the last, with something which 
we feel to be less true than the author knew it to be, challenges the 
importance of the whole art of writing, and instead of enlarging the bounds 
of our experience, it leaves them where they are. 

Now the prologue to Mr. Frederick Niven’s ‘A Tale that is Told’ promises 
a great deal. In it the teller of the tale gives us his reasons for writing it. 
They are the best reasons in the world: ‘Because I am interested.’ He 
continues: ‘I think the result is going to be a blend of what that young 
novelist, Mr. Hugh Walpole, calls “a case,” and at the same time partakes 
slightly of the qualities of the “slice of life” school.... What I am I shall not 
be able to hide even if I try. You will see me between the lines; you will 
discover me as I discover others to you....’ And his hero goes on to tell us 
how he has been haunted all his life by a feeling that it is only part of a 
greater life. The prologue ends thus: ‘... And I think the best beginning 
would be to tell how my father ate the sweetbreads shortly before we went 
for our holiday to Irvine.’ 

Why should our spirits have fallen so woefully at those last words? Why 
should we have felt that in their familiar tones we had the whole capacity of 
the book? Nay, we venture to assure Mr. Niven that, the opening chords 
given, there is scarce a reader of The Athenceum who could not pipe a very 
fair version of the occasion. It is, as he gives it to us, a charming interlude, 
full of delicate degrees of tone, the accents nicely stressed, the touch 
sustained. And in it his whole book is contained. The family rises from the 
table, it goes about its appointed ways. It scatters — the father dies. And all 
these things happen to the accompaniment of just that blend of sentiment 
and truth which accompanied the sweetbreads. But that hint of the greater 
life lies buried in the prologue. It is as though the author realized its 
importance, and yet could find no other place for it in his quiet book than in 
the churchyard. 

‘The Amorous Cheat’ is the second book of an author whose name is 
unfamiliar to us. It is accomplished skating over thin emotions; it is highly 
skilled revolving and turning in champagne air. The author is positively 
never at a loss for a fresh caper, and the train who follow in the wake of 


Edward and V. is made up of figures who are pleasantly unusual and lightly 
fantastic. But there is a dreadful feeling throughout that if the air were to 
become one whit less brightly cold, not only the ice would melt. The 
tragedy does not happen; the ice holds; but in spite of our admiration at 
such a display of virtuosity we are more fatigued than is complimentary. If 
only Edward and V. would be still for a moment; but that is just what, for 
the purposes of ‘The Amorous Cheat’ they cannot be. 

There remains a first novel— ‘The Granite Hills’ — by a writer whose 
youth looks out of every chapter. The scene is Cornwall; the matter is high 
passion. Both are so like other examples of their kind that we might almost 
call them typical Cornish ware. The hills, the granite stones, Curnows and 
Trevales, splits, cream and boiled leg of pork — these are all in the setting. 
And then there is the gently bred girl who is poor and marries the young 
farmer for the sake of what he can buy her, and has scarce learned to repent 
before the handsome stranger of her own class comes along and woos her 
with talk of Iseult. There is the tragedy averted and the slow building of a 
real heroine at one with the aforetime hostile sea and moor and granite and 
splits and cream, and the last paragraph dissolves, bathed in sunset light. 
‘The Granite Hills’ is naive because it is a first novel, and it is neatly put 
together; the turnings are neat, the seams are fair. But we wish the author 
would cut out a whole new pattern for herself next time. 

(October 1, 1920.) 


Entertainment — and Otherwise 


The House by the River — By A. P. Herbert 
Larry Munro — By G. B. Stern 
The Fourth Dimension — By Horace A. Vachell 


Hundreds of years hence, we venture to prophesy, the curtains will divide 
and discover a young man in a check suit with a bow-tie much too big for 
him and a straw hat much too small, standing with his back to a glade of 
yellowing beech trees and reddening bracken and saying: ‘A friend of mine 
came home late one night — early one morning, I should say — and his 
wife’s mother happened to be staying with them at the time. I ought to hare 
mentioned that he hadn’t been married longer than you might have 
expected.... What are you laughing at?’ Yes, they will be laughing, and at 
the word ‘twins’ the laughter will swell into a roar. For — and the reasons 
are many and curious, and well worth inquiring into — it is the melancholy 
fact that precious little is needed to amuse and divert people. They are ready 
to accept almost anything, and really, there are times when it seems that the 
staler the entertainment the more successful it is likely to be. ... Let the 
song be — not the same song we heard last time, but a ‘new’ one so like it 
that we know just when to laugh and beat. Let us be able to recognize the 
heroine the moment she tosses her bright head, and grant us the flattering 
sensation of never being taken in by the dark but too good-looking young 
man. The effect upon popular fiction of this easy acceptance is to fill the 
book-shelves ninety times nine with the old, old story. After all, if the 
public is content, why bother to give it the new, new story? And why, when 
SUCCESS 1S SO easy, not have it and hold it from this time forth for evermore? 
It is not as though the pastime novel were out to tell the truth and nothing 
but the truth. 

At this dismal juncture we should like to introduce an exception; it is 
‘The House by the River’ by Mr. Herbert. Here is a novel which does set 
out deliberately to be an amusement and a distraction, and, at the same 
time, its author has succeeded in giving a wonderfully vivid and convincing 
portrait of a certain ‘type’ of young man — one Stephen Byrne, a young 


man who has the great misfortune to murder the housemaid almost by 
accident when he is alone with her in the house one evening. We heartily 
commend this book to the readers of The Athenaeum; it is excellent 
entertainment, and it is, in a way not quite easy to define, ‘something new.’ 
How far does Mr. Herbert intend to deceive us with that high-spirited and 
rather ordinary beginning? And then, little by little, just when we imagine 
we begin to see what the picture is like, with a stroke here, a stroke there, a 
sharpening of this line, an accenting of that — all is changed. Stephen 
Byrne and his wife Margery emerge — real, brilliantly seen — in the case 
of Stephen indeed, diabolically real. You see Mr. Herbert’s method is to 
change nothing, alter nothing, present Life in a cultured little back-water 
just as it is — rather delightful, rather vain — to keep the surface, in fact, 
untroubled and yet broken with charming little emotions. And then, just as 
we are caught in the glow from some old-world dining-room window, we 
are permitted to see what is inside that ideal house for a poet, and there is 
the poet strangling the housemaid. The affair was easy enough to explain. 
He had dined very well, he had come home in a glow himself, and, full of 
vague kindling feelings, he had watched the sun set over the river. Then, 
because he was not in the humour for writing and there was no one to share 
his emotion with him, he felt vaguely dissatisfied, and drank a glass of port 
just as Emily came downstairs, rosy and uncommonly pretty after her warm 
bath. He said fatuously, ‘Had a nice bath, Emily?’ and ‘he put one arm 
round her as she passed, lightly, almost timidly.’ Then he did a thing he had 
never done before — kissed the housemaid — and she screamed; and the 
scream startling him back to reality and a consciousness of the neighbours, 
... ‘Playfully almost, he put his hands at Emily’s throat.’ But the idiotic girl 
would take it seriously, would make a noise, bit his hand, maddened him, so 
that when he let go she was dead. 

What would you do if you, a successful young poet, with a delightful 
wife, charming home, delicious little-daughter-and-her-rabbits, and a 
golden future, found yourself in such an incredibly unexpected ‘hole’? 
Couldn’t you act well enough, lie convincingly enough to deceive the stupid 
world? And mightn’t the fact that you were an imaginative writer be an 
immense help? It nearly saved Stephen Byrne, but then the temptation to 
see the thing from the writer’s point of view, to ‘use it’ as copy (changed, of 
course, out of all knowledge, disguised as a romance of chivalry with Emily 
buried most beautifully, most movingly in a lonely lake instead of thrust 


into a sack and tipped into the Thames), was too strong for Stephen. He 
yielded and was undone. As to having murdered Emily, that in itself, Mr. 
Herbert’s pen makes us feel, was the kind of thing that might happen to any 
man. It’s the fuss afterwards that matters — the law — hanging — the last 
morning’s breakfast — that can’t be got over ... 

‘Larry Munro’ is for other readers. Is this Miss G. B. Stern the author of 
‘Children of No Man’s Land’? In that novel she packed so many talents that 
it would not hold together; it flew apart and was all brilliant pieces, but in 
this! Larry Munro, we repeat, and once again Larry Munro. That is all there 
is to be said for it. Miss Stern herself strings a quantity of more or less 
bright little beads in between, but they are scarcely visible for the flashing, 
all-a-quivering Larry Munros of which her chain is composed. It is not 
stupid — it is silly; not clever — but bright; and it is so sentimental that it 
makes the reader hang his head. 

“Within three days she was in the thick of it, slightly befogged but happy. 
She had told herself she was an outsider, beyond the pale that encompassed 
these smart London folks. It astonished her how easy it was to get on with 
them.’ This is your country mouse arrived at the Castle to help the Duchess 
with her theatricals. “Amongst the guests who were not concerned ... might 
be found a Cabinet Minister, a famous doctor and a hanging Judge.’ That 
hanging Judge, who appears from time to time in novels without his black 
cap, strikes the key for us. Mr. Vachell plays the familiar tune. It is entirely 
without surprises. 

(October 8, 1920.) 


Observation Only 


The Captives — By Hugh Walpole 


If an infinite capacity for taking pains were what is needed to produce a 
great novel, we should have to hail Mr. Walpole’s latest book as a 
masterpiece. But here it is — four parts, four hundred and seventy pages, 
packed as tight as they can hold with an assortment of strange creatures and 
furnishings; and we cannot, with the best will in the world, see in the result 
more than a task — faithfully and conscientiously performed to the best of 
the author’s power — but a ‘task accomplished,’ and not even successfully 
at that. For we feel that it is determination rather than inspiration, strength 
of will rather than the artist’s compulsion, which has produced ‘The 
Captives.’ Still, while we honour the author for these qualities, is it not a 
lamentable fact that they can render him so little assistance at the last — 
can give him no hand with this whole great group of horses captured at 
such a cost of time and labour, and brought down to the mysterious water 
only that they shall drink? But, alas! they will not drink for Mr. Walpole; he 
has not the magic word for them; he is not their master. In a word, for all his 
devotion to writing, we think the critic, after an examination of ‘The 
Captives,’ would find it hard to state with any conviction that Mr. Walpole 
is a creative artist. These are hard words; we shall endeavour to justify our 
use of them. 

But first let us try to see what it is that Mr. Walpole has intended to 
‘express’ in his novel — what is its central idea. ‘If this life be not a real 
fight in which something is eternally gained for the universe by success...’ 
It is, we imagine, contained in these words of William James. A real fight 
— that is the heart of the matter — and waged in this life and for this life 
that something may be eternally gained. Maggie Cardinal, a simple, ardent 
creature with a passion to live, to be free, to be herself and of this world, is 
caught as she steps over the threshold of her Aunt Anne’s house in a 
burning, fiery trap. Maggie 1s, we are told over and over, a child of nature, 
ignorant, simple, rough, but with a loving heart. She has a persistent feeling, 
however, that she is different from all the rest of the world, and that she will 


never belong to anyone. Her nineteen years of life have been spent in the 
wilds with a disreputable father. But at his death she is captured by her Aunt 
Anne and by the fanatic religious sect to which her Aunt belongs. The head 
of the Kingscote Brethren is Mr. Warlock, and Martin, his son, is the second 
captive. Maggie’s father and Maggie’s aunt are determined, with all the 
passion of their fanatic souls, to offer these two to God when he descends, 
as they believe he may do at any moment, in his chariot of fire. Hence their 
cry, torn from them, to be free — to be allowed to fight in this world; hence 
their struggle. But when, after endless complications and separations, they 
are released from their fiery bonds, what happens? What has been the 
significance of all this to them? We are led to believe that both of them are 
conscious, while they are fighting the world of Aunt Anne and Mr. 
Warlock, that, nevertheless, they do acknowledge the power of some 
mysterious force outside themselves — which may ... some day ... what? 
We are left absolutely in the air. Maggie and Martin, together at last — 
Martin, a broken man, and Maggie happy because somebody needs her — 
are not living beings at the end any more than they are at the beginning; 
they will not, when Mr. Walpole’s pen is lifted, exist for a moment. 

But apart from the author’s failure to realize his idea, the working out of 
‘The Captives’ is most curiously superficial. Mr. Walpole acts as our guide 
to these strange people, but what does he know of them? We cannot 
remember a novel where we were more conscious of the author’s presence 
on every page; but he is there as a stranger, as an observer, as someone 
outside it all. How hard he tries — how painfully he fails! His method is 
simply to amass observations — to crowd and crowd his book with figures, 
scenes, bizarre and fantastic environments, queer people, oddities. But we 
feel that no one observation is nearer the truth than another. For example, 
take his description of Aunt Anne’s house. The hall, we are told, smelt of 
‘damp and geraniums,’ on another occasion of ‘damp biscuits and wet 
umbrellas,’ on another of ‘cracknel biscuits and lamp oil.’ What did it smell 
of? And how many times is hissing gas mentioned to make our blood 
creep? The disquiet pursues us even to the sordid lodgings in King’s Cross, 
where the hall is lighted by a flickering candle, and yet Maggie, in the filthy 
little sitting-room, presses the bell for the servant-maid. But above all let us 
take Maggie. She has read practically nothing— ‘that masterpiece, “Alice 
in Wonderland,” and ‘that masterpiece, “Robinson Crusoe,” ‘The 
Mysteries of Udolpho,’ and certain other books. But ‘the child (for she was 


nothing more),’ as the author countless times assures us, was totally 
ignorant. Yet entering her aunt’s drawing-room for the first time, and 
stumbling: ‘They’ll think me an idiot who can’t enter a room properly,’ she 
reflects. This is a highly sophisticated reflection, surely. And she takes a 
taxi, pays a call, knows just how to address the London maid at the door — 
behaves, in fact, like a perfect lady. Yet ‘it is a sufficient witness to 
Maggie’s youth and inexperience’ that she is startled and amazed by a 
cuckoo clock. She did not know such things existed! Again, would that girl 
notice how much stronger and firmer her uncle’s thighs looked when he 
came to see her in London — would she notice too, at a moment of dreadful 
stress, the size and plumpness of her husband’s thighs ‘pressing out against 
the shiny black cloth of his trousers’? Are these her observations? No, they 
are the literary observations of the author. And above all, is it possible that 
the greenest of young persons would trust the gay, saucy Miss Caroline 
Smith? In describing Maggie’s relation to Caroline, Mr. Walpole appears to 
have relied on Dickens for his female psychology and his manner; but 
Dickens is a false friend to his heroine. And who could have taught Aunt 
Anne’s parrot ‘Her golden hair was hanging down her back’? And why 
should Mr. Warlock, in the aunt’s drawing-room, ask Maggie to ‘forgive’ 
his speaking to her — as though they had met at a pillar-box? And who can 
accept her marriage with the Reverend Paul, in the ‘shadow of whose heart’ 
— for all her physical horror of him — she ‘fell into deep, dreamless 
slumber’? 

Thus do we receive shock after minute shock, each one leaving us 
chillier. But in spite of it all, the feeling that remains is the liveliest possible 
regret that Mr. Walpole should have misjudged his powers — so bravely. 

(October 15, 1920.) 


‘Some New Thing’ 


Three Lives — By Gertrude Stein 


Miss Gertrude Stein has discovered a new way of writing stories. It 1s just 
to keep right on writing them. Don’t mind how often you go back to the 
beginning, don’t hesitate to say the same thing over and over again — 
people are always repeating themselves — don’t be put off if the words 
sound funny at times: just keep right on, and by the time you’ve done 
writing you'll have produced your effect. Take, for instance, the first story 
of the good Anna who managed the whole little house for Miss Matilda and 
the three dogs and the underservant as well. For five years Anna managed 
the little house for Miss Matilda. In those five years there were four under- 
servants. ‘The one that came first....” She was succeeded by Molly; and 
when Molly left, old Katy came in every day to help Anna with her work. 
When Miss Matilda went away this summer ‘old Katy was so sorry, and on 
the day that Miss Matilda went, old Katy cried hard for many hours.... 
When Miss Matilda early in the fall came to her house again old Katy was 
not there.’ At last Anna heard of Sally. 

If the reader has by this time settled himself, folded his hands, composed 
his countenance and decided to stay, we can assure him that Miss Gertrude 
Stein will not disappoint him. She will treat him to the whole of the good 
Anna’s life from her arrival in America until her death, and to the whole of 
the gentle Lena’s life from when her kind but managing aunt, Mrs. Haydon, 
brought her to Bridgepoint until her death also — and in between these 
patient, hard-working, simple German lives there is the life of the negress 
Melanctha. Now that simple German way of telling about those simple 
German women may be very soothing — very pleasant — but let the reader 
go warily, warily with Melanctha. We confess we read a good page or two 
before we realized what was happening. Then the dreadful fact dawned. We 
discovered ourselves reading in syncopated time. Gradually we heard in the 
distance, and then coming uncomfortably near, the sound of banjos, drums, 
bones, cymbals and voices. The page began to rock. To our horror we found 
ourselves silently singing: 


Was it true what Melanctha had said that night to him? Was it true he was 
the one who had made all this trouble for them? Was it true he was the only 
one who always had had wrong ways in him? Waking or sleeping, Jeff now 
always had this torment.... 

Those who have heard the Southern Orchestra sing ‘It’s me — it’s me — 
it’s me’ or ‘I got a robe’ will understand what we mean. ‘Melanctha’ is 
negro music with all its maddening monotony done into prose; it is writing 
in real rag-time. Heaven forbid Miss Stein should become a fashion! 

(October 15, 1920). 


Ask No Questions 


The Romantic — By May Sinclair 

The Last Fortnight — By Mary Agnes Hamilton 
The Headland — By C. A. Dawson-Scott 

The Passionate Spectator — By Jane Burr 


It is not possible to doubt the sincerity of Miss Sinclair’s intentions. She 
is a devoted writer of established reputation. What we do deplore is that she 
has allowed her love of writing to suffer the eclipse of psycho-analysis. To 
try to explain — for the author to stand to one side and point out the real 
difficulties — is that what she sees as her task? But all these four novels 
might be called studies in explanation. We do not know if the reader will 
find them as profoundly disconcerting as we have done, but in any case we 
trust he will not take it amiss if we offer that ‘little advice’ which, as they 
say, hurts no one. To begin with — in order to read these novels at all it is 
absolutely essential that the reader should make his mind a perfect blank. If 
he starts remembering other books he has read, murmuring over great 
names, recalling scenes that were brighter, freer, words that were longer 
even — he may count his time lost. If he looks up to wonder whether 
people are like this, he may never look down again. If the meaning of what 
he reads is as plain as the nose upon his face, that is not the moment to feel 
impatience; it is the moment to attend humbly and patiently to the psycho- 
analytical explanation of that meaning or that nose. But to our muttons. 

‘The Romantic’ is a study of a coward. John Con-way falls in love with 
Charlotte Redhead: 

“Would you like to live with me, Charlotte....’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘I mean — live with me without that.’ 

He explains: 

‘Because — you don’t understand, Charlotte — if I know a woman wants 
me, it makes me loathe her.’ 

‘It wouldn’t, if you wanted her.’ 

‘That would be worse. I should hate her then if she made me go to her.’ 


Now Charlotte has already experienced physical love. She is just free of 
her ‘immense unique passion’ for Gibson Herbert. 

Even then there was always something beyond it, something you looked 
for and missed, something you thought would come that never came. There 
was something he did. She couldn’t remember.... She saw his thick fingers 
at dessert, peeling the peaches. 

This being so, she is content to share life with John ‘without that.’ But 
even before the war breaks out her suspicions are being awakened by his 
curious behaviour when a cow is calving, and again when they are all but 
run down by a motor-car. Also she has three dreams about him. They are on 
a farm together; he likes farming. 

Wounding the earth to sow in it and make it feed you.... Seeing the steel 
blade shine, and the long wounds coming in rows; hundreds of wounds wet 
and shining. 

Then the war came with its larger opportunities, which he straightway 
embraces. Charlotte and John go out to Belgium — he in charge of motor 
ambulances, she as a chauffeur. And there it is gradually revealed to her that 
he is a coward, a bully, a brute. Gradually — but Dr. McClane, 
commandant of the McClane Corps, which shared their mess, had spotted 
John as a degenerate from the first moment. It was his business so to do; he 
was a psychotherapist. And every fresh proof of John’s brutality is only 
what he expected. When the coward is shot in the back and dead, and 
Sutton, another member of the Corps, proposes marriage to Charlotte and 
she tries to explain that it is impossible because of the war, he (Sutton) 
believes it is the dead man between them and asks Charlotte to get McClane 
to explain John’s soul. McClane does. He explains how John was forced to 
behave like that to readjust his power, as the psychoanalysts say. He 
explains how Charlotte’s dreams were her ‘kicking against’ John. How 
John’s ‘not wanting that’ was because ‘he suffered from some physical 
disability.” He was afraid of women. In fact, he analyses John for Charlotte 
so that her mind may stop ‘the fight going on in it between your feeling ... 
and your knowledge of him.’ When he has finished: 

Then what she had loved was not John Conway, what she had hated was 
not he. He was this Something, tremendous and necessary, that escaped her 
judgment. You couldn’t hate it with your loving or hating or your ceasing to 
love and hate.... 


But before we leave ‘The Romantic,’ we should point out Charlotte’s 
obsession by her sexual experiences. First she wondered what the guests at 
the inn would think if they ‘knew.’ Then she ‘had to tell’ Gwinnie. Then 
she ‘had to tell’ John. Then she ‘had to tell’ Sutton. But why? That is 
another little problem for Dr. McClane. 

Reader, do you remember a pianoforte solo which was extremely popular 
fifteen years ago? It was called ‘La Faute de la Pluie.” Mingled with the 
dark bass there was a most pitiful treble and a recurring ‘cry,’ which we 
took at the time for a chime of bells, but which in the light of Mrs. 
Hamilton’s novel we are inclined to think was the voice of a lost kitten. 
Mrs. Hamilton as good as tells us that if the weather had not been so 
dreadful — if it had stopped raining — if her heroine had been less 
drenched, sopping, wringing wet — if there had been no kitten — her 
tragedy might never have happened. Here is the story. 

A mother and son, deeply attached to each other, combine to ruin the life 
of the son’s wife. The conspirators are slightly common; the wife is 
exquisitely bred. It is therefore necessary — as the psycho-analysts would 
say — that to readjust their power they should torture her. So she 1s bullied, 
insulted, stormed at, scorned, and doors are slammed in her face. If this 
were not enougli — when the poor creature rescues from death a lame 
white kitten which, she even goes so far as to explain, is not so much a 
kitten to her as a symbol of her own misery, they fling it into the water-butt. 
Whereupon, haunted by its cries, Pauline flings herself after — but into ‘the 
canals.’ And there is Peace. If the reader’s mind were a shade less blank, he 
might feel a mild surprise at the husband’s going to bed in a room which he 
shares with his wife and not noticing that she is not in her bed. True, Mrs. 
Hamilton has been at pains to let slip that the beds were not side by side — 
but even so. Nay, more, he wakes, gets up in the morning, and does not 
notice that — either her bed has not been slept in or Susan has been in and 
made it! A trifle careless, surely, even for a heartless man. 

Let us turn to Mrs. Dawson-Scott and the Red Pen-dragons, that ancient 
Cornish family that had, ‘like an apple, a spreading brown patch, a patch of 
decay.’ But we must let the quotations speak for themselves. There are no 
hard words in this novel, and there are an immense number of dots; they are 
so many and so frequent that we believe they must mean more than we have 
understood. 

Cornwall. Old Mrs. Pendragon is dead. 


‘It was the suddenness ...’ 

“You must of course believe ...’ 

“You would, but perhaps not at once.’ 

‘To sketch her dead face would help. Yes ...’ 

Thus Roma Lennox, who had been the old lady’s companion. 

Cornwall. Roma sees the ploughman, Tavis Hawke, ‘the man who 
brought the bread into being ...’ 

Cornwall. Richbell Hawke in her kitchen. 

When baby came! 

... If baby were to come to-day ... to-morrow, she need not worry. Plenty 
of food in the house ... from snout to tail, pig’s meat was good. 

Reader, pray, your attention here! Baby has come! 

Her gesture — bent head, curving body, smile — was ineffable. Eve, 
mother of all living, had looked like that when the Lord God, still walking 
— though it was no longer Eden — in the cool of the evening, had lifted the 
tent flap and asked to see her first-born. 

Was it — could it have been the same evening? 

But about that spot. Hendre Pendragon, the son, knew it was there. 

Like splashes of red-hot paint on a midnight background, the deeds he 
had done.... Done them secretly, in corners, in holes. Such a dull 
existence... 


To readjust his power — as the psycho-analysts would say — he decides 
to marry Roma, who consents, until she realizes she loves the ploughman 
and belongs to him. 

Wonderful! And so simple. No argument needed or possible. A plain duty 
which spelt happiness. Such utter bliss.... 

But Hendre Pendragon? Happily for her, ‘man and dog went down 
together into the raging sea.’ Just in time! 

Miss Jane Burr is out to explain love— ‘the glow of passion.’ ‘I want to 
tell if I can how that glow was awakened in me.’ She wants to tell her 
sorrowing sisters that if an attractive gentleman gives them a bouquet of 
lilies-of-the-valley or ‘a five-pound box of Shaw & Page candy,’ there is no 
reason why they should not thank him just as adequately as he and they 
may wish. Why not? Her heroine guarantees there is no feeling of guilt next 
morning. And it is a thousand to one their husbands are doing just the same. 

But Miss Jane Burr and her explanation disgust us. 


(October 22, 1920.) 


The Silence is Broken 


A Gift of the Dusk — By R. O. Prowse 


It does not matter how many times Life has been compared to a journey; 
there comes a day when each of us makes that comparison for himself and 
wonders at the mysterious fitness of it. In the confusion and immediate 
pressure of modern existence we are borne along, we are carried and upheld 
until we are half persuaded that we could not escape if we would. Then, 
suddenly — as though it had all been a dream — the crowd vanishes, the 
noise dies away, and the little human creature finds himself alone, with time 
to think of his destination. Well, perhaps the moment need not be grim. 
Perhaps you will not so dreadfully mind that invisible hand touching you 
so lightly, that soundless voice whispering so gently: “But of course you 
realize that sooner or later the train is going to rush into a black hole, the 
ship is going to sink out of sight of land.’ And you really won’t read next 
morning that ‘We regret to announce the death of ...’; you really won’t 
know, as the last man swings on the box and the horses break into a decent 
trot, whether it is an adorable wet day — with the sky a waterspout, a soft 
roaring in the trees, and the first jonquils shaking with flower — or an 
adorable fine day — when just to walk in the sun and shade is enough. And 
all your belongings, your cold clothes, all the things you arrange so 
carefully and love to look at and handle — they will be free once more. 
Your books ... the library of the late.... Other fingers will rub out the 
marking under that line and the ‘How true!’ in the margin. A strange voice, 
which I swear to you, cross my heart, you won’t hear, will say: ‘I do wish 
people didn’t write in their books.’ 

After all — who does think so childishly? Who really minds his own 
death? True, it would be very interesting, very amusing to see what happens 
to this or that. But — kindly remove your hand, kindly stop whispering — 
we flatter ourselves we shall be true to our appearance unto the last. And if 
you don’t mind — we are rather busy — another time, perhaps — Good- 
bye. Or if the little human creature happens to be an artist he does listen. Is 
not ‘That Life hath an Ending’ one of the eternal themes for the artist? Yet 


there is a great, vast difference between a recognition that the destination 
cannot be escaped and the knowledge that it is upon you. The artist may put 
on the black cap and condemn himself to death, but he does not say when 
the sentence is to be carried out. He may terrify himself — and we do not 
mean it lightly — by crying: ‘I shall never see this almond tree again.’ But 
even in his cry of despair there is hidden his belief in the beauty of other 
almond trees. 

But if judgment has been passed upon him, if it was a_ Harley Street 
specialist who wore the cap and tossed off the sentence — ah, then, for the 
very first time, it is revealed that the Future is contained in the Present. We 
live that we may live. However rich the present may be, it 1s a preparation. 
The writer no sooner finishes his book than he begins to discover what he 
wants to say. The painter puts the last touch to his picture, thinking that next 
time he will start off at that last touch. We believe, in spite of the youngest 
novelists, that lovers see their children in each other’s eyes.... What is the 
Present when the Future is removed, when life is haunted, not by Death in 
the fullness of time, but by Death’s fast-encroaching shadow? 

In his new novel, ‘A Gift of the Dusk,’ Mr. Prowse tells us the answer. 
He does not spare us; he tells “everything — everything.’ And yet we are so 
book-hardened to-day, there is a danger that this book may, to the casual 
glance, seem other than it is. It cannot be read by the clock. Have we time 
for such novels? Ah, have we time for any others? ‘A Gift of the Dusk’ was 
created to satisfy the author’s desire to tell the truth about his own secret 
world. It is written in the form of a confession, but the hero, Stephen, might 
not equally well have confessed to a priest. It is — how shall we explain it? 
— as though his two selves were transposed. The self which is silent (and 
yet is never silent) emerges and speaks to that other self in you. It is strange 
to think of these ceaseless conversations that never languish or fail. We look 
at our friend, and it were thrilling enough to know what he was thinking of. 
How much more thrilling to know what he — the secret he — is saying! 
And here, in ‘A Gift of the Dusk,’ we listen to Stephen, the exile from 
health put into prison in a Swiss Sanatorium: 

One tries still to fancy that one 1s here by some chance of travel, to 
flavour the experience with some lingering taste of adventure. One tries to 
fancy one 1s a little different from the others. They belong to the place; they 
are part of it; they are an essential part of the intense impression it conveys; 


they could not really belong anywhere else! But oneself ... I look at my 
letters on the table. 

But very gradually that sense of separateness leaves him; the background 
of the past fades away. Whatever our surroundings are — however strange 
and terrible they may be — it is human nature to try to adjust ourselves to 
them; even to establish our claims to them, for however short a time. Even 
so, Stephen is drawn into the lamentable life of ‘Chateau d’Or.’ The 
peculiar tragedy of the consumptive is that, although he is so seriously ill, 
he is — in most cases — not ill enough to give up the precious habits of 
health. 

Perhaps if one were worse, if there were still fewer things one could do, 
if the tide of one’s powers had fallen to a still lower ebb, one might suffer 
less from the ache of this inner desolation. 

Thus the small stricken company, living its impersonal life together 
among the immense mountains, is for ever mocked by the nearness of those 
things which are forever out of reach. Even if they recovered: ‘Shall we 
ever again have quite the free run of the world? — we who have carried in 
our hearts, if not in our hands, the misery of the warning rattle.’ It is not 
easy to be heroic in such circumstances; it is infinitely harder to remain true 
to one’s secret self — to one’s vision, or dream. But Stephen succeeds; he 
discovers how to bear the ‘silence’; it is to surrender to it: 

After which I had a conception more intimate still: I had a sense of my 
oneness with it. I had an intensified sense of living, as if I had entered into 
mystic relation with that inner permanence and continuity of things, which 
for me — at this moment, at least — would be the meaning of life 
everlasting.... There came to me like a draught from the deep wells of 
being a return of energy and strength and will. 


But ‘A Gift of the Dusk’ is not only a record of suffering — a revelation, 
rather of how one is alone in one’s agony; there grows out of this sorrowful 
soil a friendship with a fellow-sufferer, Mary Rolls. It is the gift that each 
receives. What a moment to clasp hands with love! But the beauty of their 
relationship is that, although every dreadful circumstance is against them, it 
is untouched. Had they met elsewhere the outward show would have been 
different, but that which was essential — their deep sense of intimacy, of 
companionship, their belief in a kingdom shared — would have been the 
same. Almost, at this point, we would beg for a little less than the truth — 


almost we would have the author lift his book from the deep shadow which 
— nevertheless — so wonderfully sustains it. But Mr. Prowse knows better. 

‘Stephen — I want so intensely to live!’ 

It was the cry of cries — a cry from the depth of my own life as well as 
from the depth of hers. 

‘I, too,’ | murmured. 

‘Ah, you!’ 

“Yes, I too, my dear, I too!’ 

We said no more for some time. We remained silent and still and near: 
our nearness was the one sure possession that we had, but at least we knew 
we should have it to the end. 

These are the closing words of a memorable novel. 

(October 29, 1920.) 


A Batch of Five 


Lady Lilith — By Stephen McKenna 

The Adventurous Lady — By J. C. Snaith 

The Widow's Cruse — By Hamilton Fyfe 
Inisheeny — By George Birmingham 

The People of the Ruins — By Edward Shanks 


In stating that ‘Lady Lilith’ is only Part I. of a trilogy which has for 
covering title ‘The Sensationalists, Mr. McKenna passes a vote of 
confidence in his powers as an entertainer which we should be sorry to have 
to second. He is doubtless perfectly right in believing there is a public ready 
to lap up Part II. and Part II., but it is not the kind of fact we are proud to 
acknowledge. For Mr. McKenna has chosen to cater for those persons who 
have an insatiable appetite for the spicy crumbs that fall from the rich man’s 
table — whose supreme happiness it would be, not to have to wait until the 
feast is over, but to be under the table or behind the door, all the time. Oh, 
to know more details! To have a fuller, completer account of what goes on 
when the press is excluded and the Court is not sitting! To hear what they 
were saying when that photograph was taken! Oh, to be told by one who 
really knows.... And here is the cue for Mr. McKenna; here is where he 
steps in with such a feast of old champagne corks, soiled gloves, ends of 
‘goodish cork-tipped Turkish Régies’ and the like that, even without Lady 
Barbara Neave, daughter of Lord Crawleigh, ‘little Barbara,’ ‘Babs darling’ 
to her friends, ‘the haggard Venus’ to other friends and Lady Lilith to Val 
Arden, the table groans. But she is, after all, the occasion of the feast, the 
dish of the evening. Take any famous young Society beauty, daughter of 
one of the ‘great’ families, who at the age of seventeen has been 
everywhere, met everybody, read everything; who can sing, dance, play 
better than any professional; give her that fatal charm which knocks the 
stoutest of us off our legs; let her be so thin, hollow, white-cheeked, ring- 
eyed, that we ‘would not be surprised to hear she was consumptive’; let her 
be so wild, so untamed, so reckless that no man or woman can hold her; dip 
her in and out of poker-parties, scandals, coroners’ courts, heavily scented 


mysterious tea parties — and you have Lady Lilith. She is the Social 
Paragraph blown into two hundred and ninety-four pages. 

If Mr. McKenna’s novels were witty, amusing, an aspect of the Human 
Comedy, or just nonsense — or even melodrama — we should not protest. 
But to butcher his gifts to make a Snob’s Banquet is surely a very 
lamentable pastime. It would be interesting to know whether he has — a 
dozen, say — readers of his own sex. 

With Mr. J. C. Snaith we continue to dwell in marble halls. His 
‘Adventurous Lady’ is the daughter of a Marquis who changes places in the 
train with a poor little mouse of a governess. So that the governess goes to 
the Great House as Lady Elfreda, and the other goes to The Laurels as Miss 
Girlie Cass. Of course they were the same height, the same size; of course 
nobody at the Great House had ever met the Marquis’s daughter, and being 
for the most part newly-rich (and insufferably stupid), they had no familiar 
standard by which to judge Girlie. And she had Pikey, Lady Elfreda’s maid, 
a griffon of a female, who nevertheless was determined not to let the honour 
of the family suffer. The adventures are very little adventures and dreadfully 
dull. How poor Girlie was forced by Pikey to take off her woolly 
combinations and to submit to having her toe-nails cut before putting on the 
ravishing clothes of the other, does not, we confess, move us deeply. How 
the governess superbly ‘squashed’ her employers and won the heart of their 
guest, the General, does not surprise us. We knew it was bound to come; we 
knew Lord Duckingfield with his £60,000 a year was bound to marry the 
governess. We wished very much that Mr. Snaith had not bothered to tell us, 
especially when we remembered other and very different books of his. 

Why is it that a spiritualist séance is — always the same séance? There 
are the same questions, the same medium, the same little awkwardness 
about the fee. 

The table gave no answer, but swayed a little, suggesting uneasiness and 
indecision. 

‘Repeat,’ said Lewis in a low voice, and Florence asked her question 
again. The result was the same. 

‘The spirit,’ announced the medium, ‘wishes to make some statement. 
Call out the letters of the alphabet, please,’ 

‘A-B-C-D ...” began Lewis, and went on until he got to ‘S,’ the table 
rapping after each letter. 


We have read this kind of thing so often that it produces no impression at 
all. And yet Mr. Hamilton Fyfe in ‘The Widow’s Cruse’ leads us to this 
scene as though the very heart of the joke were hidden in it. The truth is that 
by summoning the spirit of Everard he has caused his never-too-substantial 
novel to vanish into the vague. The idea which might have filled a story was 
never big enough for a novel; it had to be stretched very thin indeed to be 
made to cover such an expanse; it is many a time and oft at breaking-point 
before the final catastrophe. Florence, fluffy little tame cat of a woman, had 
never loved or understood Everard. When he died she was only too willing 
to marry Lewis Dane. But Dane discovered some manuscripts of his dead 
friend which, when published, raised such a flame of interest that Florence 
preferred to shine and to warm herself in the rosy reflected glow as ‘the 
well-known widow’ rather than to remarry. More, she reconstructed her late 
married life and posed as her husband’s inspiration. Another woman 
disputes her claim, but Florence trrumphs. Those little women always do — 
in their own little way — but it is hardly enough to make a book about. 

Time is killed very softly, very mildly, by Mr. Birmingham. There is 
scarce enough of the sweet poison in ‘Inisheeny’ to render him 
unconscious, even. He nods while Mr. Birmingham’s hero explains how he 
was in the orchard teaching his nephew Tommy to spray the pear trees with 
soap and water — but the old fellow needs a more potent charm to carry 
him past the nodding stage. Mr. Birmingham is famous, and rightly so, for 
his unfailing sense of humour. But his humour lacks temperature; it stands 
too often at normal. ‘Inisheeny’ would be a pleasant, nicely-rounded tale of 
an island off the coast of Ireland and a charming elderly parson and a 
professor and a boat and a girl and a boy — if only it were a little less mild. 
We are asked to take too much for granted. Now the professor might have 
been well worth listening to, and the parson might have been a whimsical 
semi-philosopher — but they don’t talk. Instead of a long delectable 
conversation while they rock in the boat together, we are given an account 
of how Tommy and the girl ate biscuits and golden syrup. This episode 
should have provided a passing chuckle, to be followed by: ‘True,’ said the 
professor, ‘but according to Salmacius ...’ They order these things better in 
Anatole France. 

The time could not be riper for Mr. Shanks’ novel of the English 
Revolution — and after. But is not ‘after’ — the year of our Lord 2074 — a 
trifle too far ahead? But having accepted the fact that Jeremy Tuft has 


remained in a state of suspended animation for so long, we do expect Mr. 
Shanks to do something better with him than to let him fall in love. A book 
of this kind is easy and delightful to plan, but extremely difficult to write. If 
Mr. Shanks had tapped a rich vein of invention and described existence as a 
thousand times more difficult, he would have set himself an easier task than 
this attempt to conjure up an England in which the railways are ceasing to 
run, and the window-panes have turned green again, and the huge and 
crudely spiced dishes are passed round the table. At England’s head is the 
Speaker, an ancient who aspires to manufacture guns, and Mr. Shanks gets a 
little fun out of the idea. But it is the Speaker’s daughter, and she has grown 
so dear — so dear to Jeremy Tuft, who cheats us of further adventures, and 
smooths the author’s path for him. Love never changes. And yet — why is 
it that in all romances of this kind the females should be so formidable? 
One thinks of the Lady Eva, for instance, in her gown ‘straight from neck to 
hem,’ as at least nine foot high. And though she is a noble, selfless, loyal 
creature, strong as a lion and gentle as a lamb — what a terrifying 
bedfellow! 
(November 5, 1920.) 


The Magic Door 


Adam of Dublin — By Conal O’ Riordan 
Forgotten Realms — By Bohun Lynch 


These two novels have this in common — each 1s an attempt to re-enter 
the kingdom of childhood. We confess we are not of those who think all is 
to be gained by letting the children write for themselves. Poetic peeps from 
the perambulator, revels among rattles, and picture exhibitions which 
consist of houses smoking furiously at the chimneys and the behinds of 
little black cats sitting in front of the fire are very diverting now and again, 
but how far they restore to us our vision of that other time is quite a 
different matter. How shall a child express what is for us the essence of 
childhood — its recognition of the validity of the dream? It is implicit in the 
belief of the child that the dream exists side by side with reality; there are 
no barriers between. It is only after he has suffered the common fate of little 
children — after he has been stolen away by the fairies — that the 
changeling who usurps his heritage builds those great walls which confront 
him when he will return. But to return is not to be a child again. What the 
exile, the wanderer, desires is to be given the freedom of his two worlds 
again — that he may accept reality and live by the dream. And therefore the 
childhood that we look back upon and attempt to recreate must be — if it is 
to satisfy our longing as well as our memory — a great deal more than a 
catalogue of infant pleasures and pangs. It must have, as it were, a haunting 
light upon it. 

Let us take, for instance, Mr. O’Riordan’s novel ‘Adam of Dublin.’ It 1s 
the story of a little boy’s life from the age of eight to the age of twelve, yet 
it is told in such a way that, in spite of the intense vividness of Adam’s 
personal adventures, they become for us a symbol of the adventures of the 
child spirit in this bungled world. If ever reality looked loweringly upon a 
little child, that child was Adam; but what power has it over him? For the 
moment it is real as the nightmare is real; it is, almost, part of the 
nightmare, like his father’s porter bottle; it is as quickly escaped and 
forgotten: 


He went to sleep and dreamed that her ladyship was something between a 
unicorn and a road-roller, with several tails, to each of which was tied a 
flaming sardine-tin, and as many heads, crowned by helmets of that fashion 
affected by the Dublin Metropolitan police. Her ladyship had run him down 
in Mount joy Court, and ... was about to put him into one or more of the 
sardine-tins when he woke with a scream, was soundly chastised by Mr. 
Macfadden with the fortunately convenient porter bottle; and, after he had 
recovered from the shock, fell into a peaceful and refreshing slumber. 

And yet if we consider what place it is that Adam escapes into, what is 
the nature of his other world, it again seems to be contained in reality. The 
difference is that in the one he is a stranger, in the other — the world in 
which he prays to ‘Holy Mary her Virgin,’ and kisses Caroline Brady in the 
tunnel, and reads, by the light of his bull’s-eye lantern, Mr. Yeats’ or Mr. 
Keats’ poem ‘The Beautiful Lady Without Thankyou,’ or sits in Josephine’s 
lap while he kisses her — he is at home. 

What do we mean when we speak of the atmosphere of a novel? It is one 
of those questions exceedingly difficult to fit with an answer. It is one of 
those questions which, each time we look at them, seem to have grown. At 
one time ‘emotional quality’ seemed to cover it, but is that adequate? May 
not a book have that and yet lack this mysterious covering? Is it the impress 
of the writer’s personality upon his work — the impress of the writer’s 
passion — more than that? Dear Heaven! there are moments when we are 
inclined to take our poor puzzled mind upon our knee and tell it: ‘It is 
something that happens to a book after it is written. It droppeth like the 
gentle dew from Heaven upon the book beneath.’ Or to cry largely: ‘You 
feel a book either has it, whatever it is, or hasn’t it.’ 

But to be so positive — as one is in the case of ‘Adam of Dublin’ — 
about the presence of something so elusive is disconcerting. Let us, 
however, understand it to mean; among so many dead novels it is a delight 
to hail one that is so rich in life. For whatever else atmosphere may include, 
it is the element in which a book lives in its own right. In peopling the two 
worlds of Adam with appropriate and inappropriate inhabitants there are 
infinite possibilities for the creative activity of the author. The character of 
Mr. Malachy Macfadden, the drunken tailor, is a fearful joy to the reader if 
it is not to his son, and so is that of his somewhat sinister godfather, Mr. 
Byron O’Toole. As to Father Innocent Feeley, Adam’s spiritual adviser, we 
defy the reader to resist him or his conversation on the top of the tram with 


Adam regarding the infallibility of the Pope and the infallibility of the 
Almighty. Adam himself is one of those small boys (why are they always 
boys?) who occur from time to time in literature to trouble our hearts. Mr. 
O’Riordan has but discovered a new name for him — and a new place. For 
throughout this novel one is never forgetful of the background of the city of 
Dublin; the author presses all his power and charm of writing to the service 
of ‘what is believed to be the fairest, if not the most extensive, kingdom in 
Europe.’ His success is so notable that we grudge mentioning his moment 
of failure. But it is there in Chapter Twenty-eight, when he carries his little 
hero into Bohemia. Why was this account of a club meeting written? We 
fear the reason was that the author could not resist the temptation of a 
portrait or two, but his hero’s life is at stake while he sketches. However, 
there is so much good to remember that, having mentioned the bad, we can 
afford to forget it. It is the measure of Mr. O’Riordan’s powers of 
fascination that we should be so conscious of any weakening of their spell. 


‘Forgotten Realms’ is as different a novel as possible, yet, as we have 
stated, the intention of the author is the same. But Mr. Lynch has chosen a 
more difficult approach. His hero is a grown man, the husband of a sensible, 
managing wife, the father of a young family, who is impelled, suddenly, to 
leave his home and familiar surroundings at the beck of childish memories, 
to set out ‘as a child might in imagination, to discover, to observe lovely 
things, to seek adventure.’ The first chapter when he is discovered lying in 
the grass is a very remarkable one. In a way it may be said to mark the 
curve of Philip’s journey for us. As he lies there, looking and listening, he is 
suddenly conscious that the ‘intensely practical modern world has dropped 
away from him,’ far enough for him to question which was to be desired — 
constant occupation and forgetfulness or the treasuring of time for 
contemplation — for coming near to the heart of things: 

Or was it that moments of intense vision came only by rare chance? Was 
it not rather an attitude of mind that the perplexities, the unwise activities of 
usual existence threatened to destroy? Such moments held a child’s attitude 
towards the universe, induced a child’s vision. Children were much nearer 
to the secret. 

And thus he is led to look back with longing upon the time when the 
‘magic door’ was not shut for him, and the purpose of his journey is 


revealed. Might one then in after years, after searching and much pain, find 
one’s way back to it, and would they open it when he came again? 

Forward, therefore, his feet carry him into unknown beautiful country, 
while his mind is for ever seeking the frontiers of its ancient kingdom. And 
it is only when he has given himself up to the search that he realizes how 
deep is his restlessness, how urgent his desire to recapture the secret 
resting-place of his soul. 

We pass by almost imperceptible nuances from the one adventure to the 
other; they merge, they are enfolded, they are blended with exquisite skill. 
We share each fresh prospect as it unfolds before Philip the man, while at 
the same time we are gathering wild roses with Philip the little boy, or 
waiting with him in the drawing-room for his father to come home. But 
gradually the search becomes more difficult; 1t narrows, and it changes from 
the reconciliation of childhood and manhood to a deliberate attempt to solve 
a mystery. In the unending story of adventure which the lonely child Philip 
made up for himself there was another figure, a wonderful companion, a 
boy to whom he was ever constant, about whom there could never be any 
illusion. When he recalls how, as a youth in London, he saw the face, the 
form of his dreams, he recognized it and ‘guessed at a possible ending to his 
magic tale’ what does Mr. Lynch mean there?). And finally we are told that 
Philip is not setting forth in freedom after all; he has heard that his dream 
companion is in this part of the country, and he is come in search of him. 
This is a very curious disappointment for the reader, but there 1s a greater in 
store for him. It 1s contained in Philip’s memories of his mother. She 
changes, gradually, under the imposition of this ‘real plot,’ from an 
extremely sensitive, sympathetic figure to a poor creature under a curse 
that, until it is revealed to us, raises our most fearful speculations. 

Let us own that there is a point at which we lose all touch with Mr. 
Lynch, and we simply do not know what he would have us understand. 
Here is this beautiful writing, this thoughtful, serious style, so chastened 
and yet so supple — but what does it hide? What is the mystical meaning? 
Ah, there we imagine Mr. Lynch thinks to have caught us. But we do not 
think it will do. So long as they are kept apart psychology and mysticism 
are sweet friends. But put them to hunt together and they turn and rend each 
other. 

(December 11, 1920.) 


Old Writers and New 


Manhood End — By Mrs. Henry Dudeney 
Quiet Interior — By E. B. C. Jones 


Whatever faults Mrs. Dudeney may possess, she cannot be accused of 
having kept her talent hid in a napkin. Rather, we receive the impression 
that the cry of rapture with which she hailed this treasure to be hers has 
never ceased sounding through her books. It rings again in ‘Manhood End,’ 
and the note is as high, as astonished, as delighted as ever. Never did a 
writer gloat more openly over a sweet possession; never was a writer more 
persistently agog to play with it. But a talent is not — as Mrs. Dudeney 
seems to believe — a kind of glorified toy. One may perhaps play with it — 
but warily — as one would play with a young lion without a keeper rather 
than a mechanical canary. That is not, however, nor has it been, Mrs. 
Dudeney’s way, and the result is that after eighteen novels, after so 
prolonged a diet of hard bright seed, chickweed and sugar lumps, nothing 
remains of her lion but the colour of his feathers — he is turned into a very 
canary of canaries. As such he shakes, shrills, quivers, flirts through 
‘Manhood End’ without a break, without a pause, until we cannot hear the 
characters speak. When they do they partake of the general jerkiness. Even 
the plot itself is affected, and hops from perch to swing until the reader is 
dizzy. The scene is Sussex — a tiny village between Chichester and the sea. 
‘If there was a coquette in the whole land of England it was this flat, 
sheltered bit of South Country — laughing, weeping, just as it chose.’ 

The time is forty years ago. Freddy Rainbird, Rector of Streetway, calls 
himself a priest, and does not believe in marriage until he meets Sophia 
Lulham. Their courtship consists of conversations which culminate in a 
toasting party by firelight. 


He watched her scramble up when her slice of bread was toasted. She 
buttered it, then, laughing again, sat down. 

“We’ve got to feel for our mouths, haven’t we? But mine’s so big there’s 
no risk of missing.’ 


This curious statement, which might very well have ‘pierced through 
their perfect hour,’ did not prevent him from proposing. And they were 
married, and such was the intensity of their passion for each other they 
talked like this. Rainbird was in his dressing-room. 

She went mischievously to the door and spoke through the keyhole. 

‘Bad boy! you’re not washing yourself. There isn’t any splashing.’ 

He did not answer. She spoke again. 

‘Freddy! you are false, you are neglectful. You said you wanted to kiss 
my arms, and yet you went off without even shaking hands.’ 

After five years she had tired of this capriciousness, of ‘bubbling ... with 
a hundred little springs of fascination.’ 

“Why didn’t we have children? If there’d been a baby waking up to be 
fed! If little Johnny had a pain in his tummy; if Jane wouldn’t go to sleep.... 
I shouldn’t have played the fool down here. with you two men if I’d had a 
nursery. Don’t you see?’ 

So off she goes with a lover, and stays away for five years. Then she 
reappears and makes the coffee in her bewildering, charming way, and just 
when she is about to be bored again the baby saves her. But it isn’t a strong 
baby. 

She looked up wistfully. ‘I haven’t done it quite properly, Freddy. ’'m 
never perfect. There’s always some sort of a flaw.’ 

‘What flaw?’ he seemed puzzled. 

‘This.’ Her fingers moved on the fast emptying bottle. 


After its death she runs again — to the East — to Bond Street — to 
anywhere. And her final return is to a broken Freddy who drinks coffee 
made from ‘some stuff in a tin.’ They die soon after, while planning another 
honeymoon. 

It is melancholy to remember, when laying aside ‘Manhood End,’ how, 
years ago, when the canarification of her talent was still far from complete, 
we looked forward to a new book by Mrs. Dudeney. 

The price of novels is a mystery. Why is it that some publishers are 
compelled to print their books on grey, black-haired paper, to squeeze them 
between the covers that used to contain ‘ninepennies’ in the old days and to 
price them at nine shillings, when Mr. Cobden-Sanderson can produce a 
volume so attractive in appearance as ‘Quiet Interior’ at eight? And do 
some publishers imagine that the reading public is really tempted by paper- 


covers which remind one of those dread platefuls in English teashops 
known as ‘mixed pastries’? We are certain that the book which is adorned 
with the enigmatic couple or the anaemic girl in coloured margarine and 
plaster-of-paris on a white icing background starts its career with a severe 
handicap. It has to prove that it is not what it appears to be, and that 1s very 
difficult when the appearance is vulgar, for in that case the chances are the 
reader will not even begin to listen. How often we have heard the scornful: 
‘Don’t bother to open it; it looks the most awful rubbish’! Whereas Miss 
Jones’ novel in a blue linen-faced cover with the title in plain lettering 
attracts one immediately. It looks like a novel that is well worth reading, 
and in this case the author is not deceived after a closer investigation. 

‘Quiet Interior’ is the study of the temperament of an unusual, fastidious 
girl in surroundings which we vaguely term modern. Her home is in 
London; her parents are wealthy; her friends are artists and musicians and 
gay young people who go to parties and dances. She is in fact an 
emancipated daughter in an upper middle-class family — but not too 
emancipated for her to possess in a high degree that subtle quality called 
‘charm.’ One might say her whole claim to acceptance lies in its possession, 
but of what it is composed — that 1s the problem that the author has set 
herself to solve. Claire Norris is not a simple character. She is one of those 
who are ‘precious — but not generally prized.’ Her feeling for life is 
exquisite; she is capable of rare appreciations, rare intensities — but for 
some mysterious reason life withholds its gifts from her. They go to lesser 
people who deserve them less and do not so greatly care. Why should this 
be? What has she done that she, who could cherish so beautifully, should be 
left empty-handed? The moment in her life when this question becomes 
urgent is the moment which 1s revealed here. There is a young man living in 
the country, farming his land; his name is Clement. He is shy, difficult, a 
being apart, himself. With the adorable faith of young persons and children, 
Claire turns to Life and cries: ‘I know what I want. I want Clement. Give 
him to me.’ But Life explains Clement is not for her; he is for her pretty 
sister Pauline. And Claire must be a good girl and not spoil her sister’s 
pleasure by showing that she minds, but put on a bright face and behave as 
though nothing has happened. Instead of rebelling she is gravely obedient, 
but while renouncing Clement she discovers that she has lost one world 
only to gain another — her inner world, the kingdom of the spirit. Claire 
realizes that up till now she has lived on the borders of that world; she has 


never been of it. Yet, because its shadow rested upon her, she was, for all 
her love of it, strange to the world of reality. Now that she has made her 
choice, even her suffering grows light. Nothing can touch her; she is in 
harmony with life. 

The psychology of Claire is sufficiently realized for us to feel the 
importance of this revelation to her. She strangely compels our admiration 
by the quality of her adventure. But this whole novel is carried beyond the 
bounds of commonplace by its distinction of style. We feel that the author 
has tried to keep faith with Truth rather than with Truth’s ugly and stupid 
half-sister, Frankness. Her heroine is, of course, the full-length portrait upon 
which she has lavished her finest care, but Pauline, Henriette and Lucien 
and Hilary — all are real and convincing. For a first novel it 1s remarkably 
well constructed. The weakest part is the beginning. It reads as though the 
author were determined that we should fall in love with her heroine on the 
spot. ‘She is like this and this and this,’ we are told. It is only, in fact, when 
the author has forgotten all about us that Claire begins to emerge. And again 
there are moments when the author wastes her energy, as it were, over the 
details; she does not always distinguish between what is fascinating and 
what is essential. This is an important point. For there are many writers — 
alas! how many! — who can describe a frock, a conversation, a supper 
party, or a room as well as she. 

(November 19, 1920.) 


A Set of Four 


The Countess of Lowndes Square; and Other Stories — By E. F. Benson 


Just Open — By W. Pett Ridge 
A Man of the Islands — By H. de Vere Stacpoole 
Colour Blind — By S. P. B. Mais 


Mr. Benson is a writer to whom, one imagines, everything comes in 
useful. He is a collector of scraps, snippets, patches, tid-bits, oddments, 
which give him such a great deal of pleasure that it is with the utmost 
confidence he displays his little collection to all the other guests in this 
immense rambling, very noisy and overcrowded hotel. He knows himself to 
be — his behaviour is that of — a favourite guest. ‘Mr. E. F. Benson is so 
popular — so entertaining.’ And so in his easy, effortless way out comes 
another book. Here, he even explains, you’ve got cats, cranks, spiritualistic 
séances, blackmailers — choose whichever you like; there’s something for 
everybody. So down drops the knitting; the cards are put away; the picture 
paper is concealed behind a cushion for another time, and ‘The Countess of 
Lowndes Square’ is no doubt discovered to be just like Mr. Benson — most 
entertaining this time. 

Reader! We are the forlorn guest on these occasions. We are that strange- 
looking person over in the corner who seems so out of everything and never 
will mix properly. Spare your knitting-needle; put up your paper-knife, sir. 
Do not stab us. It is not our fault that we look grim. It isn’t pleasant to be 
bored. Will you believe us when we say we love smiling, we love to be 
amused? We always think, until faced by these occasions, that it takes too 
little to make us smile. But there is an atmosphere of bright chatter, of 
quick, animated glare which is warm South to Mr. Benson and his admirers 
while it freezes our risible folds. 

... | had been asked by telephone just at luncheon-time as I was sitting 
down to a tough and mournful omelette alone, and I naturally felt quite 
certain that I had been bidden to take the place of some guest. 

Or listen to the ‘adorable Agnes Lockett’: 


... If Mrs. Withers had told me any more of what the great ones of the 
earth said to her in confidence, I should either have gone mad or taken up a 
handful of those soft chocolates and rubbed her face with them. 

But it is perhaps hardly fair to take to pieces what the author himself calls 
‘digestible snacks.’ This, we venture to suggest, should have been the title 
of the volume. And would it not be an admirable idea if there were a 
covering title for stories of the author’s own description? ‘Snacks’ for 
instance, could hardly be improved upon. ‘Digestible Snacks’ 1s 
illuminating; it tells us exactly what we are buying. 


We speak thus openly, for Mr. Benson confesses that in his opinion ‘the 
short story is not a lyre on which English writers thrum with the firm 
delicacy of the French, or with the industry of the American author.’ He 
opines that if the ten best short stories in the world were proclaimed they 
would be French stories; while if the million worst were brought together, 
they would be found to be written in America. Chi lo sa? as d’ Annunzio’s 
heroines were so fond of murmuring. But our eye wanders to the small 
green volumes of Turgeniev and Tchehov. Russia is evidently torn out of 
Mr. Benson’s atlas. 

A word as to the wrapper. It is of a young lady in a white dress with very 
flowing hair. Behind her is the Egyptian night; before, a pack of gibbering 
(in the story they are most particularly apish) apes. But the illustrator has 
drawn French poodles instead. This makes it very hard to understand why 
she looks so frightened. 

‘Just Open,’ by Mr. Pett Ridge, is adapted for a railway journey on which 
the train stops at all the stations — one of those journeys when one is 
constantly rearranging one’s knees, saying one does not mind at all having 
the golf-clubs thrown on to one’s paper of violets, and swearing that it is not 
— and never was, thank God! — one’s copy of The Daily Mirror on the 
floor. In these surroundings dips are all the reader is fit for, and dips are all 
that the author provides — they are sketches of little people who, entangled 
for ever in the net of circumstance, are yet alive enough to make some 
protest when they feel an extra jerk. There is a slight commotion, a 
swimming together, a lashing of tails, a wriggle or two. But it lasts only a 
minute; with the turn of the blank page there is calm... 

The old theatrical star is tempted to go to see the show one night, and she 
is recognized and taken behind the scenes and made much of. Again she 


lifts the glass to her lips, but there is no wine. Just a breath, a sweetness — 
a memory that she sips — and then all is over. Well — mightn’t that be a 
marvellous story? Isn’t it one of the stories that we all keep, unwritten, to 
write some day, when we have realized more fully that moment, perhaps, 
when she steps out of the theatre into the cold indifferent dark, or perhaps, 
that moment when the light breaks along the edge of the curtain and the 
music sinks down, lower, lower, until the fiddles are sounding from under 
the sea? ... But Mr. Pett Ridge gives us his version of it as though he 
expected it to be read between nine forty-five and ten-thirteen. 

‘Poor old soul!’ we presume his admiring reader thinks, slapping her 
book together and asking her neighbour if he would mind not sitting on her 
coat any longer as this is her station and she can’t afford to jump bodily out 
of her coat on to the platform? But is that tribute enough? Does that content 
the author? We wonder because there are ‘hints’ in several stories that lead 
us to believe he could, if he would, tell it all so differently. 

Mr. de Vere Stacpoole, to judge by ‘A Man of the Islands,’ still believes 
he has only to shake a coral island at us to set us leaping. But we have cut 
our teeth on it so dreadfully often. We have counted the cocoanuts, 
discovered the square bottle half-buried in the deserted beach, and fished 
the lagoon of its last false pearl. The only episode that arrested our attention 
in this book was when Sigurdson saw the front end of Pilcher down on the 
coral, scrabbling along on its hands like a crab. 

He’d been bitten off below the waist by a shark that had took him just as 
a child takes a piece of candy and bites it in two! 

What a degradation is this when nothing less fearful will draw us to the 
ship’s side! As to that slender, dark girl with the scarlet hibiscus flower 
behind her ear and her hand lifted in the familiar ‘Come to Motuaro’ 
gesture — she makes us almost inclined to signal ‘full steam ahead’ for the 
opposite direction. It is not enough to know that the fate of that great, strong 
man lay in those small, scented hands. What did he feel about it? Did he 
feel anything? Did they talk together? What did they share? How was his 
love for her different from his love for a white girl? ... Or, if the question 1s 
all of the scenery, let us feel the strangeness of it. Sigurdson is a Dane. Did 
he have more of the feelings of an exile? Here, indeed, is our whole point 
about coral islands, dark blue seas and crescent beaches pale as the new 
moon. We will not be put off with pictures any longer. We ask that someone 


should discover the deeper strangeness for us, so that our imagination is not 
allowed to go starving while our senses are feasted. 

There remains ‘Colour-Blind,’ a new novel with an old hero, by Mr. S. P. 
B. Mais. The hero is still that unsympathetic figure, the amorous 
schoolmaster. 

She was mine, all mine for the taking! In that moment of triumph I forgot 
everything but the glory of her ... but the moment passed and I braced 
myself to meet my great temptation. ‘Margey, dear,’ I began as gently as I 
could, ‘it won’t do. Think.’ 

This is followed by little dinners ‘on the strict Q.T.’ with the fair Evelyn 
in a yellow osprey — to be followed again by the blackboards and Smith 
minor next morning. 

But it is not until little Joan, fragile in her pyjamas, crept into his arms 
that Jimmy knew the greatest night of his life. Here is Mr. Mais at his 
brightest, best, most fanciful. 

Jimmy has rung for the chambermaid, who came in ‘smiling.’ 

‘We’re going to have our breakfast in bed as a special treat,’ I said. 
‘Grown-up people don’t think it a treat because the crumbs get all mixed up 
with their bed-clothes, but that’ll be all the greater fun for us. We’ve run 
away, and we want to do all the things we shouldn’t be allowed to do at 
school.’ 

Was the chambermaid still smiling at the end of that speech, we wonder, 
and didn’t she guess the hero’s vocation without his telling her he had run 
away from it? 

(November 26, 1920.) 


Friends and Foes 


Personal Aspects of Jane Austen — By M. Austen-Leigh 


It seems almost unkind to criticize a little book which has thrown on bonnet 
and shawl and tripped across the fields of criticism at so round a pace to 
defend its dear Jane Austen. But even with the undesirable evidence before 
us of the stupidity, nay, the downright wickedness of certain reviewers, we 
cannot help doubting the need for such a journey. True, Jane Austen exists 
in the imagination as a writer who has remained wonderfully remote and 
apart and free from the flying burrs of this work-a-day world, and it does 
come as a surprise to learn that so-called friends of hers have said these 
dreadful things. But, begging Miss Austen-Leigh’s pardon — who cares? 
Can we picture Jane Austen caring — except in a delightfully wicked way 
which we are sure the author of this book would not allow — that people 
said she was no lady, was not fond of children, hated animals, did not care a 
pin for the poor, could not have written about foreign parts if she had tried, 
had no idea how a fox was killed, but rather thought it ran up a tree and 
hissed at the hound at the last — was, in short, cold, coarse, practically 
illiterate and without morality? Mightn’t her reply have been, ‘Ah, but what 
about my novels?’ Though the answer would seem to us more than 
sufficient, it would not satisfy Miss Austen-Leigh. Her book is proof to the 
contrary. Each of these charges can be met — and they are met, though, to 
be quite candid, it is somewhat quaintly, at times. Take, for instance, the 
‘baseless accusation that she always turned away from whatever was sad.’ 
It cannot, says Miss Austen-Leigh, be allowed to pass unnoticed. And she 
cites a family letter written by Mr. Austen on the occasion of a young 
friend’s having been invited to their house to have her attack of measles 
there: ‘She wanted a great deal of nursing, and a great deal of nursing she 
had,’ the nurses being Jane, her sister Cassandra and their friend Martha 
Lloyd. Well, that may go to prove that Jane was willing to face an 
unpleasant ordeal and to play her part, but we should not like our belief in 
her tenderness to depend on it. Does it not sound just a little grim? Might 
not a timid mind picture patient and pillows being shaken together; and, as 


to escaping one’s medicine, Cassandra and Martha to hold one down, and 
Jane to administer something awfully black in a spoon? ... 

Then, again, someone having said that sermons were wearisome to her, 
Miss Austen-Leigh contradicts him triumphantly with Jane Austen’s own 
words, ‘I am very fond of Sherlock’s Sermons, and prefer them to almost 
any.’ But stare at that sentence as we may, we cannot see an enthusiasm for 
sermons shining through it. It sounds indeed as though Sherlock’s Sermons 
were a special kind of biscuit — clerical Bath Olivers — oval and crisp and 
dry. And while we are on the subject of religion we would mention Miss 
Austen-Leigh’s theory of the novels. It is, we think, quite a new one: 

Every one of them gives a description, closely interwoven with the story 
and concerned with its principal characters, of error committed, conviction 
following, and improvement effected, all of which may be summed up in 
the word ‘Repentance.’ 

What could be simpler? Yet we had never thought of it before. 

But to return for a moment to the foes of Jane Austen. In the majority of 
cases they are routed in the completest fashion. No one, after reading of her 
paternal descent from the county family of Kentish Austens or of her 
maternal descent from the Leighs — a notable ancestor being Thomas 
Leigh, who in 1558 had the honour of receiving and preceding Queen 
Elizabeth, ‘carrying the sceptre before her Grace when she first entered the 
City to take up her residence in the Tower’ — no one could dare say again 
that she was not qualified to write of the English gentry. And he would be 
an obstinate fellow who would persist in describing Jane Austen’s 
disposition as calm, unemotional, passionless, after having read her notes 
written at the age of twelve, in an old copy of Oliver Goldsmith’s ‘History 
of England.’ These fiery outpourings are the pleasantest reading of all, and 
we are exceedingly grateful to Miss Austen-Leigh for printing them for us. 
They do, indeed, revive Jane Austen’s own voice; we can separate them 
from the comment. For the truth is that every true admirer of the novels 
cherishes the happy thought that he alone — reading between the lines — 
has become the secret friend of their author. 

(December 3, 1920.) 


Family Portraits 


In Chancery — By John Galsworthy 
The Age of Innocence — By Edith Wharton 


In his latest novel, which is a continuation of the Forsyte Saga, Mr. John 
Galsworthy gives the impression of being in his real right element. There is 
a peculiar note, a mixture of confidence and hospitality, struck in the first 
chapter, which seems to come from the happy author warming himself at a 
familiar hearth. Here, in the very bosom of the Forsyte family, if any man 1s 
at home, he is that man. Its ramifications have no terrors for him; on the 
contrary, the quick, searching, backward glance he takes before setting out 
upon this book is yet long enough to be a kind of basking which extends to 
the cousin furthest removed. 

A swollen flood of novels has flowed under the bridge since the days of 
our enthusiasm for ‘The Man of Property’ — that large family piece, 
admirably composed, closely packed, and firmly related to a background 
which was never decoration only. ‘In Chancery’ is less solid as a whole — 
the shell-pink azaleas escape the control of Soames’ conservatory and 
flower a trifle too freely, as they are also a trifle too shell-pink; the tone is 
softer. It 1s not because the author is regarding his subject from another 
angle, but because all that remains from the deep vein of irony in ‘The Man 
of Property’ is a faint ironic tinge. In ‘The Man of Property’ what the author 
made us feel the Forsyte family lacked was imagination; in this new novel 
we feel it still, but we are not at all certain the author intends us to. He has, 
as it were, exchanged one prize for another — in gaining the walls he has 
lost his vision of the fortress. It is a very great gift for an author to be able 
to project himself into the hearts and minds of his characters — but more is 
needed to make a great creative artist; he must be able, with equal power, to 
withdraw, to survey what is happening — and from an eminence. But Mr. 
Galsworthy is so deeply engaged, immersed and engrossed in the Forsyte 
family that he loses this freedom. He can see Soames and James and the 
two Bayswater Road ancients with intense vividness; he can tell us all about 
them — but not all there is to know. Why is this? Is it not because, au fond, 


he distrusts his creative energy? There is no question of a real combat 
between it and his mind; his mind is master. Hence we have a brilliant 
display of analysis and dissection, but without any ‘mystery,’ any 
unplumbed depth to feed our imagination upon. The Forsyte men are so 
completely life-size, so bound within the crowns of their hats and the soles 
of their shoes, that they are almost something less than men. We do not 
doubt for a moment that it has been the aim of the author to appeal to the 
imagination; but so strong is the imposition of his mind that the appeal 
stops short at the senses. Take, for example, the character of old James 
Forsyte. Is it not amazing how he comes before us so that we see him, hear 
him, smell him, know his ways, his tricks, his habits as if he were our 
grandfather? Yet when we think of him — 1s it as standing at the window of 
his house watching the funeral of the old Queen, watching his own funeral 
and the funeral of his time — or as having his few last hairs stroked by 
Emily with a pair of silver brushes? These events should be of equal 
importance, at least; but they are not; the hair-brushing is easily first; and 
the author dwells on it with loving persistence until he almost succeeds in 
turning James into a lean, nervous, old, old, dog. Or take the occasion when 
young Val Dartie came face to face with his father, drunk, in the promenade 
of a music-hall. Before going out that evening he had asked his mother if he 
might have two plover’s eggs when he came in. And when he does return, 
shocked, wretched, disenchanted with life, we find our concern for him 
overshadowed by those two plover’s eggs laid out so temptingly with the 
cut bread and butter and ‘just enough whisky in the decanter,’ and left to 
languish on the dining-room table. But perhaps these instances are too 
simple to illustrate our meaning. Let us examine for a moment the figure of 
Soames Forsyte, who 1s the hero of ‘In Chancery.’ His desire to have a son 
makes him divorce the faithless Irene and thus free himself to marry a 
healthy young Frenchwoman, the daughter of a restaurant keeper. Now 
Soames, the passionate, suppressed human animal desiring Irene still 
because she is unattainable, but satisfying himself with the French girl at 
the last is as solid, as substantial as a mind could make him, but he is never 
real. He is flesh and blood with a strong dash of clay — long before he is a 
tormented man; and flesh and blood and clay he remains after the torment is 
on him. But there never comes that moment when the character is more 
than himself, so that we feel at the end that what should have happened to 
him never has happened. He is an appearance only — a lifelike image. 


But when we have said that ‘In Chancery’ is not a great novel, we would 
assure our readers that it is a fascinating, brilliant book. 


In ‘The Age of Innocence,’ a novel of the early seventies in New York, 
we receive the same impression that here is the element in which the author 
delights to breathe. The time and the scene together suit Mrs. Wharton’s 
talent to a nicety. To evoke the seventies is to evoke irony and romance at 
once, and to keep these two balanced by all manner of delicate adjustments 
is so much a matter for her skilful hand that it seems more like play than 
work. Like Mr. Galsworthy’s novel it is a family piece, but in ‘The Age of 
Innocence’ the family comprises the whole of New York society. This 
remote, exclusive small world in itself is disturbed one day by the return of 
one of its prodigal daughters who begs to be taken back as though nothing 
had happened. What has happened is never quite clear, but it includes a 
fabulously rich villain of a Polish Count who is her husband and his 
secretary, who, rumour whispers, was all too ready to aid her escape. But 
the real problem which the family has to face is that Ellen Olenska has 
become that mysterious creature — a European, She is dangerous, 
fascinating, foreign; Europe clings to her like a troubling perfume; her very 
fan beats ‘Venice! Venice!’ every diamond is a drop of Paris. Dare they 
accept her? The question is answered by a dignified compromise, and 
Ellen’s farewell dinner-party before she leaves for Paris 1s as distinguished 
as she or the family could wish. These are what one might call the outer 
leaves of the story. Part them, and there is within another flower, warmer, 
deeper, and more delicate. It is the love-story of Newland Archer, a young 
man who belongs deeply to the family tradition, and yet at the same time 
finds himself wishing to rebel. The charm of Ellen is his temptation, and 
hard indeed he finds it not to yield. But that very quality in her which so 
allures him — what one might call her highly civilized appreciation of the 
exquisite difficulty of her position — saves them from themselves. Not a 
feather of dignity is ruffled; their parting is positively stately. 

But what about us? What about her readers? Does Mrs. Wharton expect 
us to grow warm in a gallery where the temperature is so sparklingly cool? 
We are looking at portraits — are we not? These are human beings, 
arranged for exhibition purposes, framed, glazed, and hung in the perfect 
light. They pale, they grow paler, they flush, they raise their ‘clearest eyes,’ 


they hold out their arms to each other ‘extended, but not rigid,’ and the 
voice is the voice of the portrait: 

‘What’s the use — when will you go back?’ he broke out, a great 
hopeless How on earth can I keep you? crying out to her beneath his words. 

Is it — in this world — vulgar to ask for more? To ask that the feeling 
shall be greater than the cause that excites it, to beg to be allowed to share 
the moment of exposition (is not that the very moment that all our writing 
leads to?), to entreat a little wildness, a dark place or two in the soul? 

We appreciate fully Mrs. Wharton’s skill and delicate workmanship; she 
has the situation in hand from the first page to the last; we realize how 
savage must sound our cry of protest, and yet we cannot help but make it; 
that after all we are not above suspicion — even the ‘finest’ of us! 

(December 10, 1920.) 


Aaron’s Rod — By D. H. Lawrence 


There are certain things in this book I do not like. But they are not 
important, or really part of it. They are trivial, encrusted, they cling to it as 
snails to the underside of a leaf — no more, — and perhaps they leave a 
little silvery trail, a smear, that one shrinks from as from a kind of silliness. 
But apart from these things 1s the leaf, is the tree, firmly planted, deep 
thrusting, outspread, growing grandly, alive in every twig. All the time I 
read this book I felt it was feeding me. 


(A note in K. M.° copy of the book, 1922.) 
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[K.M. ruthlessly destroyed all record of the time between her return from 
New Zealand to England in 1909, and 1914. The following fragment is all 
that remains of her “huge complaining diaries” (see p. 45). It belongs to 
1910, to that stay in Bavaria which was the origin of her first book, Jn a 
German Pension. A subsequent allusion to her misery in Bavaria will be 
found in her Journal of December 1920. | 

June . It is at last over, this wearisome day, and dusk is beginning to sift 
in among the branches of the drenched chestnut tree. I think I must have 
caught cold in my beautiful exultant walk yesterday, for to-day I am ill. I 
began to work but could not. Fancy wearing two pairs of stockings and two 
coats and a hot-water bottle in June, and shivering.... I think it is the pain 
that makes me shiver and feel dizzy. To be alone all day, in a house whose 
every sound seems foreign to you, and to feel a terrible confusion in your 
body which affects you mentally, suddenly pictures for you detestable 
incidents, revolting personalities, which you only shake off to find recurring 
again as the pain seems to grow worse again. Alas! I shall not walk with 
bare feet in wild woods again. Not until I have grown accustomed to the 
climate.... 

The only adorable thing I can imagine is for my Grandmother to put me 
to bed and bring me a bowl of hot bread and milk, and, standing with her 
hands folded, the left thumb over the right, say in her adorable voice: 
“There, darling, isn’t that nice?” Oh, what a miracle of happiness that 
would be. To wake later to find her turning down the bedclothes to see if 
my feet were cold, and wrapping them up in a little pink singlet, softer than 
cat’s fur.... Alas! 

Sunday Morning. Yet another Sunday.... It is raining again to-day — just 
a steady persistent rain that seems to drift one from one morning to the 
other. When I had finished writing I went down to supper, drank a little 
soup, and the old Doctor next me suddenly said: “Please go to bed now,” 
and I went like a lamb and drank some hot milk. It was a night of agony. 
When I felt morning was at last come, I lighted a candle, looked at the 
watch, and found it was just a quarter to twelve! Now I know what it is to 


fight a drug. Veronal was on the table by my bed. Oblivion — deep sleep — 
think of it! But I didn’t take any. Now I am up and dressed.... 


1914 


[In February 1914, when the following entries were made, Katherine 
Mansfield and I were living in Paris, at 32 rue de Tournon. We found it 
impossible to earn enough money, and I had to return to London to look for 
work. | 

“A calm, irresistible well-being — almost mystic in character, and yet 
doubtless connected with physical conditions” [Dorothy Wordsworth’ 
Journal]. 

Writes Dorothy: 


William (P.G.) is very well, 

And gravely blithe — you know his way — 
Talking with woodruff and harebell 

And idling all the summer day 

As he can well afford to do. 

(P.G. for that again.) For who 

Is more Divinely Entitled to? 

He rises and breakfasts sharp at seven, 
Then pastes some fern-fronds in his book, 
Until his milk comes at eleven 

With two fresh scones baked by the cook. 
And then he paces in the sun 

Until we dine at half past one. 

“God and the cook are very good,” 
Laughs William, relishing his food. 
(Sometimes the tears rush to my eyes: 
How kind he is, and oh, how wise!) 
After, he sits and reads to me 

Until at four we take our tea. 

My dear, you hardly would believe 

That William could so sigh and grieve 
Over a simple, childish tale 

How ‘Mary trod upon the Snail,’ 

Or ‘Little Ernie lost his Pail’. 


And then perhaps a good half-mile 
He walks to get an appetite 

For supper, which we take at night 
In the substantial country style. 

By nine he’s in bed and fast asleep, 
Not snoring, dear, but very deep, 
Oh, very deep asleep indeed.... 


And so on ad lib. What a Pa man! 

I am going to read Goethe. Except for a few poems, I know nothing of his 
well. I shall read “Poetry and Truth” immediately. 

“When all is done human life is at its greatest and best but a little froward 
child to be played with, and humoured a little, to keep it quiet until it falls 
asleep, and then the care is over” (Temple). 

That’s the sort of strain — not for what it says and means, but for the 
‘lilt’ of it — that sets me writing. 


The Child in my Arms. 


“Will you touch me with the child in my arms?” is no mere pleasantry. 
Change the ‘will’ into ‘can’ and it’s tief, sehr tief! I was thinking just now 
... that I hardly dare give rein to my thoughts of J. and my longing for J. 
And I thought: if I had a child, I would play with it now and Jose myself in it 
and kiss it and make it laugh. And I’d use a child as my guard against my 
deepest feeling. 


When I felt: ‘No, Ill think no more of this; it’s intolerable and 
unbearable;’ I’d dance the baby. 

That’s true, I think, of all, all women. And it accounts for the curious 
look of security that you see in young mothers: they are safe from any 
ultimate state of feeling because of the child in their arms. And it accounts 
also for the women who call men ‘children.’ Such women fill themselves 


with their men — gorge themselves really into a state of absolute 
heartlessness. Watch the sly, satisfied smile of women who say, “Men are 
nothing but babies!” 


“They were neither of them quite enough in love to imagine that £350 a 
year would supply them with all the comforts of life’ (Jane Austen’s 
“Elinor and Edward’’). My God! say I. 


I went to J.’s room and looked through the window. It was evening, with 
little light, and what was there was very soft — the Freak Hour when 
people never seem to be quite in focus. I watched a man walking up and 
down the road — and he looked like a fly walking up a wall — and some 
men straining up with a barrow — all bottoms and feet. In the house 
opposite, at a ground-floor window, heavily barred, sat a little dark girl in a 
grey shawl reading a book. Her hair was parted down the middle: she had a 
small, oval face. She was perfectly charming, so set in the window with the 
shining white of the book. I felt a sort of Spanish infatuation... 


It is as though God opened his hand and let you dance on it a little, and 
then shut it up tight — so tight that you could not even cry.... The wind is 
terrible to-night. I am very tired — but J can’t go to bed. I can’t sleep or 
eat. Too tired. 

“It was the touch of art that P. was suffering, the inexorable magic touch 
that still transforms in spite of us; that never hesitates to test and examine 
the materials it has to transmute, but never fails to transmute them.” 

[By the end of February 1914 we had returned to London, with very little 
but the clothes we stood in. For a few weeks we lived in a furnished flat in 
Beaufort Mansions, Chelsea. From the back windows one had a view of a 
timber-yard and a cemetery. | 


A Dream. 


March 6. K. T. and her sister were walking down a road that was bounded 
on one side by a high hill and had on the other a deep ravine. So deep was 
the ravine that the cliffs at its base shone like points of teeth, sharp and tiny. 
Her sister was very frightened and clung to her arm, trembling and crying. 
So K.T. hid her terror and said, “It is all right. It is perfectly all right.” She 
had a little black fur muff slipped over one hand. 

Suddenly there came driving towards them a chariot like the one in her 
Latin book, drawn by six stumpy horses and driven by a charioteer in a 
skull cap. They came at a furious gallop, but the charioteer was calm; a 
quiet evil smile dyed his lips. 


“Oh, K.T.! Oh, K.T.! ?'m frightened,” sobbed her sister. 
“It’s quite all right. It’s perfectly all right,” scolded K.T. 


But as she watched the chariot a strange thing took place. Though the 
horses maintained their tearing gallop, they were not coming towards her 
and her sister, but were galloping backwards, while the charioteer smiled as 
though with deep satisfaction. K.T. put her little black muff over her sister’s 
face. “They’re gone. They’re quite gone.” But now the deafening clatter 
came from behind them like the sound of an army of horsemen in clashing 
armour. Louder and louder and nearer and nearer came the noise. “Oh, 
K.T.! Oh, K.T.!” moaned her sister and K.T. shut her lips, only pressing her 
sister’s arm. The noise was upon them — in a moment — now. 

And nothing passed but a black horse as tall as a house with a dark serene 
rider in a wide hat gliding past them like a ship through dark water, and 
gliding importantly down the hill. The sight was so fearful that K.T. knew 
she dreamed. “I must wake up at once.” And she made every effort to shut 
her eyes and shake away the scene, but it would not go. She tried to call and 
she felt her lips open, but no sound would come. She shouted and screamed 
without a sound until at last she felt her bed and lifted her head into the 
burning dark of the bedroom. 

The view from my window this morning is so tremendously exciting. A 
high wind is blowing and the glass is dashed with rain. In the timber yard 
beside the cemetery there are large pools of water, and smoke blows from 


March 19. Dreamed about New Zealand. Very delightful. 

March 20. Dreamed about N.Z. again — one of the painful dreams when 
I’m there and hazy about my return ticket. 

March 21. Travelled with two brown women. One had a basket of 
chickweed on her arm, the other a basket of daffodils. They both carried 
babies bound, somehow, to them with a torn shawl. Neat spare women with 
combed and braided hair. They slung talk at each other across the bus. Then 
one woman took a piece of bread from her sagging pocket and gave it to the 
baby, the other opened her bodice and put the child to her breast. They sat 
and rocked their knees and darted their quick eyes over the bus load. Busy 
and indifferent they looked. 

March 22. Went to the Albert Hall with B.C. A bad, dull concert. But I 
thought all the while that I’d rather be with musical people than any others, 
and that they’re mine, really. A violinist (miles away) bent his head and his 
hair grew like G.’s: that made me think so, I suppose. I ought to be able to 
write about them wonderfully. 


March 23. When I get by myself, I am always more or less actively 
miserable. If it were not for J. I should live quite alone. It’s raining; I have a 
cold and my fire has gone out. Sparrows outside are cheeping like chickens. 
Oh heavens! what a different scene the sound recalls! The warm sun, and 
the tiny yellow balls, so dainty, treading down the grass blades, and 
Sheehan giving me the smallest chick wrapped in a flannel to carry to the 
kitchen fire. [Sheehan was the original of Pat in Prelude.| 

March 24. Mother’s birthday. I wrote at 2 o’clock and got up and sat on 
the box of the window thinking of her. I would love to see her again and the 
little frown between her brows, and to hear her voice. But I don’t think I 
will. My memory of her is so complete that I don’t think it will be 
disturbed. [It was not; Katherine Mansfield did not see her mother again. | 

The P.’s dined with us last night. It was dull. They are worthy and 
pleasant, but Mrs. P. is a weight, and P. makes me feel old. He only likes me 
because of what I used to be like, and he thinks the ‘normal’ me abnormally 
quiet and a bit lifeless. I don’t want to see them again. Thank God! there’s a 
sprinkle of sun to-day. 

The river to-night was low and the little walls and towers and chimneys 
on the opposite bank black against the night. I keep thinking of Paris and 
money. I am getting all my spring out of the sunsets. 


March 25. L.M. and I travelled miles to-day. We sat in a bus talking, and 
now and again when I looked up, I kept seeing the squares with their 
butterfly leaves just ready to fly. We met near the old haunts — Queen 
Anne Street — and walked in one of the little lanes and short cuts that we 
know so well — side by side, talking. “Let me tie your veil” and I stop; she 
ties it and we walk on again. In the Persian shop she leaned against a red 
and black silk curtain. She was very pale, and her black hat looked 
enormous, and she kept wanting to buy me “these things — feel how soft 
they are,” and smiling and speaking just above her breath for tiredness. 

March 26. New Moon, 6h. 9m. p.m. (I didn’t see it, though). L.M. and I 
took the tram to Clapham. She left at about 9 p.m. having dressed me. 
When I leave her hands I feel hung with wreaths. A silly, unreal evening at 
Miss R.’s. Pretty rooms and pretty people, pretty coffee, and cigarettes out 
of a silver tankard. A sort of sham Meredith atmosphere lurking. A.R. has a 
pert, nice face — that was all. I was wretched. I have nothing to say to 


‘charming’ women. I feel like a cat among tigers. The ladies, left to 
themselves, talked ghosts and child-beds. I am wretchedly unhappy among 
everybody — and the silence ... 

March 27. | am writing for L.M. to come. She’s very late. Everything is 
in a state of suspense — even birds and chimneys. Frightened in privat. 


At the last moment L.M. never said Good-bye at all but took the fiddle 
and ran. I walked away down some narrow streets; large drops of rain fell. I 
passed some packing warehouses, and the delicious smell of fresh wood 
and straw reminded me of Wellington. I could almost fancy a sawmill. In 
the evening the C.’s, and the little parrot swinging on a wire. 

March 28. Put my clothes in order. The crocuses in Battersea reminded 
me of autumn in Bavaria. The ground is wet, and it looks as though winter 
were going — the grass long and green among the trampled flowers. Birds 
are far more savage-looking than the wildest beasts. Thinking of a forest of 
wild birds — or if the birds ‘turned’ even here. I want to get alone. The 
magnolia conspicua 1s in bud. 

March 29.1 am going to start a play to-day. 

March 30. “I am afraid you are too psychological, Mr. Temple.” Then I 
went off and bought the bacon. 

March 31. A splendid fine morning, but as I know I have to go out and 
change the cheque and pay the bills, I can do nothing and I feel wretched. 
Life is a hateful business, there’s no denying it. When G. and J. were 
talking in the Park of physical well-being and of how they could still look 
forward to ‘parties,’ I nearly groaned. And I am sure J. could get a great 
deal of pleasure out of pleasant society. I couldn’t. I’ve done with it, and 
can’t combat it at all now. I had so much rather lean idly over the bridge 
and watch the boats and the free, unfamiliar people and feel the wind blow. 
No, I hate society. The idea of the play seems perfect tripe to-day. 

April I. Spent another frightful day. Nothing helps or could help me 
except a person who could guess. Went for a walk and had some vague 
comfort given by some children and the noise of the water like rising 
waves. 

April 2. | have begun to sleep badly again and I’ve decided to tear up 
everything that I’ve written and start again. I’m sure that is best. This 
misery persists, and I am so crushed under it. If I could write with my old 
fluency for one day, the spell would be broken. It’s the continual effort — 


the slow building-up of my idea and then, before my eyes and out of my 
power, its slow dissolving. 

April 3. Went for a walk by the river this evening and watched the boats. 
Two had red sails and one had white. The trees are budding almost before 
one’s eyes in this warm weather — big white buds like birds on the chestnut 
trees, and round trees just sprinkled with green. The world is exceedingly 
lovely. My letter to L.M. was a great effort. She seemed somehow ‘out of 
the running.’ But then so does everybody. I feel a real horror of people 
closing over me. I could not bear them. I wish I lived on a barge, with J. 
for a husband and a little boy for a son. 

April 4. Won a moral victory this morning, to my great relief. Went out to 
spend 2s. 11d. and left it unspent. But I have never known a more hideous 
day. Terribly lonely. Nothing that isn’t satirical is really true for me to write 
just now. If I try to find things lovely, I turn pretty-pretty. And at the same 
time I am so frightened of writing mockery for satire that my pen hovers 
and won’t settle. Dined with C.’s and D. Afterwards to Café Royal. The 
sheep were bleating and we set up a feeble counterpart. Saw a fight. The 
woman with her back to me — her arms crooked sharp at the elbows, her 
head thrust out, like a big bird. 

April 5. No bird sits a tree more proudly than a pigeon. It looks as though 
placed there by the Lord. The sky was silky blue and white, and the sun 
shone through the little leaves. But the children, pinched and crooked, made 
me feel a bit out of love with God. 

April 6. | went out with J. to find a shop; but instead we came to Swan 
Walk and passed and repassed and remarked the delightful houses, white 
with flowering pear-trees in the gardens and green railings and fine carved 
gates. I want a little house very much. My mind 1s full of embroidery, but 
there isn’t any material to hold it together or make it strong. A silly state! 
L.M. seems to be simply fading away. I can _ barely remember her 
objectively: subjectively she is just the same. 

April 7. The heavens opened for the sunset to-night. When I had thought 
the day folded and sealed, came a burst of heavenly bright petals.... I sat 
behind the window, pricked with rain, and looked until that hard thing in 
my breast melted and broke into the smallest fountain, murmuring as 
aforetime, and I drank the sky and the whisper. Now who is to decide 
between “Let it be” and “Force it”? J. believes in the whip: he says his steed 
has plenty of strength, but it is idle and shies at such a journey in prospect. I 


feel, if mine does not gallop and dance at free will, I am not riding at all, 
but just swinging from its tail. For example, to-day.... To-night he’s all 
sparks. 

May. To-day is Sunday. It is raining a little, and the birds are cheeping. 
There’s a smell of food and a noise of chopping cabbage. 

Oh, if only I could make a celebration and do a bit of writing. I long and 
long to write, and the words just won’t come. It’s a queer business. Yet, 
when I read people like Gorky, for instance, I realise how streets ahead of 
them I be.... 

July.... Then I put my hand over it and felt for a latch, and then through 
the bars. I suppose one isn’t expected to vault over it, I thought, — or to 
ride a bicycle up this side and dive into a fountain of real water on the 
other.... 


To Beauty. Why should you come to-night when it is so cold and grey 
and when the clouds are heavy and the bees troubled in their swinging? 

August 17. I simply cannot believe that there was a time when I cared 
about Turgeniev. Such a poseur! Such a hypocrite! It’s true he was 
wonderfully talented, but I keep thinking what a good (cinema play?) On 
the Eve would make. 

August 30. We go to Cornwall to-morrow, I suppose, I’ve re-read my 
diary. Tell me, Is there a God? I’m old to-night. Ah, I wish I had someone to 
love me, comfort me and stop me thinking. 

[After two changes of rooms in Chelsea, and a fortnight in a furnished 
cottage at Merryn in Cornwall, we took in September 1914 an ugly cottage 
at The Lee, near Missenden in Buckinghamshire, where the following 
entries were written. | 

November 3. It’s full moon with a vengeance to-night. Out of the front 
door a field of big turnips, and beyond, a spiky wood with red bands of light 
behind it. Out of the back door an old tree with just a leaf or two remaining 
and a moon perched in the branches. I feel very deeply happy and free. 
Colette Willy is in my thoughts to-night. I feel in my own self awake and 
stretching, stretching so that I am on tip-toe, full of happy joy. Can it be that 
one can renew oneself? 

Dear, dear Samuel Butler! Just you wait: I’1l do you proud. To-morrow at 
about 10.30, I go into action. 


November 15. It’s very quiet. I’ve re-read L’Entrave. I suppose Colette is 
the only woman in France who does just this. I don’t care a fig at present 
for anyone I know except her. But the book to be written is still unwritten. I 
can’t sit down and fire away like J. 

November 16. A letter from F. I had not expected it, and yet, when it 
came, it seemed quite inevitable — the writing, the way the letters were 
made, his confidence, and his warm sensational life. I wish he were my 
friend; he’s very near to me. His personality comes right through his letters 
to J. and I want to laugh and run into the road. 

December 28. The year is nearly over. Snow has fallen, and everything is 
white. It is very cold. I have changed the position of my desk into a corner. 
Perhaps I shall be able to write far more easily here. Yes, this 1s a good 
place for the desk, because I cannot see out of the stupid window. I am quite 
private. The lamp stands on one corner and in the corner. Its rays fall on the 
yellow and green Indian curtain and on the strip of red embroidery. The 
forlorn wind scarcely breathes. I love to close my eyes a moment and think 
of the land outside, white under the mingled snow and moonlight — the 
heaps of stones by the roadside whit — snow in the farrows. Mon Dieu! 
How quiet and how patient! 


1915 


January |. What a vile little diary! But I am determined to keep it this year. 
We saw the Old Year out and the New Year in. A lovely night, blue and 
gold. The church bells were ringing. I went into the garden and opened the 
gate and nearly — just walked away. J. stood at the window mashing an 
orange in a cup. The shadow of the rose-tree lay on the grass like a tiny 
bouquet. The moon and the dew had put a spangle on everything. But just at 
12 o’clock I thought I heard footsteps on the road and got frightened and 
ran back into the house. But nobody passed. J. thought I was a great baby 
about the whole affair. The ghost of L.M. ran through my heart, her hair 
flying, very pale, with dark startled eyes. 

For this year I have two wishes: to write, to make money. Consider. With 
money we could go away as we liked, have a room in London, be as free as 
we liked, and be independent and proud with nobodies. It is only poverty 
that holds us so tightly. Well, J. doesn’t want money and won’t earn money. 
I must. How? First, get this book! finished. That is a start. When? At 

1 “This book” refers, I think, to a novel called “Maata,” of which the two 
opening chapters and a complete synopsis alone remain. 

the end of January. If you do that, you are saved. If I wrote night and day 
I could do it. Yes, I could. Right O! 

I feel the new life coming nearer. I believe, just as I always have 
believed. Yes, it will come. All will be well. 

January 2. A horrible morning and afternoon. Je me sens incapable de 
tout, and at the same time I am just not writing very well. I must finish my 
story to-morrow. I ought to work at it all day — yes, all day and into the 
night if necessary. A vile day. Jai envie de prier au bon Dieu comme le 
vieux pere Tolstoi. Oh, Lord, make me a better creature to-morrow. Le coeur 
me monte aux lévres d’un gout de sang. Je me deteste aujourd’hui. Dined at 
L.’s and talked the Island.! It is quite real except that some part of me is 
blind to it. Six months ago I'd have jumped. 

The chief thing I feel lately about myself is that I am getting old. I don’t 
feel like a girl any more, or even like a young woman. I feel really quite 
past my prime. At times the fear of death is dreadful. I feel ever so much 


older than J. and that he recognises it, I am sure. He never used to, but now 
he often talks like a young man to an older woman. Well, perhaps, it’s a 
good thing. 

January 3. A cold, ugly day. It was dark soon after two. Spent it trying to 
write and running 

' A plan, how far serious I cannot say after these years, of making a 
settlement in some remote island. It was probably of the same order of 
seriousness as Coleridge’s pantisocratic colony on the Susquehannah. 

from my room into the kitchen. I could not get really warm. The day felt 
endless. Read in the evening, and later read with J. a good deal of poetry. If 
I lived alone I would be very dependent on poetry. Talked over the Island 
idea with J. For me I know it has come too late. 

January 4. Woke early and saw a snowy branch across the window. It is 
cold, snow has fallen, and now it is thawing. The hedges and the trees are 
covered with beads of water. Very dark, too, with a wind somewhere. I long 
to be alone for a bit. 

I make a vow to finish a book this month. I'll write all day and at night 
too, and get it finished. I swear. 

January 5. Saw the sun rise. A lovely apricot sky with flames in it and 
then a solemn pink. Heavens, how beautiful! I heard a knocking, and went 
downstairs. It was Benny cutting away the ivy. Over the path lay the fallen 
nests — wisps of hay and feathers. He looked like an ivy bush himself. I 
made early tea and carried it up to J., who lay half awake with crinkled 
eyes. I feel so full of love to-day after having seen the sun rise. 

Evening. Have written a good deal. 

January 9. J. went to town. I worked a little — chased the fowls. One 
brown fowl refused to leave the garden. Long after it Anew there was no gap 
in the wire-netting it kept on running up and down. I must not forget that, 
nor how cold it was, nor how the mud coated my thin shoes. In the evening 
L. and K. They talked plans; but I felt very antagonistic to the whole affair. 

January 10. Windy and dark.... At night we went to L.’s. It was a warm 
night with big drops of rain falling. I didn’t mind the going, but the coming 
back was rather awful. I was unwell, and tired, and my heart could scarcely 
beat. But we made up a song to keep going. The rain splashed up to my 
knees, and I was frightened. L. was nice, very nice, sitting with a piece of 
string in his hand ... 


January 11.1 got up in the dark to be ready for my little maid and watch 
the dawn coming. It wasn’t up to much, though. I am wretched. It is a 
bright, winking day. Oh God, my God, let me work! 

Wasted! Wasted! 

January 12. Have been in more of a state of virtue to-day. Actually 
finished the story, Brave Love,' and I don’t know what to make of it even 
now. Read it to J., who was also puzzled. Violent headache, but rather 
happy. 

January 20. A man outside is breaking stones. The day is utterly quiet. 
Sometimes a leaf rustles and a strange puff of wind passes the window. The 
old man chops, chops, as though it were a heart beating out there. 

! Of this story I have found only the opening pages. 


In the afternoon there came a violent storm, but we walked over to C.’s, 
dined with them and the L.’s and the S.’s and had a play after. Late we went 
to the L.’s to sleep; very untidy — newspapers and faded mistletoe. I hardly 
slept at all, but it was nice. 

A stormy day. We walked back this morning. It has rained and snowed 
and hailed and the wind blows. The dog at the mill howls. A man far away 
is playing the bugle. I have read and sewed to-day, but not written a word. I 
want to tonight. It is so funny to sit quietly sewing, while my heart is never 
for a moment still. I am dreadfully tired in head and body. This sad place is 
killing me. I live upon old made-up dreams; but they do not deceive either 
of us. 

January 21. 1am in the sitting-room downstairs. The wind howls outside, 
but here it is so warm and pleasant. It looks like a real room where real 
people live. My sewing-basket is on the table: under the bookcase are poked 
J.’s old house shoes. The black chair, half in shadow, looks as if a happy 
person had sprawled there. We had roast mutton and onion sauce and baked 
rice for dinner. It sounds right. I have run the ribbons through my 
underclothes with a hair-pin in the good home way. But my anxious heart is 
eating up my body, eating up my nerves, eating up my brain. I| feel this 
poison slowly filling my veins — every particle becoming slowly tainted.... 
I am never, never calm, never for an instant. I remember years ago saying I 
wished I were one of those happy people who can suffer so far and then 
collapse or become exhausted. But I am just the opposite. The more I suffer, 
the more of fiery energy I feel to bear it. 


January 22. Weather worse than ever. At tea-time I surprised myself by 
breaking down. I simply felt for a moment overcome with anguish and 
came upstairs and put my head on the black cushion. My longing for cities 
engrosses me. 

January 23. The old man breaking stones again. A thick white mist 
reaches the edge of the field. 

January 26. Went to London. We found B.C. had arrived; so D. put us up. 
D.’s flat looks lovely to me. Had tea at the Criterion with C. and D. Had my 
hands done. In the evening went to the Oxford and saw Marie Lloyd, who 
was very good. Slept on the big divan in A.’s room. In the afternoon it was 
very foggy in London; but the relief to be there was immense. 

January 27. Met a woman who’d been in the cinema with me — her pink 
roses in her belt, and hollow lovely eyes and battered hair. I shall not forget 
her. No, no. She was wonderful.! 

February 1. A slight attack of ‘flu’ is bowling me over. There is a 
glimpse of sun. The trees look as though they were hanging out to dry. 

'! She was, probably, the original of Miss Moss in “Pictures.” In 1913 
K.M. had acted as a super in various cinematograph productions. 


My cold gained on me all day. I read the lonely Nietzsche; but I felt a bit 
ashamed of my feelings for this man in the past. He 1s, if you like, “human, 
all too human.” Read until late. I felt wretched simply beyond words. Life 
was like sawdust and sand. Talked short stories to J. 

February 2.1 feel a bit more cheerful to-day because I don’t look quite so 
revolting as I have done. 

No, the day ended in being as bad as ever. For one thing my illness is 
really severe. I have been embroidering my kimono with black wool. Bah! 
What rot! What do I care for such rubbish! 

February 3. I can do nothing. Have tidied my desk and taken some 
quinine and that’s all. But I know I shall go, because otherwise I'll die of 
despair. My head is so hot, but my hands are cold. Perhaps I am dead and 
just pretending to live here. There is, at any rate, no sign of life in me. 

February 15. Went to London with J. 

February 16. Came to Paris. 

February 19. Came to Gray. 


[An unposted letter written in the diary.| 


February 20. England is like a dream. I am sitting at the window of a little 
square room furnished with a bed, a wax apple, and an immense flowery 
clock. Outside the window there is a garden full of wall flowers and blue 
enamel sauce-pans. The clocks are striking five and the last rays of sun pour 
under the swinging blind. It is very hot — the kind of heat that makes one’s 
cheek burn in infancy. But I am so happy I must just send you a word on a 
spare page of my diary, dear. 

I have had some dreadful adventures on my way here because the place is 
within the Zone of the armies and not allowed to women. The last old Pa- 
man who saw my passport, ‘M. le Colonel,’ very grand with a black tea- 
cosy and gold tassel on his head, and smoking what lady novelists call a 
‘heavy Egyptian cigarette,’ nearly sent me back. 

But, my dear, it’s such wonderful country — all rivers and woods and 
large birds that look blue in the sunlight. I keep thinking of you and L. The 
French soldiers are pour rire. Even when they are wounded they seem to 
lean out of their sheds and wave their bandages at the train. But I saw some 
prisoners to-day — not at all funny. Oh, I have so much to tell you I’d 
better not begin. We shall see each other some day, won’t we, darling? 


[Another unposted letter. | 


I seem to have just escaped the prison cell, J. dearest, — because I find this 
place is in the zone of the armies and therefore forbidden to women. 
However, my Aunt’s illness pulled me through. I had some really awful 
moments. Outside the station he was waiting. He merely sang (so typical) 
“Follow me, but not as though you were doing so” until we came to a tiny 
toll-house by the river, against which leant a faded cab. But once fed with 
my suit-case and our two selves, it dashed off like the wind, the door 
opening and shutting, to his horror, as he is not allowed in cabs. We drove 
to a village near by, to a large white house where they had taken a room for 
me — a most extraordinary room furnished with a bed, a wax apple and an 
immense flowery clock. It’s very hot. The sun streams through the blind. 
The garden outside is full of wallflowers and blue enamel saucepans. It 
would make you laugh, too.... 


[The Journal continues. | 


The curious thing is that I could not concentrate on the end of the journey. I 
simply felt so happy that I leaned out of the window with my arms along 
the brass rail and my feet crossed and basked in the sunlight and the 
wonderful country unfolding. At Chateaudun where we had to change I 
went to the Buffet to drink. A big pale green room with a large stove jutting 
out a buffet with coloured bottles. Two women, their arms folded, leaned 
against the counter. A little boy, very pale, swung from table to table, taking 
the orders. It was full of soldiers sitting back in their chairs and swinging 
their legs and eating. The men shouted through the windows. 

The little boy favoured me with a glass of horrible black coffee. He 
served the soldiers with a kind of dreary contempt. In the porch an old man 
carried a pail of brown spotted fish — large fish, like the fish one sees in 
glass cases swimming through forests of beautiful pressed seaweed. The 
soldiers laughed and slapped each other. They tramped about in their heavy 
boots. The women looked after them, and the old man stood humbly 
waiting for someone to attend to him, his cap in his hands, as if he knew 
that the life he represented in his torn jacket, with his basket of fish — his 
peaceful occupation — did not exist any more and had no right to thrust 
itself in here. 

The last moments of the journey I was very frightened. We arrived at 
Gray, and one by one, like women going in to see a doctor, we slipped 
through a door into a hot room completely fitted with two tables and two 
colonels, like colonels in comic opera, big shiny grey-whiskered men with a 
touch of burnt-red in their cheeks, both smoking, one a cigarette with a long 
curly ash hanging from it. He had a ring on his fingers. Sumptuous and 
omnipotent he looked. I shut my teeth. I kept my fingers from trembling as 
I handed the passport and the ticket. 

“It won’t do, it won’t do at all,” said my colonel, and looked at me for 
what seemed an age but in silence. His eyes were like two grey stones. He 
took my passport to the other colonel, who dismissed the objection, 
stamped it, and let me go. I nearly knelt on the floor. 

By the station he stood, terribly pale. He saluted and smiled and said, 
“Turn to the right and follow me as though you were not following.” Then 
fast we went towards the Suspension Bridge. He had a postman’s bag on his 
back, and a paper parcel. The street was very muddy. From the toll house 
by the bridge a scraggy woman, her hands wrapped in a shawl, peered out 
at us. Against the toll house leaned a faded cab. “Montez! vite, vite!” said 


he. He threw my suit-case, his letter bag and the parcel on to the floor. The 
driver sprang into activity, lashed the bony horse, and we tore away with 
both doors flapping and banging. They would not keep shut, and he, who is 
not supposed to ride in cabs, had to try to hide. Soldiers passed all the time. 
At the barracks he stopped a moment and a crowd of faces blocked the 
window. “Prends ¢a, mon vieux,” he said, handing over the paper parcel. 

Off we flew again. By the river. Down a long strange white street with 
houses on either side, very fairy in the late sunlight. He said “I know you 
will like the house. It’s quite white, and so is the room, and the people are, 
too.” 

At last we arrived. The woman of the house, with a serious baby in her 
arms, came to the door. 

“Tt is all right?” 

“Yes, all right. Bonjour, Madame.” 

It was like an elopement. 

[Katherine Mansfield returned to England at the end of February and left 
for Paris once more in May. |] 

Sunday, May 16. Paris. | dreamed all night of Rupert Brooke. And to-day 
as I left the house he was standing at the door, with a rucksack on his back 
and his hat shading his face. So after I had posted J.’s letter I did not go 
home. I went a long, very idle sort of amble along the quais. It was 
exquisitely hot: white clouds lay upon the sky like sheets spread out to dry. 
On the big sandheaps down by the river children had hollowed out tunnels 
and caverns. They sat in them, stolid and content, their hair glistening in the 
sun. Now and then a man lay stretched on his face, his head in his arms. 
The river was full of big silver stars; the trees shook, faintly glinting with 
light. I found delightful places — little squares with white square houses. 
Quite hollow they looked, with the windows gaping open. Narrow streets 
arched over with chestnut boughs, or perhaps quite deserted, with a clock 
tower showing over the roofs. The sun put a spell on everything. 

I crossed and recrossed the river and leaned over the bridges and kept 
thinking we were coming to a park when we weren’t. You cannot think 
what a pleasure my invisible, imaginary companion gave me. If he had been 
alive it would never have possibly occurred; but — it’s a game I like to play 
— to walk and talk with the dead who smile and are silent, and free, quite 
finally free. When I lived alone, I would often come home, put my key in 


the door, and find someone there waiting for me. “Hullo! Have you been 
here long?” 
I suppose that sounds dreadful rubbish. 


Notre Dame. 


I am sitting on a broad bench in the sun hard by Notre Dame. In front of me 
there is a hedge of ivy. An old man walked along with a basket on his arm, 
picking off the withered leaves. In the priests’ garden they are cutting the 
grass. I love this big cathedral. The little view I have of it now is of pointed 
narrow spires, fretted against the blue, and one or two squatting stone 
parrots balanced on a little balcony. It is like a pen-drawing by a Bogey. 
And I like the saints with their crowns on their collars and their heads in 
their hands. 


The ‘Life’ of Life. 


I bought a book by Henry James yesterday and read it, as they say, ‘until far 
into the night.’ It was not very interesting or very good, but I can wade 
through pages and pages of dull, turgid James for the sake of that sudden 
sweet shock, that violent throb of delight that he gives me at times. I don’t 
doubt this is genius: only there is an extraordinary amount of pan and an 
amazingly raffiné flash — 

One thing I want to annotate. His hero, Bernard Longueville, brilliant, 
rich, dark, agile, etc., though a witty companion, is perhaps wittiest and 
most amused when he is alone, and preserves his best things for himself.... 
All the attributive adjectives apart I am witty, I know, and a good 
companion — but I feel my case is exactly like his — the amount of minute 
and delicate joy I get out of watching people and things when I am alone is 
simply enormous — I really only have ‘perfect fun’ with myself. When I 
see a little girl running by on her heels like a fowl in the wet, and say ‘My 
dear, there’s a gertie,’ I laugh and enjoy it as I never would with anybody. 
Just the same applies to my feeling for what is called ‘nature.’ Other people 
won’t stop and look at the things I want to look at, or, if they do, they stop 
to please me or to humour me or to keep the peace. But I am so made that 
as sure as I am with anyone, I begin to give consideration to their opinions 
and their desires, and they are not worth half the consideration that mine 
are. I don’t miss J. at all now — I don’t want to go home, I feel quite 


content to live here, in a furnished room, and watch. It’s a pure question of 
weather, that’s what I believe. (A terrific Gertie has just passed.) Life with 
other people becomes a blur: it does with J., but it’s enormously valuable 
and marvellous when I’m alone, the detail of life, the /ife of life. 


Pere de famille. 


This family began very modest with Mamma, extremely fat, with a black 
moustache and a little round toque covered with poached pansies, and the 
baby boy, bursting out of an English tweed suit that was intended for a 
Norfolk, but denied its country at the second seam. They had barely settled 
in their places and pinched every separate piece of bread in the basket and 
chosen the crustiest when two young men in pale blue uniforms, with about 
as much moustache as mother, appeared at the doorway of the restaurant 
and were hailed with every appearance of enthusiasm by sonny, who waved 
a serviette about the size of a single bed sheet at them. Mother was 
embraced; they sat down side by side and were presently joined by an 
unfortunate over-grown boy whose complexion had enjoyed every possible 
form of Frihlingserwachen and who looked as though he spent his nights 
under an eiderdown eating chocolate biscuits with the window shut... 

Five single bed sheets were tucked into five collars — Five pairs of eyes 
read over the menu. 

Suddenly with a cry of delight up flew Mamma’s arms — up flew 
sonny’s — the two young soldiers sprang to their feet, the étudiant came out 
in no end of a perspiration as a stout florid man appeared, and walked 
towards them. The waitress hovered round the table, delighted beyond 
words at this exhibition of vie de famille. She felt like their own bonne — 
she felt she had known them for years. Heaven knows what memories she 
had of taking M. Roué his hot water, of being found by M. Paul, looking for 
his shirt stud on his bedroom floor, on her charming little hands and her still 
more delicious knees! 


Travelling Alone. 


Was it simply her own imagination, or could there be any truth in this 
feeling that waiters — waiters especially and hotel servants — adopted an 
impertinent, arrogant and slightly amused attitude towards a woman who 
travelled alone? Was it just her wretched female self-consciousness? No, 


she really did not think it was. For even when she was feeling at her 
happiest, at her freest, she would become aware, quite suddenly, of the 
‘tone’ of the waiter or the hotel servant. And it was extraordinary how it 
wrecked her sense of security, how it made her feel that something 
malicious was being plotted against her and that everybody and everything 
— yes, even to inanimate objects like chairs or tables — was secretly ‘in 
the know’, waiting for that ominous infallible thing to happen to her, which 
always did happen, which was bound to happen, to every woman on earth 
who travelled alone! 

The waiter prodded a keyhole with a bunch of keys, wrenched one round, 
flung the grey-painted door open and stood against it, waiting for her to 
pass in. He held his feather duster upright in his hand like a smoky torch. 

“Here is a nice little room for Madame,” said the waiter insinuatingly. As 
she entered, he brushed past her, opened the groaning window and 
unhooked the shutters. 

[After some weeks in rooms at Elgin Crescent, in July we took a house at 
No. 5 Acacia Road, St. John’s Wood. Here Katherine Mansfield’s brother 
“Chummie” came to stay with her for a week before going to the front. He 
was killed almost immediately. The following entry is a record of one of 
their conversations together. | 


Evening. 


October. They are walking up and down the garden in Acacia Road. It is 
dusky; the Michaelmas daisies are bright as feathers. From the old fruit-tree 
at the bottom of the garden — the slender tree rather like a poplar — there 
falls a little round pear, hard as a stone. 

“Did you hear that, Katie? Can you find it? By Jove — that familiar 
sound.” 


Their hands move over the thin moist grass. He picks it up, and, 
unconsciously, as of old, polishes it on his handkerchief. 

“Do you remember the enormous number of pears there used to be on 
that old tree?” 

“Down by the violet bed.” 

“And how after there’d been a Southerly Buster we used to go out with 
clothes baskets to pick them up?” 


“And how while we stooped they went on falling, bouncing on our backs 
and heads?” 

“And how far they used to be scattered, ever so far, under the violet 
leaves, down the steps, right down to the lily-lawn? We used to find them 
trodden in the grass. And how soon the ants got to them. I can see now that 
little round hole with a sort of fringe of brown pepper round it.” 

“Do you know that I’ve never seen pears like them since?” 

“They were so bright, canary yellow — and small. And the peel was so 
thin and the pips jet — jet black. First you pulled out the little stem and 
sucked it. It was faintly sour, and then you ate them always from the top — 
core and all.” 

“The pips were delicious.” 

“Do you remember sitting on the pink garden seat?” 

“T shall never forget that pink garden seat. It is the only garden seat for 
me. Where is it now? Do you think we shall be allowed to sit on it in 
Heaven?” 

“It always wobbled a bit and there were usually the marks of a snail on 
it.” 


“Sitting on that seat, swinging our legs and eating the pears—” 

“But isn’t it extraordinary how deep our happiness was — how positive 
— deep, shining, warm. I remember the way we used to look at each other 
and smile — do you? — sharing a secret ... What was it?” 

“T think it was the family feeling — we were almost like one child. I 
always see us walking about together, looking at things together with the 
same eyes, discussing.... I felt that again — just now — when we looked 
for the pear in the grass. I remembered ruffling the violet leaves with you 
— Oh, that garden! Do you remember that some of the pears we found used 
to have little teeth marks in them?” 

"Yes. 

“Who bit them?” 

“It was always a mystery.” 

He puts his arm round her. They pace up and down. And the round moon 
shines over the pear tree, and the ivy walls of the garden glitter like metal. 
The air smells chill ... heavy ... very cold. 

“We shall go back there one day — when it’s all over.” 

“We’ll go back together.” 


“And find everything—” 

“Everything!” 

She leans against his shoulder. The moonlight deepens. Now they are 
facing the back of the house. A square of light shows in the window. 


“Give me your hand. You know I shall always be a stranger here.” 

“Yes, darling, I know.” 

“Walk up and down once more and then we’ll go in.” 

“It’s so curious — my absolute confidence that Pll come back. I feel it’s 
as certain as this pear.” 

“T feel that too.” 

“I couldn’t not come back. You know that feeling. It’s awfully 
mysterious.” 

The shadows on the grass are long and strange; a puff of strange wind 
whispers in the ivy and the old moon touches them with silver. 

She shivers. 

“You're cold.” 

“Dreadfully cold.” 

He puts his arm round her. Suddenly he kisses her — 

“Good-bye, darling.” 

“Ah, why do you say that!” 

“Darling, good-bye ... good-bye 

October 29. A misty, misty evening. I want to write down the fact that 
not only am I not afraid of death — I welcome the idea of death. I believe 
in immortality because he is not here, and I long to join him. First, my 
darling, I’ve got things to do for both of us, and then I will come as quickly 
as I can. Dearest heart, I know you are there, and I live with you, and I will 
write for you. Other people are near, but they are not close to me. To you 
only do I belong, just as you belong to me. Nobody knows how often I am 
with you. Indeed, I am always with you, and I begin to feel that you know 
— that when I leave this house and this place it will be with you, and I will 
never even for the shortest space of time be away from you. You have me. 
You’re in my flesh as well as in my soul. I give others my “surplus” love, 
but to you I hold and to you I give my deepest love. 

[In November Katherine Mansfield gave up the house in Acacia Road, 
and went to the south of France. I went with her, but returned to England 
after three weeks. | 


'? 


November, Bandol, France. Brother. | think I have known for a long time 
that life was over for me, but I never realized it or acknowledged it until my 
brother died. Yes, though he is lying in the middle of a little wood in France 
and I am still walking upright and feeling the sun and the wind from the 
sea, I am just as much dead as he is. The present and the future mean 
nothing to me. I am no longer “curious” about people; I do not wish to go 
anywhere; and the only possible value that anything can have for me is that 
it should put me in mind of something that happened or was when he was 
alive. 

“Do you remember, Katie?” I hear his voice in the trees and flowers, in 
scents and light and shadow. Have people, apart from these faraway people, 
ever existed for me? Or have they always failed and faded because I denied 
them reality? Supposing I were to die as I sit at this table, playing with my 
Indian paper-knife, what would the difference be? No difference at all. 
Then why don’t I commit suicide? Because I feel I have a duty to perform 
to the lovely time when we were both alive. I want to write about it, and he 
wanted me to. We talked it over in my little top room in London. I said: I 
will just put on the front page: To my brother, Leslie Heron Beauchamp. 
Very well: it shall be done.... 

The wind died down at sunset. Half a ring of moon hangs in the hollow 
air. It is very quiet. Somewhere I can hear a woman crooning a song. 
Perhaps she is crouched before the stove in the corridor, for it is the kind of 
song that a woman sings before a fire — brooding, warm, sleepy, and safe. I 
see a little house with flower patches under the windows and the soft mass 
of a haystack at the back. The fowls have all gone to roost — they are 
woolly blurs on the perches. The pony is in the stable with a cloth on. The 
dog lies in the kennel, his head on his forepaws. The cat sits up beside the 
woman, her tail tucked in, and the man, still young and careless, comes 
climbing up the back road. Suddenly a spot of light shows in the window 
and on the pansy bed below, and he walks quicker, whistling. 

But where are these comely people? These young strong people with hard 
healthy bodies and curling hair? They are not saints or philosophers; they 
are decent human beings — but where are they? 


Wednesday. |December.| To-day I am hardening my heart. I am walking 
all round my heart and building up the defences. I do not mean to leave a 


loophole even for a tuft of violets to grow in. Give me a hard heart, O Lord! 
Lord, harden thou my heart! 

This morning I could walk a little. So I went to the Post Office. It was 
bright with sun. The palm-trees stood up into the air, crisp and shining; the 
blue gums hung heavy with sun as is their wont. When I reached the road I 
heard a singing. A funny thought ... “The English have come!” But of 
course, it was not they. 

Sunday. [December.] Ten minutes past four. I am sure that this Sunday is 
the worst of all my life. ’ve touched bottom. Even my heart doesn’t beat 
any longer. I only keep alive by a kind of buzz of blood in my veins. Now 
the dark is coming back again; only at the windows there is a white glare. 
My watch ticks loudly and strongly on the bed table, as though it were rich 
with a minute life, while I faint — I die. 

It is evening again. The sea runs very high. It frets, sweeps up and over, 
hugs, leaps upon the rocks. In the sharp metallic light the rocks have a 
reddish tinge. Above them a broad band of green mixed with a rich sooty 
black; above it the cone of a violet mountain; above the mountain a light 
blue sky shining like the inside of a wet sea-shell. Every moment the light 
changes. Even as I write, it is no longer hard. Some small white clouds top 
the mountain like tossed-up smoke. And now a purple colour, very 
menacing and awful, is pulling over the sky. The trees tumble about in the 
unsteady light. A dog barks. The gardener, talking to himself, shuffles 
across the new raked path, picks up his weed basket and goes off. Two 
lovers are walking together by the side of the sea. They are muffled up in 
coats. She has a red handkerchief on her head. They walk, very proud and 
careless, hugging each other and braving the wind. 

I am ill to-day — I cannot walk at all — and in pain. 

[The illness from which Katherine Mansfield suffered was a rheumatic 
pain which had a pernicious effect on the action of her heart. It had no 
connection with the pulmonary tuberculosis of which she died. This did not 
appear until two years later, in December 1917. Katherine Mansfield was 
always convinced that she would die of heart-failure. | 


An Encounter. 


This afternoon I did not go for a walk. There is a long stone embankment 
that goes out into the sea. Huge stones on either side and a little rough goat 
path in the centre. When I came to the end the sun was going down. So, 


feeling extremely solitary and romantic, I sat me down on a stone and 
watched the red sun, which looked horribly like a morsel of tinned apricot, 
sink into a sea like a huge junket. I began, feebly but certainly perceptibly, 
to harp: “Alone between sea and sky etc.” But suddenly I saw a minute 
speck on the bar coming towards me. It grew, it turned into a young officer 
in dark blue, slim, with an olive skin, fine eyebrows, long black eyes, a fine 
silky moustache. 

“You are alone, Madame?” 

“Alone, Monsieur.” 

“You are living at the hotel, Madame?” 

“At the hotel, Monsieur.” 

“Ah, I have noticed you walking alone several times, Madame.” 

“It is possible, Monsieur.” 

He blushed and put his hand to his cap. 

“T am very indiscreet, Madame.” 

“Very indiscreet, Monsieur.” 

[At the end of December 1915 I returned to Bandol. There we took a tiny 
four-roomed villa, Villa Pauline, with an almond-tree that tapped at the 
window of the salle a manger. There we stayed until April 1916; and there 
K.M. wrote the first version of Prelude. | 


1916 


January 22. [Villa Pauline, Bandol.| Now, really, what is it that I do want to 
write? I ask myself, Am I less of a writer than I used to be? Is the need to 
write less urgent? Does it still seem as natural to me to seek that form of 
expression? Has speech fulfilled it? Do I ask anything more than to relate, 
to remember, to assure myself? 

There are times when these thoughts halffrighten me and very nearly 
convince. I say: You are now so fulfilled in your own being, in being alive, 
in living, in aspiring towards a greater sense of life and a deeper loving, the 
other thing has gone out of you. 

But no, at bottom I am not convinced, for at bottom never has my desire 
been so ardent. Only the form that I would choose has changed utterly. I 
feel no longer concerned with the same appearance of things. The people 
who lived or whom I wished to bring into my stories don’t interest me any 
more. The plots of my stories leave me perfectly cold. Granted that these 
people exist and all the differences, complexities and resolutions are true to 
them — why should J write about them? They are not near me. All the false 
threads that bound me to them are cut away quite. 


Now — now I want to write recollections of my own country. Yes, I want 
to write about my own country till I simply exhaust my store. Not only 
because it is “a sacred debt” that I pay to my country because my brother 
and I were born there, but also because in my thoughts I range with him 
over all the remembered places. I am never far away from them. I long to 
renew them in writing. 

Ah, the people — the people we loved there — of them, too, I want to 
write. Another “debt of love.” Oh, I want for one moment to make our 
undiscovered country leap into the eyes of the Old World. It must be 
mysterious, as though floating. It must take the breath. It must be “one of 
those islands....” I shall tell everything, even of how the laundry-basket 
squeaked at 75. But all must be told with a sense of mystery, a radiance, an 
afterglow, because you, my little sun of it, are set. You have dropped over 
the dazzling brim of the world. Now I must play my part. 


Then I want to write poetry. I feel always trembling on the brink of 
poetry. The almond tree, the birds, the little wood where you are, the 
flowers you do not see, the open window out of which I lean and dream that 
you are against my shoulder, and the times that your photograph “looks 
sad.” But especially I want to write a kind of long elegy to you ... perhaps 
not in poetry. Nor perhaps in prose. Almost certainly in a kind of special 
prose. 

And, lastly, I want to keep a kind of minute notebook, to be published 
some day. That’s all. No novels, no problem stories, nothing that is not 
simple, open. 

K. M. 

February 13. 1 have written practically nothing yet, and now again the 
time is getting short. There is nothing done. I am no nearer my achievement 
than I was two months ago, and I keep half-doubting my will to perform 
anything. Each time I make a move my demon says at almost the same 
moment: “Oh, yes, we’ve heard that before!” And then I hear R.B. in the 
Café Royal, “Do you still write?” If I went back to England without a book 
finished 1 should give myself up. I should know that, whatever I said, I was 
not really a writer and had no claim to “a table in my room.” But if I go 
back with a book finished it will be a profession de foi pour toujours. Why 
do I hesitate so long? Is it just idleness? Lack of will-power? Yes, I feel 
that’s what it is, and that’s why it’s so immensely important that I should 
assert myself. I have put a table to-day in my room, facing a corner, but 
from where I sit I can see some top shoots of the almond-tree and the sea 
sounds loud. There is a vase of beautiful gerantums on the table. Nothing 
could be nicer than this spot, and it’s so quiet and so high, like sitting up in 
a tree. I feel I shall be able to write here, especially towards twilight. 

Ah, once fairly alight — how I'd blaze and burn! Here is a new fact. 
When I am not writing I feel my brother calling me, and he is not happy. 
Only when I write or am in a state of writing — a state of “inspiration” — 
do I feel that he is calm.... Last night I dreamed of him and Father Zossima. 
Father Zossima said: “Do not let the new man die.” My brother was 
certainly there. But last evening he called me while I sat down by the fire. 
At last I obeyed and came upstairs. I stayed in the dark and waited. The 
moon got very bright. There were stars outside, very bright twinkling stars, 
that seemed to move as I watched them. The moon shone. I could see the 
curve of the sea and the curve of the land embracing, and above in the sky 


there was a round sweep of cloud. Perhaps those three half-circles were 
very magic. But then, when I leaned out of the window I seemed to see my 
brother dotted all over the field — now on his back, now on his face, now 
huddled up, now half-pressed into the earth. Wherever I looked, there he 
lay. I felt that God showed him to me like that for some express purpose, 
and I knelt down by the bed. But I could not pray. I had done no work. I 
was not in an active state of grace. So I got up finally and went downstairs 
again. But I was terribly sad.... The night before, when I lay in bed, I felt 
suddenly passionate. I wanted J. to embrace me. But as I turned to speak to 
him or to kiss him I saw my brother lying fast asleep, and I got cold. That 
happens nearly always. Perhaps because I went to sleep thinking of him, I 
woke and was he, for quite a long time. I felt my face was his serious, 
sleepy face. I felt that the lines of my mouth were changed, and I blinked 
like he did on waking. 


This year I have to make money and get known. I want to make enough 
money to be able to give L.M. some. In fact, I want to provide for her. 
That’s my idea, and to make enough so that J. and I shall be able to pay our 
debts and live honourably. I should like to have a book published and 
numbers of short stories ready. Ah, even as I write, the smoke of a cigarette 
seems to mount in a reflective way, and I feel nearer that kind of silent, 
crystallised being that used to be almost me. 

February 14. I begin to think of an unfinished memory which has been 
with me for years. It is a very good story if only I can tell it right, and it is 
called “Lena.” It plays in New Zealand and would go in the book. If only I 
can get right down to it. 

Dear brother, as I jot these notes, I am speaking to you. To whom did I 
always write when I kept those huge complaining diaries? Was it to myself? 
But now as I write these words and talk of getting down to the New Zealand 
atmosphere, I see you opposite to me, I see your thoughtful, seeing eyes. 
Yes, it is to you. We were travelling — sitting opposite to each other and 
moving very fast. Ah, my darling, how have I kept away from this 
tremendous joy? Each time I take up my pen you are with me. You are 
mine. You are my playfellow, my brother, and we shall range all over our 
country together. It is with you that I see, and that is why I see so clearly. 
That is a great mystery. My brother, I have doubted these last few days. I 
have been in dreadful places. I have felt that I could not come through to 


you. But now, quite suddenly, the mists are rising, and I see and I know you 
are near me. You are more vividly with me now this moment than if you 
were alive and I were writing to you from a short distance away. As you 
speak my name, the name you call me by that I love so— “Katie!” — your 
lip lifts in a smile — you believe in me, you know I am here. Oh, 
Chummie! put your arms round me. I was going to write: Let us shut out 
everybody. But no, it is not that. Only we shall look on at them together. My 
brother, you know, with all my desire, my will is weak. To do things — 
even to write absolutely for myself and by myself — is awfully hard for me. 
God knows why, when my desire is so strong. But just as it was always our 
delight to sit together — you remember? — and to talk of the old days, 
down to the last detail — the last feeling — looking at each other and by 
our eyes expressing when speech ended how intimately we understood each 
other — so now, my dear one, we shall do that again. You know how 
unhappy I have been lately. I almost felt: Perhaps “the new man” will not 
live. Perhaps I am not yet risen.... But now I do not doubt. It is the idea (it 
has always been there, but never as it is with me to-night) that I do not write 
alone. That in every word I write and every place I visit I carry you with 
me. Indeed, that might be the motto of my book. There are daisies on the 
table and a red flower, like a poppy, shines through. Of daisies I will write. 
Of the dark. Of the wind — and the sun and the mists. Of the shadows. Ah! 
of all that you loved and that I too love and feel. To-night it is made plain. 
However often I write and rewrite I shall not really falter, dearest, and the 
book shall be written and ready. 

February 15. 1 have broken the silence. It took long. Did I fail you when 
I sat reading? Oh, bear with me a little. I will be better. I will do ail, all that 
we would wish. Love, I will not fail. To-night 1t is very wild. Do you hear? 
It is all wind and sea. You feel that the world is blowing like a feather, 
springing and rocking in the air like a balloon from Lindsay’s. I seem to 
hear a piano sometimes, but that’s fancy. How loud the wind sounds! If I 
write every day faithfully a little record of how I have kept faith with you 
— that is what I must do. Now you are back with me. You are stepping 
forward, one hand in your pocket. My brother, my little boy brother! Your 
thoughtful eyes! I see you always as you left me. I saw you a moment alone 
— by yourself — and quite lost, I felt. My heart yearned over you then. Oh, 
it yearns over you to-night and now! Did you cry? I always felt: He never, 


never must be unhappy. Now I will come quite close to you, take your hand, 
and we shall tell this story to each other. 

February 16. 1 found “The Aloe”! this morning. And when I had re-read 
it I knew that I was not quite “right” yesterday, No, dearest, it was not just 
the spirit. “The Aloe” is right. “The Aloe” is lovely. It simply fascinates me, 
and I know that it is what you would wish me to write. And now I know 
what the last chapter is. It is your birth — your coming in the autumn. You 
in Grandmother’s arms under the tree, your solemnity, your wonderful 
beauty. Your hands, your head — your helplessness, lying on the earth, and, 
above all, your tremendous solemnity. That chapter will end the book. The 
next book will be yours and mine. And you must mean the world to Linda; 
and before ever you are born Kezia must play with you — her little Bogey. 
Oh, Bogey — I must hurry. All of them must have this book. It is good, my 
treasure! My little brother, it is good, and it is what we really meant. 

February 17. I am sad to-night. Perhaps it is the old forlorn wind. And 
the thought of you spiritually is not enough to-night. I want you by me. I 
must get deep down into my book, for then I shall be happy. Lose myself, 
lose myself to find you, dearest. Oh, I want this book to be written. It Must 
be done. It must be bound and wrapped and sent to New Zealand. I feel that 
with all my soul.... It will be. 

! “The Aloe” was the original version of Prelude. It exists in its original 
and longer form, and will be published with the remaining fragments of 
Katherine Mansfield’s writings. 


A Recollection of Childhood. 


Things happened so simply then, without preparation and without any 
shock. They let me go into my mother’s room (I remember standing on 
tiptoe and using both hands to turn the big white china door-handle) and 
there lay my mother in bed with her arms along the sheet, and there sat my 
grandmother before the fire with a baby in a flannel across her knees. My 
mother paid no attention to me at all. Perhaps she was asleep, for my 
grandmother nodded and said in a voice scarcely above a whisper, “Come 
and see your little sister.” I tiptoed to her voice across the room, and she 
parted the flannel, and I saw a little round head with a tuft of goldy hair on 
it and a big face with eyes shut — white as snow. “Is it alive?” I asked. “Of 
course,” said grandmother. “Look at her holding my finger.” And — yes, a 
hand, scarcely bigger than my doll’s, in a frilled sleeve, was wound round 


her finger. “Do you like her?” said my grandmother. “Yes. Is she going to 
play with the doll’s house?” “By-and-by,” said the grandmother, and I felt 
very pleased. Mrs. Heywood had just given us the doll’s house. It was a 
beautiful one with a verandah and a balcony and a door that opened and 
shut and two chimneys. I wanted badly to show it to someone else. 

“Her name is Gwen,” said the grandmother. “Kiss her.” 

I bent down and kissed the little goldy tuft. But she took no notice. She 
lay quite still with her eyes shut. 

“Now go and kiss mother,” said the grandmother. 

But mother did not want to kiss me. Very languid, leaning against the 
pillows, she was eating some sago. The sun shone through the windows 
and winked on the brass knobs of the big bed. 

After that grandmother came into the nursery with Gwen, and sat in front 
of the nursery fire in the rocking chair with her. Meg and Tadpole were 
away staying with Aunt Harriet, and they had gone before the new doll’s 
house arrived, so that was why I so longed to have somebody to show it to. 
I had gone all through it myself, from the kitchen to the dining-room, up 
into the bedrooms with the doll’s lamp on the table, heaps and heaps of 
times. 

“When will she play with it?” I asked grandmother. 

“By-and-by, darling.” 

It was spring. Our garden was full of big white lilies. I used to run out 
and sniff them and come in again with my nose all yellow. 

“Can’t she go out?” 

At last, one very fine day, she was wrapped in the warm shawl and 
grandmother carried her into the cherry orchard, and walked up and down 
under the falling cherry flowers. Grandmother wore a grey dress with white 
pansies on it. The doctor’s carriage was waiting at the door, and the doctor’s 
little dog, Jackie, rushed at me and snapped at my bare legs. When we went 
back to the nursery and the shawl was taken away, little white petals like 
feathers fell out of the folds. But Gwen did not look, even then. She lay in 
grandmother’s arms, her eyes just open to show a line of blue, her face very 
white, and the one tuft of goldy hair standing up on her head. 


All day, all night grandmother’s arms were full. I had no lap to climb 
into, no pillow to rest against. All belonged to Gwen. But Gwen did not 
notice this; she never put up her hand to play with the silver brooch that was 


a half-moon with five little owls sitting on it; she never pulled 
grandmother’s watch from her bodice and opened the back by herself to see 
grandfather’s hair; she never buried her head close to smell the lavender 
water, or took up grandmother’s spectacle case and wondered at its being 
really silver. She just lay still and let herself be rocked. 

Down in the kitchen one day old Mrs. M’Elvie came to the door and 
asked Bridget about the poor little mite, and Bridget said, “Kep’ alive on 
bullock’s blood hotted in a saucer over a candle.” After that I felt frightened 
of Gwen, and I decided that even when she did play with the doll’s house I 
would not let her go upstairs into the bedroom — only downstairs, and then 
only when I saw she could look. 

Late one evening I sat by the fire on my little carpet hassock and 
grandmother rocked, singing the song she used to sing to me, but more 
gently. Suddenly she stopped and I looked up. Gwen opened her eyes and 
turned her little round head to the fire and looked and looked at, and then — 
turned her eyes up to the face bending over her. I saw her tiny body stretch 
out and her hands flew up, and “Ah! Ah! Ah!” called the grandmother. 

Bridget dressed me next morning. When I went into the nursery I sniffed. 
A big vase of the white lilies was standing on the table. Grandmother sat in 
her chair to one side with Gwen in her lap, and a funny little man with his 
head in a black bag was standing behind a box of china eggs. 

“Now!” he said, and I saw my grandmother’s face change as she bent 
over little Gwen. 

“Thank you,” said the man, coming out of the bag. The picture was hung 
over the nursery fire. I thought it looked very nice. The doll’s house was in 
it — verandah and balcony and all. Gran held me up to kiss my little sister. 


Recollections of College. 


J.’s application is a perpetual reminder to me. Why am I not writing too? 
Why, feeling so rich, with the greater part of this to be written before I go 
back to England, do I not begin? If only I have the courage to press against 
the stiff swollen gate all that lies within is mine; why do I linger for a 
moment? Because I am idle, out of the habit of work and spendthrift 
beyond belief. Really it is idleness, a kind of immense idleness — hateful 
and disgraceful. 

I was thinking yesterday of my wasted, wasted early girlhood. My 
college life, which is such a vivid and detailed memory in one way, might 


never have contained a book or a lecture. I lived in the girls, the professor, 
the big, lovely building,! the leaping fires in winter and the abundant 
flowers in summer. The views out of the windows, all the pattern that was 
— weaving. Nobody saw 
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it, I felt, as I did. My mind was just like a squirrel. I gathered and 
gathered and hid away, for that long “winter” when I should rediscover all 
this treasure — and if anybody came close I scuttled up the tallest, darkest 
tree and hid in the branches. And I was so awfully fascinated in watching 
Hall Griffin and all his tricks — thinking about him as he sat there, his 
private life, what he was like as a man, etc., etc. (He told us he and his 
brother once wrote an enormous poem called the Epic of the Hall Griffins.) 
Then it was only at rare intervals that something flashed through all this 
busyness, something about Spenser’s Faery Queen or Keats’s Isabella and 
the Pot of Basil, and those flashes were always when I disagreed flatly with 
H.G. and wrote in my notes — This man is a fool. And Cramb, wonderful 
Cramb! The figure of Cramb was enough, he was “history” to me. Ageless 
and fiery, eating himself up again and again, very fierce at what he had 
seen, but going a bit blind because he had looked so long. Cramb striding 
up and down, filled me up to the brim. I couldn’t write down Cramb’s 
thunder. I simply wanted to sit and hear him. Every gesture, every stopping 
of his walk, all his tones and looks are as vivid to me as though it were 
yesterday — but of all he said I only remember phrases— “He sat there and 
his wig fell off—’ “Anne Bullen, a lovely pure creature stepping out of her 
quiet door into the light and clamour,” and looking back and seeing the 
familiar door shut upon her, with a little click as it were, — final. 

But what coherent account could I give of the history of English 
Literature? And what of English History? None. When I think in dates and 
times the wrong people come in — the right people are missing.! When I 
read a play of Shakespeare I want to be able to place it in relation to what 
came before and what comes after. I want to realize what England was like 
then, at least a little, and what the people looked like (but even as I write I 
feel I can do this, at least the latter thing), but when a man is mentioned, 
even though the man is real, I don’t want to set him on the right hand of 
Sam Johnson when he ought to be living under Shakespeare’s shadow. And 
this I often do. 


Since I came here I have been very interested in the Bible. I have read the 
Bible for hours on end and I began to do so with just the same desire. I 
wanted to know if Lot followed close on Noah or something like that. But I 
feel so bitterly I should have known facts like this: they ought to be part of 
my breathing. Is there another grown person as ignorant as I? But why 
didn’t I listen to the old Principal who lectured on Bible History twice a 
week instead of staring at his face that was very round, a dark red colour 
with a kind of bloom on it and covered all over with little red veins with 
endless tiny tributaries that ran even up his forehead and were lost in his 
bushy white hair. 

' On the opposite page is a long list of the chief figures in the history of 
English Literature, working backwards from the eighteenth century. 
Evidently, Katherine Mansfield had been trying to test her knowledge. In 
the final result, the list, though it is much corrected, is singularly accurate. 

He had tiny hands, too, puffed up, purplish, shining under the stained 
flesh. I used to think, looking at his hands — he will have a stroke and die 
of paralysis.... They told us he was a very learned man, but I could not help 
seeing him in a double-breasted frock-coat, a large pseudoclerical pith 
helmet, a large white handkerchief falling over the back of his neck, 
standing and pointing out with an umbrella a probable site of a probable 
encampment of some wandering tribe, to his wife, an elderly lady with a 
threatening heart who had to go everywhere in a basket-chair arranged on 
the back of a donkey, and his two daughters, in thread gloves and sand 
shoes — smelling faintly of some anti-mosquito mixture. 

As he lectured I used to sit, building his house, peopling it — filling it 
with Americans, ebony and heavy furniture — cupboards like tiny domes 
and tables with elephants’ legs presented to him by grateful missionary 
friends.... I never came into contact with him but once, when he asked any 
young lady in the room to hold up her hand if she had been chased by a 
wild bull, and as nobody else did I held up mine (though of course I hadn’t). 
“Ah,” he said, “I am afraid you do not count. You are a little savage from 
New Zealand” — which was a trifle exacting, for it must be the rarest thing 
to be chased by a wild bull up and down Harley Street, Wimpole Street, 
Welbeck Street, Queen Anne, round and round Cavendish Square.... 

And why didn’t I learn French with M. Huguenot? What an opportunity 
missed! What has it not cost me! He lectured in a big narrow room that was 
painted all over — the walls, door, and window-frames, a grey shade of 


mignonette green. The ceiling was white, and just below it there was a 
frieze of long looped chains of white flowers. On either side of the marble 
mantelpiece a naked small boy staggered under a big platter of grapes that 
he held above his head. Below the windows, far below there was a stable 
court paved in cobble stones, and one could hear the faint clatter of 
carriages coming out or in, the noise of water gushing out of a pump into a 
big pail — some youth, clumping about and whistling. The room was never 
very light, and in summer M.H. liked the blinds to be drawn half-way down 
the window.... He was a little fat man. 

The old man could not get over the fact that he was still strong enough to 
lift such a lump of a boy. He wanted to do it again and again, and even 
when the little boy was awfully tired of the game the old man kept putting 
out his arms and smiling foolishly and trying to lift him still higher. He even 
tried with one arm.... 


Saunders Lane. 


March 12. Our house in Tinakori Road stood far back from the road. It was 
a big, white-painted square house with a slender pillared verandah and 
balcony running all the way round it. In the front from the verandah edge 
the garden sloped away in terraces and flights of concrete steps — down — 
until you reached the stone wall covered with nasturtiums that had three 
gates let into it — the visitors’ gate, the Tradesman’s gate, and a huge pair 
of old iron gates that were never used and clashed and clamoured when 
Bogey and I tried to swing on them. 

Tinakori Road was not fashionable; it was very mixed. Of course there 
were some good houses in it, old ones, like ours for instance, hidden away 
in wildish gardens, and there was no doubt that land there would become 
extremely valuable, as Father said, if one bought enough and hung on. 

It was high, it was healthy; the sun poured in all the windows all day 
long, and once we had a decent tramway service, as Father argued.... 

But it was a little trying to have one’s own washerwoman living next 
door who would persist in attempting to talk to Mother over the fence, and 
then, just beyond her ‘hovel,’ as Mother called it, there lived an old man 
who burned leather in his back yard whenever the wind blew our way. And 
further along there lived an endless family of halfcastes who appeared to 
have planted their garden with empty jam tins and old saucepans and black 
iron kettles without lids. And then just opposite our house there was a 


paling fence, and below the paling fence in a hollow, squeezed in almost 
under the fold of a huge gorse-covered hill, was Saunder’s Lane. 

[K.M. seems to have made this the scene of her story, The Garden Party. | 

March. Jinnie Moore was awfully good at elocution. Was she better than 
I? Icould make the girls cry when I read Dickens in the sewing class, and 
she couldn’t. But then she never tried to. She didn’t care for Dickens; she 
liked something about horses and tramps and shipwrecks and prairie fires 
— they were her style, her reckless, red haired, dashing style. 

[The following is an unposted letter written to Frederick Goodyear, a 
close friend of both Katherine Mansfield and myself. He was at this time 
serving in France in the Meteorological section of the Royal Engineers. A 
few months afterwards he applied for a commission in an infantry regiment 
in order to go to the fighting line. There he was killed, in May 1917. It 
should be put on record that no single one of Katherine Mansfield’s friends 
who went to the war returned alive from it. This will explain the profound 
and ineradicable impression made upon her by the war, an impression 
which found utterance in the last year of her life in the story, “The Fly.” 

Frederick Goodyear, who was three years my senior at Brasenose, was 
certainly the most brilliant undergraduate at Oxford in my time. He was the 
first of my friends to be introduced to Katherine Mansfield after I had made 
her acquaintance, and he became her friend. He accompanied us to Paris on 
our unfortunate expedition in the winter of 1913. His letters and literary 
remains, with a biographical memoir by Mr. F. W. Leith-Ross, were 
published in 1920. The concluding words of his letter to Katherine 
Mansfield, to which hers was a reply, are these: 

“The fact is I’m simply in a chronic surly temper with life: and Nothing, 
if I can possibly help it, shall make me emerge. 

We want a definition. If love is only love when it is resistless, I don’t love 
you. But if it 1s a relative emotion, I do. 

Personally, I think everything everywhere is bunkum. 

Fredk. Goodyear 


7 


Sunday. Villa Pauline, Bandol (V ar). Mr. F.G. Never did cowcumber lie 
more heavy on a female’s buzzum than your curdling effugion which I have 
read twice and won’t again if horses drag me. But I keep wondering, and 
can’t for the life of me think, whatever there was in mine to so importantly 


disturb you. (Henry James is dead. Did you know?) I did not, swayed by a 
resistless passion, say that I loved you. Nevertheless I am prepared to say it 
again looking at this pound of onions that hangs in a string kit from a 
saucepan nail. But why should you write to me as though I’d got into the 
family way and driven round to you in a hansom cab to ask you to make a 
respectable woman of me? Yes, you’re bad tempered, suspicious, and surly. 
And if you think I flung my bonnet over you as a possible mill, my lad, 
you’re mistook. 

In fact, now I come to ponder on your last letter I don’t believe you want 
to write to me at all, and I’m hanged if Ill shoot arrows in the air. But 
perhaps that is temper on my part; it is certainly pure stomach. I’m so 
hungry, simply empty, and seeing in my mind’s eye just now a sirloin of 
beef, well browned with plenty of gravy and horseradish sauce and baked 
potatoes, I nearly sobbed. There’s nothing here to eat except omelettes and 
oranges and onions. It’s a cold, sunny, windy day — the kind of day when 
you want a tremendous feed for lunch and an armchair in front of the fire to 
boa-constrict in afterwards. I feel sentimental about England now — 
English food, decent English waste! How much better than these thrifty 
French, whose flower gardens are nothing but potential salad bowls. 
There’s not a leaf in France that you can’t ‘faire une infusion avec,’ not a 
blade that isn’t ‘bon pour la cuisine.’ By God, I'd like to buy a pound of the 
best butter, put it on the window sill and watch it melt to spite ‘em. They 
are a stingy uncomfortable crew for all their lively scrapings.... For 
instance, their houses — what appalling furniture — and never one 
comfortable chair. If you want to talk the only possible thing to do is to go 
to bed. It’s a case of either standing on your feet or lying in comfort under a 
puffed-up eiderdown. I quite understand the reason for what is called 
French moral laxity. You’re simply forced into bed — no matter with 
whom. There’s no other place for you. Supposing a young man comes to see 
about the electric light and will go on talking and pointing to the ceiling — 
or a friend drops in to tea and asks you if you believe in Absolute Evil. How 
can you give your mind to these things when you’re sitting on four knobs 
and a square inch of cane? How much better to lie snug and give yourself up 
to it. 


Later. 


Now I’ve eaten one of the omelettes and one of the oranges. The sun has 
gone in; it’s beginning to thunder. There’s a little bird on a tree outside this 
window not so much singing as sharpening a note. He’s getting a very fine 
point on it; I expect you would know his name. ... Write to me again when 
everything is not too bunkum. 


Good-bye for now! 
With my strictly relative love 


K.M. 
Notes on Dostoevsky. 


March. Nastasya Filipovna Barashkov (“The Idiot’). 

Page 7. She is first mentioned by Rogozhin in the train, and she is 
immediately ‘recognised’ by a man with a red nose and a pimpled face who 
‘knows all about her’. 

“Armance and Coralie and Princess Patsy and Nastasya Filipovna.” 

“We’ll go and see Nastasya Filipovna.” 


Prophetic words. 


Page 9. Why did she accept the ear-rings from a man she had never seen? 
She was not greedy for jewels. She had plenty, and she was extremely 
particular in her conduct towards other men. Is that a kind of Russian 
custom? To accept the ear-rings as a kind of recognition of her beauty? 
Pages 26, 27. The Portrait: “Dark and deep, passionate and disdainful.” 
Page 33. “Her face is cheerful, but she has passed through terrible 
suffering, hasn’t she? ... It’s a proud face, awfully proud, but I don’t know 
whether she is good hearted. Ah! If she were! That would redeem it all.” 
Page 37. The Story of Nastasya. That change in her when she appears in 
Petersburg — her knowledge, almost ‘technical’, of how things are done in 
the world, is not at all impossible. With such women it seems to be a kind 
of instinct. (Maata was just the same. She simply knew these things from 
nowhere.) Her action, that Dostoevsky says is ‘from spite,’ is to shew her 
power, and that when he has jerked out the weapon with which he wounded 
her she feels the dreadful smart. 
Having read the whole of “The Idiot” through again, and fairly carefully, 
I feel slightly more bewildered than I did before as regards Nastasya 


Filipovna’s character. She is really not well done. She is badly done. And 
there grows up as one reads on a kind of irritation, a balked fascination, 
which almost succeeds finally in blotting out those first and really 
marvellous ‘impressions’ of her. What was Dostoevsky really aiming at? 


Shatov and his Wife (“The Possessed”). 


There is something awfully significant about the attitude of Shatov to his 
wife, and it is amazing how, when Dostoevsky at last turns a soft but 
penetrating and full light upon him, how we have managed to gather a great 
deal of knowledge of his character from the former vague side-lights and 
shadowy impressions. He is just what we thought him; he behaves just as 
we would expect him to do. There is all that crudity and what you might 
call ‘shock-headedness’ in his nature — and it is wonderfully tragic that he 
who is so soon to be destroyed himself should suddenly realise — and 
through a third person — through a little squealing baby — the miracle just 
being alive is. 


Every time I read those chapters about his newborn happiness I cherish a 
kind of tiny hope that this time he will escape — he will be warned, he 
won’t die. 

How did Dostoevsky know about that extraordinary vindictive feeling, 
that relish for little laughter — that comes over women in pain? It is a very 
secret thing, but it’s profound, profound. They don’t want to spare the one 
whom they love. If that one loves them with a kind of blind devotion as 
Shatov did Marie, they long to torment him, and this tormenting gives them 
real positive relief. Does this resemble in any way the tormenting that one 
observes so often in his affairs of passion? Are his women ever happy when 
they torment their lovers? No, they too are in the agony of labour. They are 
giving birth to their new selves. And they never believe in their deliverance. 

[After our return from Bandol in April 1916, we lived at Higher 
Tregerthen in North Cornwall, then at Mylor in South Cornwall. In 
September 1916 we came to London. | 

[November. 3 Gower Street.| It is so strange! I am suddenly back again, 
coming into my room and desiring to write, Knock, goes Miss Chapman at 
the door. A man has come to clean the windows. I might have known it! 

And so death claims us. I am sure that just at that final moment a knock 
will come and Somebody Else will come to ‘clean the windows’. 


B. has given me his fountain pen. The room is full of smoke to-night, the 
gas bubbles as if the pipes were full of water. It’s very quiet. I have rather a 
cold, but I feel absolutely alive after my experience of this afternoon. 

December 8. | thought and thought this morning but to not much avail. I 
can’t think why, but my wit seems to be nearly deserting me when I want to 
get down to earth. I am all right — sky-high. And even in my brain, in my 
head, I can think and act and write wonders — wonders; but the moment I 
really try to put them down I fail miserably. 


1917 


[In the spring of 1917 Katherine Mansfield took a studio for herself in 
Church Street, Chelsea, while I had rooms near by in Redcliffe Road. | 


Summer. 


“Et pourtant, il faut s’habituer a vivre, 
Méme seul, méme triste, indifférent et las, 
Car, 6 ma vision troublante, n’es-tu pas 

Un mirage incessant trop difficile a suivre?” 


[The stories referred to in the following note were, so far as I know, never 
finished. All that remains of them is a page of MS. from “Geneva.” I do not 
understand the whole of the note, which is written in the compressed and 
cryptic manner Katherine Mansfield sometimes used in sketching out 
stories. The little boy’s remark about the teapot and the kitten appears in 
“Mr. Reginald Peacock’s Day,” Bliss p. 205.] 

Tchehov makes me feel that this longing to write stories of such uneven 
length is quite justified. Geneva is a long story, and Hamilton 1s very short, 
and this ought to be written to my brother really, and another about the life 
in New Zealand. Then there is Bavaria?” Ich liebe Dich, Ich liebe Dich,” 
floating out on the air ... and then there is Paris. God! When shall I write all 
these things and how? 


Is that all? Can that be all? That is not what I meant at all. 

Tchehov is quite right about women; yes, he is quite right. These fairies 
in black and silver— “and then, tearing down the road, her long brown fur 
blowing behind her, brushing the leaves with her trailing skirt, crying: of 
course he was awfully sorry that she did not get satisfaction, just as he 
would have been awfully sorry if she hadn’t liked strawberries and cream 
— Friday — Friday — he could not get the word out of his head ... and 
before him stood the little man with his hair neatly combed, saying: ‘Please 
take something to eat!’ But I cannot believe that at this stage of the 


proceedings something pretty extraordinary did not happen. I sat with my 
back to no-one. 

T.F.; M.F. This woman I know very well — vain, eager, beautiful, 
désenchantée, an ‘actress.’ 

“T can put a little child’s bed into the corner.” 

“Which do you like best, Daddie, — cats or dogs?” 

“Well, I think I like dogs best, old chap.” 

“T don’t: I'd like to have a kitten about as big as a little tea-pot.” 

One character, of the man, rather beats me. I want a very quiet man, 
absorbed in his work, who, once he realised — really realised — that his 
wife had married him for her own ends, had no more to do with her, but still 
loved her and adored the child. It is all a bit difficult to write, but awfully 
fascinating, and should not be at too great length. 


Does this pen write? Oh, I do hope so. For it’s really beastly to have a 
pen that doesn’t. And then a clergyman goes up to him and says he has lost 
the tails off his sheep. Well, it’s a comic! You see? 

August 21. 141A Church St., Chelsea. | came home this afternoon and F. 
came in. I was standing in the studio, someone whistled on the path. It was 
he. I went out and bought some milk and honey and Veda bread. By and by 
we sat down and had tea and talk. This man is in many ways extraordinarily 
like me. I like him so much; I feel so honest with him that it’s simply one of 
my real joys, one of the real joys of my life, to have him come and talk and 
be with me. I did not realise, until he was here and we ate together, how 
much I cared for him — and how much I was really at home with him. A 
real understanding. We might have spoken a different language — returned 
from a far country. I just felt all was well, and we understood each other. 
Just that. And there was ‘ease’ between us. There is a division: people who 
are my people, people who are not my people. He is mine. I gave him for a 
pledge my little puddock.! 

When we walked out I saw the sky again after all the day’s blindness — 
little clouds and big clouds. We said good-bye at Vinden’s. That is all. But I 
wanted to make a note of it. 


iF 
They meet and just touch. 


II. 
They come together and part. 


II. 
They are separated and meet again. 


IV. 
They realise their tie. 


Alors, je pars. 


It is astonishing how violently a big branch shakes when a silly little bird 
has left it. I expect the bird knows it and feels immensely arrogant. The way 
he went on, my dear, when I said I was going to leave him. He was quite 
desperate. But now the branch is quiet again. Not a bud has fallen, not a 
twig has snapped. It stands up in the bright air, steady and firm, and thanks 
the Lord that it has got its evenings to itself again. 


A Shilling gone Bust. 


A knock at the door. Two sisters of Nazareth — one, rather pretty and 
meek, in the background, attending; the other very voluble and fluent, her 
hands in her sleeves. When she smiled, showing her pale gums and big 
discoloured teeth I decided that I had quite got over my sentimental feeling 
about nuns. She was collecting for their home for little children. All sorts of 
little children were admitted except those suffering from infectious diseases 
or subject to fits. | wondered what would happen if one developed fits after 
admittance and decided that I should have the most realistic fit the moment 
the Nazarene door shut on me.... I remember you well from last year, said 
the nun. But I wasn’t here last year. Ah, people change so quickly, said she. 
Yes, but perhaps their faces don’t, said I, seriously, giving her the shilling I 
was just going to put into the gas meter. I wish I had put it into the gas 
meter five minutes before.... 


Living Alone. 


Even if I should, by some awful chance, find a hair upon my bread and 
honey — at any rate it is my own hair. 


Beware of the Rain! 


Late in the evening, after you have cleared away your supper, blown the 
crumbs out of the book that you were reading, lighted the lamp and curled 
up in front of the fire, that is the moment to beware of the rain. 


E. M. Forster. 


Putting my weakest books to the wall last night I came across a copy of 
“Howard’s End” and had a look into it. But it’s not good enough. E. M. 
Forster never gets any further than warming the teapot. He’s a rare fine 
hand at that. Feel this teapot. Is it not beautifully warm? Yes, but there ain’t 
going to be no tea. 


Love and Mushrooms. 


If only one could tell true love from false love as one can tell mushrooms 
from toadstools. With mushrooms it is so simple — you salt them well, put 
them aside and have patience. But with love, you have no sooner lighted on 
anything that bears even the remotest resemblance to it than you are 
perfectly certain it is not only a genuine specimen, but perhaps the only 
genuine mushroom ungathered. It takes a dreadful number of toadstools to 
make you realise that life is not one long mushroom. 


Babies and the dear old Queen. 


Whenever I see babies in arms I am struck again by their resemblance to the 
dear old Queen. They have just the same air of false resignation, the same 
mournful, regal plumpness. If only her Majesty had deigned to be 
photographed in a white woollen bonnet with a little frill of eiderdown 
round it there’d be no telling the difference. Especially if she could have 
been persuaded to sit on Grandpa Gladstone’s knee for the occasion. 


Dreams and Rhubarb. 


My sticks of rhubarb were wrapped up in a copy of the Star containing 
Lloyd George’s last, more than eloquent speech. As I snipped up the 
rhubarb my eye fell, was fixed and fastened, on that sentence wherein he 
tells us that we have grasped our niblick and struck out for the open course. 
Pray Heaven there is some faithful soul ever present with a basket to catch 


these tender blossoms as they fall. Ah, God! it is a dreadful thought that 
these immortal words should go down into the dreamless dust uncherished. 
I loved to think, as I put the rhubarb into the saucepan, that years hence — 
P.G. many many years hence — when in the fullness of time, full of 
ripeness and wisdom, the Almighty sees fit to gather him into His bosom, 
some gentle stone-cutter living his quiet life in the little village that had 
known great David as a child would take a piece of fair white marble and 
engrave upon it two niblicks crossed and underneath: 

In the hour of England’ most imminent peril he grasped his Niblick and 
struck out for the Open Course. 

But what does rather worry me, I thought, turning the gas down to a 
pinch as the rhubarb began to boil, is how these mighty words are to be 
translated so that our allies may taste the full flavour of them. Those crowds 
of patient Russians, waiting in the snow, perhaps, to have the speech read 
aloud to them — what dreadful weapon will it present to their imagination? 
Unless The Daily News suggests to Mr. Ransome that he walk down the 
Nevsky Prospekt with a niblick instead of an umbrella for all the world to 
see. And the French — what espéce de Niblickisme will they make of it. 
Shall we read in the French papers next week of someone gui manque de 
niblick. Or that “Au milieu de ces événements si graves ce qu’il nous faut 
c’est du courage, de l’espoir et du niblick le plus ferme....” 1 wondered, 
taking off the rhubarb. 


A Victorian Idyll. 


Yesterday Matilda Mason 

In the Parlour by herself 

Broke a Handsome China Basin 
Placed upon the Mantelshelf. 


You picture Matilda in a little check dress, puce shoulder ties, muslin 
pantalettes, black sandals, and a pound of rich glossy curls held in place by 
a velvet band. She tip-toes about the parlour, among the what-nots and 
antimacassars and embroidery frames and Mamma’s workbox with the 
ivory fittings, and Papa’s music stand with the pearl studded flute lying 
across it.... How did she come to be in the parlour by herself? Rash, foolish 


child! Why was she not sitting upon a bead hassock in the nursery conning 
over one of those amiable little tunes for infants from one and a half to three 
years (Charles: Pray, dear papa! what is the Solar System? Papa: Wipe your 
nose, Charles, and I will tell you) or embroidering God is Love in red upon 
a night-dress case for her dear Mamma? 

She had parted her Papa’s Piccadilly weepers, had been strained to his 
flashing bosom before he dashed off to that mysterious place, the City, 
where ladies feared to tread; her Mamma, having seen the doctor’s gig draw 
up at number twelve, had put on her second best pair of jet ear-rings, 
wrapped herself in her second best cashmere shawl and taken a flask of eau- 
de-cologne.... 


1918 


[In November 1917 K.M. caught a chill, which developed into pleurisy. 
When she had partly recovered the doctor advised her to go to the South of 
France. 

She was overjoyed at the prospect. She did not realise, neither did 
anybody warn her, that during the two years since she was last in Bandol 
conditions in France had utterly changed. Railway travelling was difficult, 
food bad. And, perhaps most serious of all, she would not admit that she 
was gravely ill. Her courage and confidence deceived herself as well as her 
friends. She persuaded herself and them that she was the one to be envied 
for being sent into the sun. 

After an appalling journey, described in one of her letters, she reached 
Bandol in January 1918 to find that the little Mediterranean town she 
remembered so beautiful was now dirty and neglected. From the moment 
she arrived she was seriously ill and quite alone, until in February her 
friend, L.M., managed to get to her. ] 

(January. Bandol.| When I am sitting above the rocks near the edge of 
the sea, I always fancy that I hear above the plash of the water the voice of 
two people talking somewhere I know not what. And the talking is always 
broken by something which is neither laughter nor sobbing, but a low 
thrilling sound which might be either and is a part of both. 

But Lord! Lord! how I do hate the French. 


Mademoiselle complains that she has the pieds glaces. 

“Then why do you wear such pretty stockings and shoes, Mademoiselle?” 
leers Monsieur. 

“Eh — o, la — c’est la mode!” 

And the fool grins, well content with the idiot answer. 

How immensely easier it is to attack an insect that is running away from 
you rather than one that is running towards you. 

Note: A muff like a hard nut. (Mouse in Je ne parle pas.) 

(February.) What happens is that I come in absolutely exhausted, lie 
down, sit up and sit in a daze of fatigue a horrible state — until 7 
o’clock. I can barely walk — can’t think, don’t dare to go to sleep because 


if I do I know Il lie awake through the night, and that is my horror. Oh, for 
a sofa or a very comfortable armchair — this is always the longing at the 
back of my mind; and except for that and a feeling of despair at wasting the 
time I am simply a blank. The pain continues in my left shoulder and is the 
—— . That adds, of course, for finally 1t becomes intolerable and drives me 
to lie on the bed covered over to support it. But these are, Hard Lines. 


Verses Writ in a Foreign Bed. 


Almighty Father of All and Most Celestial Giver 

Who has granted to us thy children a heart and lungs and a liver; 
If upon me should descend thy beautiful gift of tongues 

Incline not thine Omnipotent ear to my remarks on lungs. 


“Toujours fatiguée, Madame?” 

“Oui, toujours fatiguée.” 

“Je ne me léve pas, Victorine; et le courier?” 

Victorine smiles meaningly, “Pas encore passé.” 

February 19. 1 woke up early this morning and when I opened the 
shutters the full round sun was just risen. I began to repeat that verse of 
Shakespeare’s: “Lo, here the gentle lark weary of rest”, and bounded back 
into bed. The bound made me cough — I spat — it tasted strange — it was 
bright red blood. Since then I’ve gone on spitting each time I cough a little 
more. Oh, yes, of course I am frightened. But for two reasons only. I don’t 
want to be ill, I mean ‘seriously’, away from J. J. is the first thought. 2nd, I 
don’t want to find this is real consumption, perhaps it’s going to gallop — 
who knows? — and I shan’t have my work written. Thats what matters. 
How unbearable it would be to die — leave ‘scraps,’ ‘bits’ ... nothing real 
finished. 

But I feel the first thing to do is to get back to J. Yes, my right lung hurts 
me badly, but it always does more or less. But J. and my work — they are 
all I think of (mixed with curious visionary longings for gardens in full 
flower). L.M. has gone for the doctor. 

I knew this would happen. Now I’ll say why. On my way here, in the 
train from Paris to Marseilles I sat in a carriage with two women. They 
were both dressed in black. One was big, one little. The little spry one had a 
sweet smile and light eyes. She was extremely pale, had been ill — was 


come to repose herself. The Big One, as the night wore on, wrapped herself 
up in a black shawl — so did her friend. They shaded the lamp and started 
(trust ‘em) talking about illnesses. I sat in the corner feeling damned ill 
myself. 

Then the big one, rolling about in the shaking train, said what a fatal 
place this coast is for anyone who is even threatened with lung trouble. She 
reeled off the most hideous examples, especially one which froze me 
finally, of an American belle et forte avec un simple bronchite who came 
down here to be cured and in three weeks had had a severe hemorrhage and 
died. “Adieu mon mari, adieu mes beaux enfants.” 

This recital, in that dark moving train, told by that big woman swathed in 
black, had an effect on me that I wouldn’t own and never mentioned. I 
knew the woman was a fool, hysterical, morbid, but J believed her; and her 
voice has gone on somewhere echoing in me ever since.... 

Juliette has come in and opened the windows; the sea is so full of ‘little 
laughs’ and in the window space some tiny flies are busy with their darting, 
intricate dance. 

[Juliette was the little maid at the hotel who devoted herself to Katherine 
Mansfield. There are many charming pictures of her in the letters of this 
time. 

At last, after many wearing delays, Katherine Mansfield received 
permission from the “authorities” to return to England. On the day, 
however, on which she reached Paris, the long-range bombardment of the 
city began, and all civilian traffic between Paris and London was instantly 
suspended. For nearly three weeks she was detained in Paris, exhausted by 
her illness, yet continually having to visit various “authorities” for 
permission either to stay or to depart. She managed to get to London on 
April 11, a shadow of herself. The ravages of four months’ anxiety and 
illness had been terrible. ] 

April 2. Paris. 1 am not doing what I swore I would at Bandol. I must 
again write the word Discipline and under that Which Do You Prefer? 

And from day to day after this keep a strict account of what it is that I fail 
in. I have failed very badly these last few days and this evening was a 
‘comble.’ This to the uninitiated would appear great rubbish. They’d 
suspect me of God knows what. If only they knew the childish truth! But 
they won’t know. Now, Katherine, here goes for to-morrow — Keep it up, 
my girl. It’s such a chance, now that L.M. is not I-spy-lI. 


April 3rd. A good day. 


He woke, but did not move. Warm and solemn he lay, with wide open 
troubled eyes, pouting a little, almost frowning for one long moment. In that 
long moment he sprang out of bed, bathed, dressed, reached the wharf, 
boarded the ferry boat, crossed the harbour and was waving —— waving to 
Isabel and Maisie who stood there, waiting for him on the pier. A tall young 
sailor, standing near him, threw a coil of tarred rope and it fell in a long 
loop, over a landing post.... Beautifully done.... And all this moment 
(vision) was so clear and bright and tiny, he might with his flesh and pout 
and solemn eyes have been a baby watching a bubble. 

“I’m there — I’m there. Why do I have to start and do it all so slowly all 
over again?” But as he thought he moved and the bubble vanished and was 
forgotten. He sat up in bed smiling, pulling down his pyjama sleeves. 


“Je me repose.” 


April 25. “Well sit down, Mansfield, and reposez-vous,” said F., “and I'll 
get on with my dressing.” 

So he went into his bedroom and shut the door between, and I sat on the 
end of the sofa. The sun came full through the two windows, dividing the 
studio into four — two quarters of light and two of shadow, but all those 
things which the light touched seemed to float in it, to bathe and to sparkle 
in it as if they belonged not to land, but to water; they even seemed, in some 
strange way, to be moving. 

When you lean over the edge of the rock and see something lovely and 
brilliant flashing at the bottom of the sea it is only the clear, trembling water 
that dances — but — can you be quite sure? ... No, not quite sure, and that 
little Chinese group on the writing table may or may not have shaken itself 
awake for just one hundredth of a second out of hundreds of years of sleep. 


Very beautiful, O God! is a blue tea-pot with two white cups attending; a 
red apple among oranges addeth fire to flame — in the white bookcases the 
books fly up and down in scales of colour, with pink and lilac notes 
recurring, until nothing remains but them, sounding over and over. 

There are a number of frames, some painted and some plain, leaning 
against the wall, and the picture of a naked woman with her arms raised, 
languid, as though her heavy flowering beauty were almost too great to 


bear. There are two sticks and an umbrella in one corner, and in the 
fireplace, a kettle, curiously like a bird. 

White net curtains hang over the windows. For all the sun it is raining 
outside. The gas in the middle of the room has a pale yellow paper shade, 
and as F. dresses he keeps up a constant whistling. 


Reposez-vous. 
Oui, je me repose.... 


April 26. If | had my way I should stay in the Redcliffe Road until after 
the war. It suits me. Whatever faults it has it is not at all bourgeois. There is 
‘something a bit queer’ about all the people who live in it; they are all more 
or less ‘touched.’ They walk about without their hats on and fetch and carry 
their food and even their coal. There are nearly four bells to every door — 
the curtains are all ‘odd’ and shabby. The charwomen, blown old flies, buzz 
down each other’s basements.... “No. 56 ‘ad a party last night. You never 
seen anything like the stite of ‘is room this morning....” “... ‘Igh time ‘e 
did get married, I say. ‘Is fiangse spends the night with ‘im already. ‘E says 
she ‘as ‘is bed and ‘e sleeps on the table. You don’t tell me a great stick of a 
fellow like ‘im sleeps on ‘is table!” 

Question: But do you like this sort of talk? This kind of thing? What 
about the Poets and — flowers and trees? 

Answer: As I can’t have the perfect other thing, I do like this. I feel, 
somehow, free in it. It has no abiding place, and neither have I. And — and 
— Oh well, I do feel so cynical. 

[Since it was out of the question that K.M. should remain in my two dark 
ground-floor rooms in Redcliffe Road, she went on May 17 to Looe in 
Cornwall, while I searched for a house in Hampstead. | 

May 21. [Looe, Cornwall.| ... I positively feel, in my hideous modern 
way, that I can’t get into touch with my mind. I am standing gasping in one 
of those disgusting telephone boxes and I can’t ‘get through.’ 

“Sorry. There’s no reply,” tinkles out the little voice. 

“Will you ring them again — Exchange? A good long ring. There must 
be somebody there.” “I can’t get any answer.” 

Then I suppose there is nobody in the building — nobody at all. Not even 
an old fool of a watchman. No, it’s dark and empty and quiet ... above all 


— empty. 


Note: A queer thing is that I keep seeing it — this empty building — as 
my father’s office. I smell it as that. I see the cage of the clumsy wooden 
goods lift and the tarred ropes hanging. 

May 22. The sea here is real sea. It rises and falls with a loud noise, has a 
long, silky roll on it as though it purred, seems sometimes to climb half up 
into the sky and you see the sail boats perched upon clouds — like flying 
cherubs. 

Hallo! here come two lovers. She has a pinched in waist, a hat like a 
saucer turned upside down — he sham panama, hat guard, cane, etc.; his 
arm enfolding. Walking between sea and sky. His voice floats up to me: “Of 
course, occasional tinned meat does not matter, but a perpetual diet of 
tinned meat is bound to produce ...” 

I am sure that the Lord loves them and that they and their seed will 
prosper and multiply for ever and ever.... 

[Those of the following phrases which are marked K.M. (by herself) are 
her own. One or two of the rest may be quotations. | 

... to meet, on the stopping of the chariot, the august emergence. 

The jewel wrapped up in a piece of old silk and negotiable one day in the 
market of misery. 

Luxuriant complications which make the air too tropical.... 

The sense of folded flowers ... as though the night had laid its hand upon 
their hearts and they were folded and at peace like folded flowers. (K.M.) 

... plucked her sensations by the way, detached, nervously, the small wild 
blossoms of her dim forest. 


The high luxury of not having to explain.... 

The ostrich burying its head in the sand does at any rate wish to convey 
the impression that its head is the most important part of it. (K.M. Good.) 

Though she did in a way, simply offer herself to me she was so cold, so 
rich, so splendid, that I simply couldn’t see a spoon silver enough to dare 
help myself with.... (K.M.) 

If there were going to be large freedoms she was determined to enjoy 
them too. She wasn’t going to be perched, swaying perilous in the changing 
jungle like a little monkey dropped from a tree on to an elephant’s head — 
and positively clinging to some large ear. (K.M.) 

She was the same through and through. You could go on cutting slice 
after slice and you knew you would never light upon a plum or a cherry or 


even a piece of peel. 

Our friends are only a more or less imperfect embodiment of our ideas.... 

June. Looe. Feature Extraordinary: Shoes that have never squeaked 
before start up a squeaking. 

A cold day — the cuckoo singing and the sea like liquid metal. 
Everything feels detached — uprooted — flying through the hurtling air or 
about to fly. There’s almost a sense of having to dodge these unnatural 
rudderless birds.... To use a homely image, imagine the world an immense 
drying ground with everything blown off the lines.... It is very nervously 
exhausting. 

And the day spent itself.... The idle hours blew on it and it shed itself 
like seed.... 


[Mrs. Honey, in the following note, was the chambermaid in the hotel at 
Looe, and like most of her servants, devoted to Katherine Mansfield. | 


Later. 


Mrs. Honey explains. She has been crying. Madame spoke to her “awful 
crool” about a cracked tumbler. Lied. Bullied. And the poor old creature, 
who has had 15 rooms to do lately and three flights of stairs to scrub (age 
68) “couldn’t help but cry....” 

I wish Madame would develop a tumour during the night, have it cut out 
to-morrow and be “dead, buried and a’,” before the Sunday dinner. She is 
exactly like a large cow in a black silk dress — and she will never, never, 
Never die. 

“Tf the fire turns bright, your maan is in a good temper.” (Mrs. Honey.) 


Later. 


I went into J.’s room just now to put a book there — and turned down the 
pink bed cover to see if he had enough blankets. As I did so I thought of J. 
as a boy of about 17. I had a sort of prophetic vision of doing just the same 
thing for my son ... in years to come. The moment had no emotional value 
at all — especially as it was all drowned in the smell of roast mutting. 
There goes the gong: it sounds like a timid fire alarm. But I wait until the 
first course is done. I wait until the chimpanzees have lapped up their little 
pool before I start a-nut-cracking wiv ‘em. 


Later. 


The table was laid for two. I dined opposite a white serviette — shaped like 
a hand with spread fingers. Now I have dressed and am waiting for the 
motor. I rubbed some genét fleuri on my collar just now: I look different — 
as though I were meant to be played on and not just to lie in a corner, with 
the bow in that slot opposite which fastens with two buttons. No! Now the 
bow is hanging from the peg — At Least. 

June: Paralysis as an idea. A pleasant one. Spinal disease. A shock. 
Failure of the Heart’s Action. Some “obscure” Horror. Dead before Friday. 
A cripple — unable to speak — My face all deformed. But the top and 
bottom of this sangwidge is a paralytic stroke — the important middle — 
heart failure. Well I’ve cut it for myself and eaten it day after day — day 
after day — It’s an endless loaf.... And I’d like to put on quiet record that 
the physical pain is just not unbearable — only just not. 

Love To be read after it has happened. 

At 4.30 to-day it did conquer me and I began, like the Tchehov students, 
to “pace from corner to corne” — then up and down, up and down, and the 
pain racked me like a curse and I could hardly breathe. Then I sat down 
again and tried to take it quietly. But although I’ve an armchair and a fire 
and little table all drawn up comfortable I feel too ill to write. I could 
dictate I think p’raps — but write — no. Trop Malade. 

I have been, in addition, waiting for A. all the afternoon. I thought, even 
in this storm, she’d “blow over.” “Hillo!” And about 100 A.s with quick 
deliberate steps have walked up this brick path but got no further. Plus that, 
I have nothing to read. Hurrah!!! 

One’s ‘salvation’ would I think be music. To have a ‘cello again. That I 
must try.... 

June 20th. The twentieth of June 1918. 

C’est de la misére. 

Non, pas ca exactement. Il y a quelque chose — une profonde malaise me 
sulve comme un ombre. Oh, why write bad French? Why write at all? 
11,500 miles are so many — too many by 11,449%% for me. [New Zealand is 
that distance from England. | 

June 21. What is the matter with to-day? It is thin, white, as lace curtains 
are white, full of ugly noises (e.g. people opening the drawers of a cheap 


chest and trying to shut them again). All food seems stodgy and indigestible 
— no drink is hot enough. One looks hideous, hideous in the glass — bald 
as an egg — one feels swollen — and all one’s clothes are tight. And 
everything is dusty, gritty — the cigarette ash crumbles and falls — the 
marigolds spill their petals over the dressing table. In a house nearby 
someone is trying to tune a cheap cheap piano. 

If I had a ‘home’ and could pull the curtains together, lock the door — 
burn something sweet, fast, walk round my own perfect room, soundlessly, 
watching the lights and the shadows — it would be tolerable — but living 
as I do in a public house — it’s trés difficile. 

A few of its enormities. 

I 

I decided to faire les ongles de mes pieds avant mon petit déjeuner — and 
did not — from idleness. 


2. 
The coffee was not hot: the bacon salt, and the plate shewed that it had 
been fried in a dirty pan. 


3. 
I could not think of any small talk for Mrs. Honey, who seemed silent and 
distrait — burning with a very feeble wick.... 


4. 

J.’s letter telling of all his immense difficulties — all the impossible 
things he must do before he could start his holiday left me lukewarm. It had 
somehow a flat taste — and I felt rather as tho’ I’d read it curiously apart, 
not united. 


>: 
A vague stomach-ache in my bath. 


6. 
Nothing to read and too rainy to go out. 


7 


A. came — and did not ring. I felt she had enough of our friendship for 
the present.... 


8. 
Very bad lunch. A small tough rissole which was no use to the functions 
and some rather watery gooseberries. I despise terribly English cooking. 


9: 
Went for a walk and was caught in the wind and rain. Terribly cold and 
wretched. 


10. 
The tea was not hot. I meant not to eat the bun but I ate it. Over-smoked. 


Hotels. 


I seem to spend half of my life arriving at strange hotels. And asking if I 
may go to bed immediately. 


“And would you mind filling my hot water bottle? ... Thank you; that is 
delicious. No, I shan’t require anything more.” 

The strange door shuts upon the stranger, and then I slip down in the 
sheets. Waiting for the shadows to come out of the corners and spin their 
slow, slow web over the Ugliest Wallpaper of All. 


Pulmonary Tuberculosis. 


The man in the room next to mine has the same complaint as I. When I 
wake in the night I hear him turning. And then he coughs. And I cough. 
And after a silence I cough. And he coughs again. This goes on for a long 
time. Until I feel we are like two roosters calling to each other at false 
dawn. From far-away hidden farms. 


Jour Maigre 


On Wednesday mornings Mrs. Honey comes into my room as usual and 
pulls up the blinds and opens the big french windows. Letting in the 
dancing light and the swish of the sea and the creak of the boats lying at 


anchor out in the Roads, and the sound of the lawn mower and the smell of 
cut grass and syringa and the cheeky whistle of that same blackbird. 

Then she comes back to my bed and stands over me, one hand pressed to 
her side, her old face puckered up as though she had some news that she 
didn’t know how to break gently. 

‘Tis a meatless day” says she. 


Pic-Nic. 


When the two women in white came down to the lonely beach — She threw 
away her paintbox — and She threw away her notebook. Down they sat on 
the sand. The tide was low. Before them the weedy rocks were like some 
herd of shaggy beasts huddled at the pool to drink and staying there in a 
kind of stupor. 

Then She went off and dabbled her legs in a pool thinking about the 
colour of flesh under water. And She crawled into a dark cave and sat there 
thinking about her childhood. Then they came back to the beach and flung 
themselves down on their bellies, hiding their heads in their arms. They 
looked like two swans. 


Grownupedness. 


Four o’clock. Is it light now at four o’clock? I jump out of bed and run over 
to the window. It is half-light, neither black nor blue. The wing of the coast 
is violet; in the lilac sky there are dark banners and little black boats 
manned by black shadows put out on the purple water. 

Oh! how often I have watched this hour when I was a girl! But then — I 
stayed at the window until I grew cold — until I was icy — thrilled by 
something — I did not know what. Now I fly back into bed, pulling up the 
clothes, tucking them into my neck. And suddenly my feet find the hot 
water bottle. Heavens! it is still beautifully warm. That really is thrilling. 


Dame Seule 


She is little and grey, with a black velvet band round her hair, false teeth, 
and skinny little hands coming out of frills like the frills on cutlets. 


As I passed her room one morning I saw her ‘worked’ brush-and-comb 
bag and her Common Prayerbook. 

Also, when she goes to the ‘Ladies’ for some obscure reason she wears a 
little shawl.... 

At the dining table, smiling brightly:— “This is the first time I have ever 
travelled alone, or stayed by myself in a Strange Hotel. But my husband 
does not mind. As it is so Very Quiet. Of course, if it were a Gay Place — 
—” And she draws in her chin, and the bead chain rises and falls on her 
vanished bosom. 


Remembrance. 


Always, when I see foxgloves, I think of the L.’s. 

Again I pass in front of their cottage, and in the window — between the 
daffodil curtains with the green spots — there are the great, sumptuous 
blooms. 

“And how beautiful they are against the whitewash!” cry the L.’s. 

As is their custom, when they love anything, they make a sort of Festa. 
With foxgloves everywhere. And then they sit in the middle of them, like 
blissful prisoners, dining in an encampment of Indian Braves. 


Strawberries and a Sailing Ship. 


We sat on the top of the cliff overlooking the open sea. Our backs turned to 
the little town. Each of us had a basket of strawberries. We had just bought 
them from a dark woman with quick eyes — berry-finding eyes. 

“They’re fresh picked,” said she, “from our own garden.” 

The tips of her fingers were stained a bright red. But what strawberries! 
Each one was the finest — the perfect berry — the strawberry Absolute — 
the fruit of our childhood! The very air came fanning on strawberry wings. 
And down below, in the pools, little children were bathing, with strawberry 
faces... 

Over the blue, swinging water, came a three-masted sailing-ship — with 
nine, ten, eleven sails. Wonderfully beautiful! She came riding by as though 
every sail were taking its fill of the sun and the light. 

And: “Oh how I’d love to be on board!” said Anne. 


(The captain was below, but the crew lay about, idle and handsome. 
“Have some strawberries!” we said, slipping and sliding on the rocking 
decks, and shaking the baskets. They ate them in a kind of dream....) 

And the ship sailed on. Leaving us in a kind of dream, too. With the 
empty baskets.... 

[At the beginning of July K.M. returned to Redcliffe Road. At the end of 
the month we moved into No. 2 Portland Villas, East Heath Road, 
Hampstead. | 


July 5. [47 Redcliffe Road.| To-day, this evening, after I have come home 
(for I must go out and buy some fruits) commence encore une vie nouvelle. 
Turn over and you’ll see how good I become — a different child. 

Later. | have read — given way to reading — two books by Octave 
Mirbeau — and after them I see dreadfully and finally, (1) that the French 
are a filthy people, (2) that their corruption is so puante — I'll not go near 
"em again. No, the English couldn’t stoop to this. They aren’t human; they 
are in the good old English parlance — monkeys. 

I must start writing again. They decide me. Something must be put up 
against this. 

Ach, Tchehov! why are you dead? Why can’t I talk to you, in a big 
darkish room, at late evening — where the light is green from the waving 
trees outside. I’d like to write a series of Heavens: that would be one. 

I must not forget my timidity before closed doors. My debate as to 
whether I shall ring too loud or not loud enough.... It’s deep deep deep: in 
fact it is the ‘explanation’ of the failure of K.M. as a writer up to the 
present, and Oh! what a good anfang zu einem Geschichte! 


The Eternal Question. 


I pose myself, yet once more, my Eternal Question. What is it that makes 
the moment of delivery so difficult for me? If I were to sit down — now — 
and just to write out, plain, some of the stories — all written, all ready, in 
my mind ’twould take me days. There are so many of them. I sit and think 
them out, and if I overcome my lassitude and do take the pen they ought 
(they are so word perfect) to write themselves. But it’s the activity. I haven’t 
a place to write in or on — the chair isn’t comfortable yet even as | 
complain this seems the place and this the chair. And don’t I want to write 
them? Lord! Lord! it’s my only desire — my one happy issue. And only 


yesterday I was thinking — even my present state of health is a great gain. 
It makes things so rich, so important, so longed for ... changes one’s focus. 

... When one is little and ill and far away in a remote bedroom all that 
happens beyond is marvellous.... Alors, I am always in that remote 
bedroom. Is that why I seem to see, this time in London — nothing but 
what is marvellous — marvellous — and incredibly beautiful? 

The tide is full in the Redcliffe Road. One by one the doors have opened, 
have slammed shut. Now, in their blind way, the houses are fed. That poor 
little violin goes on, tearing up note after note — there is a strange dazzling 
white cloud over the houses and a pool of blue. 


Evening Primrose. 


“All my virtues — all my rich nature — gone,” she said, “grown over, 
tangled, forgotten, deserted like a once upon a time garden.” She smiled and 
pulled down her hat and pulled her coat together as though making ready to 
stumble out into it and be lost too. “A dark place” said she, wavering to her 
feet. And then she smiled again. “Perhaps there is just left my — my — 
curiosity about myself. Evening Primrose....” She half shut her eyes, 
stooping forward, curiously as though the plant had sprung up at her feet. “I 
always did hate evening primroses. They sound such darlings, but when you 
see one they’re such weedy, shabby — flower on the grave without a grave 
stone — sort of things — I don’t mean anything symbolical by that,” said 
she. “God forbid!” and was gone. 

Maisie — the student — their lodgers — she risks anything. 

The little leaf that blows in — her memory of the park and crocodile — 
then there must be her cat called Millie. That quick Hook on, dear girl — 
and the pain so great that she almost sobs. But nothing happens — 


Nay, though my heart should break, 
I would not bind you. 


Miss Ruddick who always plays with her music propped against the 
towel rail, and whenever she pulls out her handkerchief out comes an end of 
resin gummed on a flannel as well. 

On these summer evenings the sound of the steps along the street is quite 
different. They knock-knock-knock along, but lightly and easily, as though 


they belonged to people who were walking home at their ease, after a 
procession or a pic-nic or a day at the sea. 

The sky is pale and clear: the silly piano is overcome and reels out 
waltzes — old waltzes, spinning, drunk with sentiment — gorged with 
memory. 

This is the hour when the poor underfed dog appears, at a run, nosing the 
dry gutter. He is so thin that his body is like a cage on four wooden pegs.... 
His lean triangle of a head is down, his long straight tail 1s out, and up and 
down, up and down he goes, silent and fearfully eager. The street watches 
him from its creeper-covered balconies, from its open windows — but the 
fat lady on the ground floor who is no better than she should be comes out, 
down the steps to the gate, with a bone. His tail, as he waits for her to give 
it him, bangs against the gate post, like a broomhandle — and the street 
says she’s a fool to go feeding strange dogs. Now she’Il never be rid of him. 

(What I’d like to convey is that, at this hour, with this half light and the 
pianos and the open, empty sounding houses, he is the spirit of the street — 
running up and down, poor dog, when he ought to have been done away 
with years ago.) 


The Middle of the Note. 


Whenever I have a conversation about Art which is more or less interesting 
I begin to wish to God I could destroy all that I have written and start again: 
it all seems like so many ‘false starts’. Musically speaking, it is not — has 
not been — In the middle of the note — you know what I mean? When, on 
a cold morning perhaps, you’ve been playing and it has sounded all right — 
until suddenly, you realize you are warm — you have only just begun to 
play. Oh, how badly this is expressed! How confused and even 
ungrammatical! 

Now the day was divine — warm, soft sunshine lay upon her arms and 
breast like velvet — tiny clouds, silver ones, shone upon the dazzling blue 
— the garden trees were full of gold light — and a strange brightness came 
from the houses — from the open windows with their fairy curtains and 
flower pots ... the white steps and the narrow spiked railings. 


Inconsequence. 


“Did M. wear a grey dressing gown with a dark red piping?” she asked. 


“No, he was dressed.” 

“Oh! Then I suppose he was very dressed; he always is.” 

That made her think, suddenly, of another friend of his — a young, fattish 
man who wore spectacles and was extremely serious, with a kind of special 
fatness that she had noticed went with just that kind of seriousness. She saw 
him standing by a wash-table drying his neck — and she saw his hair right 
to the neck-band of his shirt. His hair was, as usual, too long. 

“How awful S. must be without a collar!” 

“Without a collar?” He looked at her; he almost gasped. 


“Yes, in a shirt and trousers.” 

“Tn a shirt and trousers!” he exclaimed. “I’ve never seen him in one—” 

“No — but — Oh, well—’” 

He positively fixed her at that. 

“How extraordinarily inconsequential you are!” 

And all in a minute she was laughing. 

“Well,” she said,” “men are — —” 

And she looked out of the window at the tall poplar, with its whispering 
leaves, with its beautiful top, gold in the last sunlight. 

On the wall of the kitchen there was a shadow, shaped like a little mask 
with two gold slits for eyes. It danced up and down. 

August 2nd. 2 Portland Villas, Hampstead. Her heart had not spoken.... 
When it does — too late — the pain of it. I ought to have felt like this — 
often, often.... 

September 20th. My fits of temper are really terrifying. I had one this 
(Sunday) morning and tore a page up of the book I was reading — and 
absolutely lost my head. Very significant. When it was over J. came in and 
stared. “What is the matter? What have you done? Why? You look ail 
dark.” He drew back the curtains and called it an effect of light, but when I 
came into my studio to dress I saw it was not that. I was a deep earthy 
colour, with pinched eyes. Strangely enough these fits are L. and F. over 
again. Iam more like L. than anybody. We are unthinkably alike, in fact. 


It is a dark, reluctant day. The fire makes a noise like a flag — and there 
is the familiar sound from below of someone filling buckets. I am very stiff, 
very unused to writing now, and yet, as I sit here, it’s as though my dear 
one, my only one, came and sat down opposite me and gazed at me across 


the table. And I think suddenly of the verses which seemed so awfully good 
in my girlhood. 


Others leave me — all things leave me, 
You remain. 


My room really has for me a touch of fairy. Is there anything better than 
my room? Anything outside? The kitten says not — but then it’s such a 
hunting ground for the kitten; the sun throws the shape of the window on to 
the carpet, and in those four little square fields the silly flies wander, ever so 
spied upon by the little lion under the sommier frill.... 

Oh dear — Oh dear — where are my people? With whom have I been 
happiest? With nobody in particular. It has all been mush of a mushness. 

Later. That kitten took sick, was taken away, lived two weeks in great 
torture, then for two days it lost the will to live. It became just a cotton reel 
of fur with two great tearful eyes: ““Why has this happened to me?” So the 
vet. killed it. It had gastric trouble, acute constipation, with a distended 
belly, and canker in both ears. The two days before it went away it suffered 
here. I bought it a ball and it tried to play a little — but no! It couldn’t even 
wash itself. It came up to me, stood on its hind legs, opened its little jaws 
and tried to mew. No sound came; I never saw anything more pitiful. 

September 30. I hope this pen works. Yes, it does. 

The last day in September — immensely cold, a kind of solid cold outside 
the windows. My fire has played traitor nearly all day, and I have been, in 
the good, old-fashioned way, feeling my skin cur. 

Dont read this. Do you hear that train whistle and now the leaves — the 
dry leaves — and now the fire — fluttering and breaking. 

Why doesn ¢ she bring the lamps? 

October 21. L.M. is going to town. I must take some of my dear money 
out of the Bank and give it her. I am in bed; I feel very sick. Queer 
altogether — decomposing a bit. It’s a pale, silent day: I would like to be 
walking in a wood, far away. 

Health seems to me now more remote than anything — unattainable. 
Best to stay in bed and be horrid from there. This sky in waves of blue and 
cream and grey is like the sky overhanging a dead calm sea, when you hear 
someone rowing, far, far away; and then the voices from the boat and the 
rattle of the chain and the barking of the ship’s dog all sound loud. There is 
as usual a smell of onions and chop bones in the house. 


What do I want her to buy for me? When it really becomes an urgent 
matter — I want nothing — waste of money — I feel like Mlle. Séguin, 
who wouldn’t hang the pictures in her new flat because Life is such a 
breath, little Dolly. 

October. Hampstead. | ought to write something brief for the Nation to- 
day and earn a bit more money, a “Little Lunch at the Club” or something 
of that kind. It’s not difficult; in fact it is too easy for me because if I do err 
more on one side than t’ other — I’m over-fluent. 

This view from the window is simply superb — the pale sky and the half 
bare trees. It’s so beautiful 1t might be the country — Russian country as I 
see it. 

I never connected until to-day — sang froid with Cold blood. This is a 
word which is one of New Zealand’s queer ‘uns, like calling the Savoy the 
Svoy — or talking of the aryeighted bread shops. Sagn frkd. 

October 24. This is simply the most Divine Spot. So remote, so peaceful; 
full of colour, full of Autumn; the sunset is real, and the sound of somebody 
splitting small wood 1s real, too. If only one could live up here for really a 
long time and not have to see anybody.... It might very well be France, it’s 
much more like France than it is like England. 


The place — remote — the dresses and scarves old; 
The year, — fruitful! their talk and laughter gay. 


The Ladies Club in Wartime. 


Ladies to the Centre: A round hall, very dim, lighted from above. A loud, 
reluctant (swing glass) door that can’t bear people trying to burst their way 
in and loathes people trying to burst their way out. To one side of the door 
the porter’s cave dotted with pigeon holes, and a desk, furnished with a 
telephone, usually a big tea-stained china tea cup crowned with its saucer. 
In front of it a squeaking revolving chair with a torn imitation leather seat. 


Good-night. 


And once again the door opened, and she passed as it were into another 
world — the world of night, cold, timeless, inscrutable. 


Again she saw the beautiful fall of the steps, the dark garden edged with 
fluttering ivy — on the other side of the road the huge bare willows — and 
above them the sky big and bright with stars. 

Again there came that silence that was a question — but this time she did 
not hesitate. She moved forward, very softly and gently — as though fearful 
of making a ripple in that boundless pool of quiet. She put her arm round 
her friend. The friend is astonished — murmurs “It has been so nice.” The 
other— “Good-night, dear friend.” A long tender embrace. Yes, that was it 
— of course that was what was wanting. 


The Blow. 


“Tl — like a blow on her heart— “I have come — for 


She leaned against the door, quite faint. 
“Yes?” said she. 
“This — ,” tightly, quickly, he caught her up into his arms. 


The Fly. 


December 31. 4.45 p.m. Oh, the times when she had walked upside down 
on the ceiling, run up glittering panes, floated on a lake of light, flashed 
through a shining beam! 

And God looked upon the fly fallen into the jug of milk and saw that it 
was good. And the smallest Cherubim and Seraphim of all, who delight in 
misfortune, struck their silver harps and shrilled: “How is the fly fallen, 
fallen!” 


1919 


January |. J. came to bed at ten minutes to twelve. Said he: “Don’t go to 
sleep before the New Year.” I lay holding my watch. I think I did go to 
sleep for a moment. The window was wide open and I looked out and over 
a big soft hollow, with a sprinkle of lights between. Then the hour struck: 
the bells rang — hooter, sirens, horns, trumpets sounded. The church organ 
pealed out (reminding me of Hans Andersen) and an Australian called Coo 
— ee. (I longed to reply.) I wanted L.M. to hear and to see. I called loudly 
to her ever so many times, but she had “chosen’ to take a bath.... 

May 19. 6 p.m. I wish I had some idea of how old this note book is. The 
writing is very faint and far away. Now it is May 1919. Six o’clock. I am 
sitting in my own room thinking of Mother: I want to cry. But my thoughts 
are beautiful and full of gaiety. I think of our house, our garden, us children 
— the lawn, the gate, and Mother coming in. “Children! Children!” I really 
only ask for time to write it all — time to write my books. Then I don’t 
mind dying. I live to write. The lovely world (God, how lovely the external 
world is!) is there and I bathe in it and am refreshed. But I feel as though I 
had a duty, someone has set me a task which I am bound to finish. Let me 
finish it: let me finish 1t without hurrying — leaving all as fair as I can.... 

My little Mother, my star, my courage, my own. I seem to dwell in her 
now. We live in the same world. Not quite this world, not quite another. I do 
not care for people: and the idea of fame, of being a success, — that’s 
nothing, less than nothing. I love my family and a few others dearly, and I 
love, in the old — in the ancient way, through and through, my husband. 

Not a soul knows where she is. She goes slowly, thinking it all over, 
wondering how she can express it as she wants to — asking for time and for 
peace. 


Escape. 


She was sure I would be cold, and as usual tried to make of my departure 
une petite affaire sérieuse. I always try to thieve out, steal out. I should like 
to let myself down from a window, or just withdraw like a ray of light. 

“Are you sure you won’t have your cape ... etc., etc., etc.?” 


Her attitude made me quite sure. I went out. At the corner the flying, gay, 
eager wind ran at me. It was too much to bear. I went on for a yard or two, 
shivering — then I came home. I slipped the Yale key into the lock like a 
thief, shut the door dead quiet. Up she came, up the stairs. 

“So it was too cold, after all!” 


I couldn’t answer or even look at her. I had to turn my back and pull off 
my gloves. Said she: 

“T have a blouse-pattern here I want to show you.” 

At that I crept upstairs, came into my room, and shut the door. It was a 
miracle she did not follow.... 

What is there in all this to make me hate her so? What do you see? She 
has known me try to get in and out without anyone knowing it dozens of 
times — that is true. I have even torn my heart out and told her how it hurts 
my last little defences to be questioned — how it makes me feel just for the 
moment an independent being, to be allowed to go and come unquestioned. 
But that is just “Katie’s funniness. She doesn’t mean it, of course....” 

We hardly spoke at lunch. When it was over she asked me again if she 
might show me the pattern. I felt so ill, it seemed to me that even a hen 
could see at a side glance of its little leaden eye how ill I felt. I don’t 
remember what I said. But in she came and put before me — something. 
Really, I hardly know what it was. “Let the little dressmaker help you,” I 
said. But there was nothing to say. 

She murmured: “Purple chiffon front neck sleeves.” I don’t know. Finally 
I asked her to take it away. 

“What is it, Katie? Am I interrupting your work?” 

“Yes, we'll call it that.” 


Being Alone 


Saturday: This joy of being alone. What is it? I feel so gay and at peace — 
the whole house takes the air. Lunch is ready. I have a baked egg, apricots 
and cream, cheese straws and black coffee. How delicious! A baby meal! 
Mother shares it with me. Athenzeum is asleep and then awake on the studio 
sofa. He has a silver spoon of cream — then hides under the sofa frill and 
puts out a paw for my finger. I gather the dried leaves from the plant in the 


big white bowl, and because I must play with something, I take an orange 
up to my room and throw it and catch it as I walk up and down.... 

[This note appears later, re-written, in the following form. | 

Saturday. Peaceful and gay. The whole house takes the air. Athenzeum is 
asleep and then awake on the studio sofa. He has a silver spoonful of my 
cream at lunch time — then hides under the sofa frill and plays the game of 
the Darting Paw. I gather the dried leaves from the plant in the big white 
bowl; they are powdered with silver. There is nobody in the house, and yet 
whose is this faint whispering? On the stairs there are tiny spots of gold — 
tiny footprints.... 


Geraniums. 


The red geraniums have bought the garden over my head. They are there, 
established, back in the old home, every leaf and flower unpacked and in its 
place — and quite determined that no power on earth will ever move them 
again. Well, that I don’t mind. But why should they make me feel a 
stranger? Why should they ask me every time I go near: “And what are you 
doing in a London garden?” They burn with arrogance and pride. And I am 
the little Colonial walking in the London garden patch — allowed to look, 
perhaps, but not to linger. If I lie on the grass they positively shout at me: 
“Look at her, lying on our grass, pretending she lives here, pretending this 
is her garden, and that tall back of the house, with the windows open and 
the coloured curtains lifting, is her house. She is a stranger — an alien. She 
is nothing but a little girl sitting on the Tinakori hills and dreaming: ‘I went 
to London and married an Englishman, and we lived in a tall grave house 
with red geraniums and white daisies in the garden at the back.’ Jm- 
pudence!” 

[This note appears later, re-written, in the following form. | 

The red geraniums have bought the garden over my head and taken 
possession. They are settled in, every leaf and flower unpacked and in its 
place, and never do they mean to move again! Well — that I could bear. But 
why because I’ve let them in should they throw me out? They won’t even 
let me lie on the grass without their shouting: “/m-pudence!” 


A Dream. 


Sometimes I glance up at the clock. Then I know I am expecting Chummie. 
The bell peals. I run out on to the landing. I hear his hat and_ stick thrown 
on to the hall-table. He runs up the stairs, three at a time. “Hullo, darling!” 
But I can’t move — I can’t move. He puts his arm round me, holding me 
tightly, and we kiss — a long, firm, family kiss. And the kiss means: We are 
of the same blood; we have absolute confidence in each other; we love; all 
is well; nothing can ever come between us. 

We come into my room. He goes over to the glass. “By Jove, I am hot.” 
Yes, he is very hot. A deep childish colour shows in his cheeks, his eyes are 
brilliant, his lips burn, he strokes the hair back from his forehead with the 
palm of his hand. I pull the curtains together and the room is shadowy. He 
flings himself down on the sommier and lights a cigarette, and watches the 
smoke, rising so slowly. 

“Ts that better?” I ask. 

“Perfect, darling — simply perfect. The light reminds me of ...” 

And then the dream is over and I begin working again. 


England. 


The two brothers were on one side of the room, I on the other. R. sat on the 
floor inclined towards J. J. lay on the stickle-back, very idly. 

“If you could have your wish, where would you be?” 

First he thought a café in some foreign town ... in Spain ... no, in 
Grenoble, perhaps ... sitting listening to music and watching the people. We 
are just passing through... There is a lake and a river near.... But then, no. 
A farmhouse in Sussex — some good old furniture — knocking about in 
the garden — rolling the lawn, perhaps — yes, rolling the lawn. An infant 
— two good servants. And then, when it grew dark — to go in, have some 
milk, then I go to my study and you to yours and work for about an hour 
and a half and then trundle off to bed. I would like to earn my living, but 
not by writing. I feel that my talent as a writer isn’t a great one — I’Il have 
to be careful of it.... Yes, that’s what I’d like. No new places — no new 
things. I don’t want them. Would you like that? 

I felt his brother was with him, the brother inclined towards him, 
understanding and sharing that life — the homestead on the Downs — his 
English country — the sober quiet.... 

“Would you like that?” 


No, I don’t want that. No, I don’t want England. England is of no use to 
me. What do I mean by that? I mean there never has been — never will be 
— any rapprochement between us, never.... The lack of its appeal — that is 
what I chiefly hate. I would not care if I never saw the English country 
again. Even in its flowering I feel deeply antagonistic to it, and I will never 
change. 


A Good Beginning. 


May 30. First comes L.M. I give her orders. Ask her to supervise the maid 
till Monday. ‘Be gentle with her: help her to make the beds; and just tell her 
how everything must be.’ Then in detail I sketch out the maid’s 
programme. ‘Send Ralph, please.’ Ralph arrives. I arrange the food. Then 
settle all that must be done, coercing Ralph, putting her mind in order if I 
can, making her see the bright side of things, sending her away (I hope) 
feeling important and happy. 

I go upstairs to see Maud, to say good-morning, to hope ‘she will be 
happy.’ “Just take things gently; Pll quite understand that you can’t get into 
our ways at once. Ask Miss B. and the cook for what you want. But if you 
wish to see me, don’t hesitate to come in. I was so glad you were early.” 
She was very reassured. Her eyes shone (she’s only a little girl). She said it 
was like the country. As she walked up from the tram the birds sang 
“something beautiful.” This instead of the ‘long drag up the hill’ was 
cheering. I left her happy. I know I did. 

Downstairs just to say Good-day to Mrs. Moody and to say there were 
some flowers for her to take home. The good creature was on her knees 
polishing and saying it was such a fine day. Bless her 60 years! We had a 
little joke or two and I came away. 

L.M. again — just for a moment to say: “As you have a machine, don’t 
hem dusters by hand as I see you are doing. Keep your energies for 
something important!” 

Then I sit down to work, and there comes a steady, pleasant vibration 
from the ship. If only I could always control these four women like this! I 
must learn to. 


May 31. Work. Shall I be able to express one day my love of work — my 
desire to be a better writer — my longing to take greater pains. And the 
passion I feel. It takes the place of religion — it is my religion — of people 


— I create my people: of ‘life’ — it is Life. The temptation is to kneel 
before it, to adore, to prostrate myself, to stay too long in a state of ecstasy 
before the idea of it. I must be more busy about my master’s business. 

Oh, God! The sky is filled with the sun, and the sun is like music. The 
sky is full of music. Music comes streaming down these great beams. The 
wind touches the harp-like trees, shakes little jets of music — little shakes, 
little trills from the flowers. The shape of every flower is like a sound. My 
hands open like five petals. Praise Him! Praise Him! No, I am overcome; I 
am dazed; it is too much to bear. 

A little fly has dropped by mistake into the huge sweet cup of a magnolia. 
Isaiah (or was it Elisha?) was caught up into Heaven in a chariot of fire 
once. But when the weather is divine and I am free to work, such a journey 
is positively nothing. 


The Angel of Mercy. 


May. The day the housemaid had to leave because her husband ‘didn’t want 
her to work no more’ and, to consolidate his authority, had punched her so 
hard in the neck that she had a great red swelling under ear, the cook 
became a kind of infallible being, — an angel of mercy. Nothing was too 
much for her. Stairs were rays of light up which she floated. She wore her 
cap differently: it gave her the air of a hospital nurse. Her voice changed. 
She suggested puddings as though they were compresses: whiting, because 
they were so ‘delicate and harmless.’ Trust me! Lean on me! There is 
nothing I cannot do! was her attitude. Every time she left me, she left me 
for her mysterious reasons — to lay out the body again and again — to 
change the stiffened hand — to pull the paper frill over the ominous spot 
appearing. 


The Cook. 


The cook is evil. After lunch I trembled so that I had to lie down on the 
sommier — thinking about her. I meant — when she came up to see me — 
to say so much that she’d have to go. I waited, playing with the wild kitten. 
When she came, I said it all, and more, and she said how sorry she was and 
agreed and apologised and quite understood. She stayed at the door, 
plucking at a d’oyley. “Well, I’Il see it doesn’t happen in future. I quite see 
what you mean.” 


So the serpent still slept between us. Oh! why won’t she turn and speak 
her mind. This pretence of being fond of me! I believe she thinks she is. 
There is something in what L.M. says: she is not consciously evil. She is a 
fool, of course. I have to do all the managing and all the explaining. I have 
to cook everything before she cooks it. I believe she thinks she is a treasure 

.. no, wants to think it. At bottom she knows her corruptness. There are 
moments when it comes to the surface, comes out, like a stain, in her face. 
Then her eyes are like the eyes of a woman-prisoner — a creature looking 
up as you enter her cell and saying: ‘If you’d known what a hard life ve 
had you wouldn’t be surprised to see me here.’ 

[This appears again in the following form. ] 


Cook to See Me. 


As I opened the door, I saw her sitting in the middle of the room, hunched, 
still.... She got up, obedient, like a prisoner when you enter a cell. And her 
eyes said, as a prisoner’s eyes say, “Knowing the life I’ve had, I’m the last 
to be surprised at finding myself here.” 


The Cook’s Story. 


Her first husband was a pawnbroker. He learned his trade from her uncle, 
with whom she lived, and was more like her big brother than anything else 
from the age of thirteen. After he had married her they prospered. He made 
a perfect pet of her — they used to say. His sisters put it that he made a 
perfect fool of himself over her. When their children were fifteen and nine 
he urged his employers to take a man into their firm — a great friend of his 
— and persuaded them; really went security for this man. When she saw the 
man she went all over cold. She said, Mark me, you’ve not done right: no 
good will come of this. But he laughed it off. Time passed: the man proved 
a villain. When they came to take stock, they found all the stock was false: 
he’d sold everything. This preyed on her husband’s mind, went on preying, 
kept him up at night, made a changed man of him, he went mad as you 
might say over figures, worrying. One evening, sitting in his chair, very 
late, he died of a clot of blood on the brain. 

She was left. Her big boy was old enough to go out, but the little one was 
still not more than a baby: he was so nervous and delicate. The doctors had 
never let him go to school. 


One day her brother-in-law came to see her and advised her to sell up her 
home and get some work. All that keeps you back, he said, is little Bert. 
Now, I’d advise you to place a certain sum with your solicitor for him and 
put him out — in the country. He said he’d take him. I did as he advised. 
But, funny! I never heard a word from the child after he’d gone. I used to 
ask why he didn’t write, and they said, when he can write a decent letter 
you shall have it not before. That went on for a twelvemonth, and I 
found afterwards he’d been writing all the time, grieving to be took away, 
and they’d never sent his letters. Then quite sudden his uncle wrote and said 
he must be taken away. He’d done the most awful things — things I 
couldn’t find you a name for — he’d turned vicious — he was a little 
criminal! What his uncle said was I’d spoiled the child and he was going to 
make a man of him, and he’d beaten him and half starved him and when he 
was frightened at night and screamed, he turned him out into the New 
Forest and made him sleep under the branches. My big boy went down to 
see him. Mother, he says, you wouldn’t know little Bert. He can’t speak. He 
won’t come near anybody. He starts off if you touch him; he’s like a little 
beast. And, oh dear, the things he’d done! Well, you hear of people doing 
those things before they’re put into orphanages. But when I heard that and 
thought it was the same little baby his father used to carry into Regent’s 
Park bathed and dressed of a Sunday morning — well, I felt my religion 
was going from me. 

I had a terrible time trying to get him into an orphanage. I begged for 
three months before they would take him. Then he was sent to Bisley. But 
after I’d been to see him there, in his funny clothes and all — I could see ‘is 
misery. I was in a nice place at the time, cook to a butcher in a large way in 
Kensington, but that poor child’s eyes — they used to follow me — and a 
sort of shivering that came over him when people went near. 

Well, I had a friend that kept a boarding house in Kensington. I used to 
visit her, and a friend of hers, a big well-set-up fellow, quite the gentleman, 
an engineer who worked in a garage, came there very often. She used to 
joke and say he wanted to walk me out. I laughed it off till one day she was 
very serious. She said, You’re a very silly woman. He earns good money; 
he’d give you a home and you could have your little boy. Well, he was to 
speak to me next day and I made up my mind to listen. Well, he did, and he 
couldn’t have put it nicer. I can’t give you a house to start with, he said, but 


you shall have three good rooms and the kid, and I’m earning good money 
and shall be more. 

A week after, he come to me. I can’t give you any money this week, he 
says, there’s things to pay for from when I was single. But I daresay you’ve 
got a bit put by. And I was a fool, you know, I didn’t think it funny. Oh yes, 
I said, Pll manage. Well, so it went on for three weeks. We’d arranged not 
to have little Bert for a month because, he said, he wanted me to himself, 
and he was so fond of him. A big fellow, he used to cling to me like a child 
and call me mother. 

After three weeks was up I hadn’t a penny. I’d been taking my jewels and 
best clothes to put away to pay for him until he was straight. But one night I 
said, Where’s my money? He just up and gave me such a smack in the face 
I thought my head would burst. And that began it. Every time I asked him 
for money he beat me. As I said, I was very religious at the time, used to 
wear a crucifix under my clothes and couldn’t go to bed without kneeling 
by the side and saying my prayers — no, not even the first week of my 
marriage. Well, I went to a clergyman and told him everything and he said, 
My child, he said, I am very sorry for you, but with God’s help, he said, it’s 
your duty to make him a better man. You say your first husband was so 
good. Well, perhaps God has kept this trial for you until now. I went home 
— and that very night he tore my crucifix off and hit me on the head when I 
knelt down. He said he wouldn’t have me say my prayers; it made him wild. 
I had a little dog at the time I was very fond of, and he used to pick it up 
and shout, Ill teach it to say its prayers, and beat it before my eyes — until 
— well, such was the man he was. 

Then one night he came in the worse for drink and fouled the bed. I 
couldn’t stand it. I began to cry. He gave me a hit on the ear and I fell down, 
striking my head on the fender. When I came to, he was gone. I ran out into 
the street just as I was — I ran as fast as I could, not knowing where I was 
going — just dazed — my nerves were gone. And a lady found me and took 
me to her home and I was there three weeks. And after that I never went 
back. I never even told my people. I found work, and not till months after I 
went to see my sister. Good gracious! she says, we all thought you was 
murdered! And I never see him since.... 

Those were dreadful times. I was so ill, I could scarcely hardly work and 
of course I couldn’t get my little boy out. He had to grow up in it. And so I 
had to start all over again. I had nothing of his, nothing of mine. I lost it all 


except my marriage lines. Somehow I remembered them just as I was 
running out that night and put them in my boddy — sort of an instinct as 
you might say. 

J. digs the garden as though he were exhuming a hated body or making a 
hole for a loved one. 

The ardent creature spent more than half her time in church praying to be 
delivered from temptation. But God grew impatient at last and caused the 
door to be shut against her. “For Heaven’s sake,” said he, “give the 
temptation a chance!” 

It’s raining, but the air is soft, smoky, warm. Big drops patter on the 
languid leaves, the tobacco flowers lean over. Now there is a rustle in the 
ivy. Wingley has appeared from the garden next door; he bounds from the 
wall. And delicately, lifting his paws, pointing his ears, very afraid that big 
wave will overtake him, he wades over the lake of green grass. 

“Mr. Despondency’s daughter, Muchafraid, went through the water 
singing.” 

She said: “I don’t feel in the least afraid. I feel like a little rock that the 
rising tide is going to cover. You won’t be able to see me ... big waves ... 
but they’Il go down again. I shall be there — winking bright.” 

Oh, what sentimental toshery! 

June 10. I have discovered that I cannot burn the candle at one end and 
write a book with the other. 

Life without work — I would commit suicide. Therefore work is more 
important than life. 

June 21. Bateson and his love of the louse for its own sake. Pedigree lice. 
£100 a year from the Royal Institute: a large family: desperately poor: but 
he never notices. The lives he saved in the Balkan war with shaving and 
Thymol. Cases reduced from 7000 to 700. No reward, not even an O.B.E. 
He dissects them, finds their glands and so on, keeps them in tiny boxes; 
they feed on his arm. The louse and the bedbug. 

Hydatids: the Australian who got them: handfuls of immature grapes. 
They attack the liver. In the human body they reproduce indefinitely. When 
they are passed and a sheep is attacked by them, they develop hooks and 
become long worms. 

The Egyptian disease: a parasite which attacks the veins and arteries and 
causes fluxion — constant bleeding. It is another egg drunk in water. After 


it has been in man the only thing it can affect 1s a water-snail. It goes 
through an entirely new cycle of being until it can attack man again. 

Dysentery: another parasite. 

Hydrophobia: the virus from the dog is taken and a rabbit is infected. 
That rabbit is used to infect another rabbit: the 2nd a 3rd, and so on, until 
you get a rabbit who is practically pure virus. The spinal cords are then 
taken from these rabbits and dried by a vacuum. The result is pounded up 
fine into an emulsion: Ist rabbit, 2nd rabbit, 3rd rabbit, etc., and the patient 
is injected progressively till at last he receives a dose which, if he had not 
been prepared to resist it, would kill him outright. The disease develops 
very slowly; the treatment is very expensive. Symptoms are a profuse shiny 
bubbling saliva, and gasping and groaning as in gas-poisoning. No barking, 
no going on all fours. 

In lockjaw the jaw does not lock. 

Pasteur was a very dreamer of dreamers. Human beings are a side-line to 
science. 


All this I talked over with Sorapure, June 21. His point of view about 
medicine seems to me just completely right. I'd willingly let him take off 
my head, look inside, and pop it on again, if he thought it might assist 
future generations. Quite the right man to have at one’s dying bedside. He’d 
get me at any rate so interested in the process — gradual loss of 
sensitiveness, coldness in the joints, etc. — I’d lie there thinking: this is 
very valuable to know; I must make a note of this. 


As he stood at the door talking: “Nothing is incurable; it’s all a question of 
time. What seems so useless to-day may be just that link which will make 
all plain to a future generation....” I had a sense of the /arger breath, of the 
mysterious lives within lives, and the Egyptian parasite beginning its new 
cycle of being in a water-snail affected me like a great work of art. No, 
that’s not what I mean. It made me feel how perfect the world is, with its 
worms and hooks and ova, how incredibly perfect. There is the sky and the 
sea and the shape of a lily, and there is all this other as well. The balance 
how perfect! (Salut, Tchehov!) I would not have the one without the other. 

The clocks are striking ten. Here in my room the sky looks lilac; in the 
bath-room it is like the skin of a peach. Girls are laughing. 


I have consumption. There is still a great deal of moisture (and pain) in 
my bad lung. But I do not care. I do not want anything I could not have. 
Peace, solitude, time to write my books, beautiful external life to watch and 
ponder — no more. O, Id like a child as well — a baby boy; mais je 
demande trop! 

[Part of this note appears again in the following form. | 

As he stood at the door he said quietly, “Nothing is incurable. What 
seems so useless to-day may be the link that will make all plain to- 
morrow.” We had been discussing hydatids, the Egyptian parasite that 
begins its cycle of existence being in a water-snail and the effects of 
hydrophobia. He smiled gently. There was nothing to be alarmed or 
shocked or surprised at. It was all a question of knowing these things as 
they should be known and not otherwise. But he said none of this and went 
off to his next case.... 

At breakfast time a mosquito and a wasp came to the edge of the honey 
dish to drink. The mosquito was a lovely little high stepping gazelle, but the 
wasp was a fierce roaring tiger. Drink, my darlings! 

When the coffee is cold L.M. says: These things have to happen 
sometimes. And she looks mysterious and important, as if, as a matter of 
fact she had known all along that this was a cold coffee day. 


What I felt was, he said, that I wasn’t in the whole of myself at all. I'd got 
locked in, somehow, in some little ... top room in my mind, and strangers 
had got in — people I’d never seen before were making free of the rest of it. 
There was a dreadful feeling of confusion, chiefly that, and ... vague noises 
— like things being moved — changed about — in my head. I lit the candle 
and sat up and in the mirror I saw a dark, brooding, strangely lengthened 
face. 

“The feeling roused by the cause is more important than the cause 
itself....” That is the kind of thing I like to say to myself as I get into the 
train. And then, as one settles into the corner— “For example” — or “Take 
— for instance ...” It’s a good game for one. 

She fastens on a white veil and hardly knows herself. Is it becoming or is 
it not becoming? Ah, who is there to say. There is a lace butterfly on her left 
cheek and a spray of flowers on her right. Two dark bold eyes stare through 
the mesh — Surely not hers. Her lips tremble; faint, she sinks on her bed. 


And now she doesn’t want to go. Must she? She is being driven out of the 
flat by those bold eyes. Out you go. Ah, how cruel! (Second Violin.) 

But her hand is large and cold with big knuckles and short square nails. It 
is not a little velvet hand that sighs, that yields — faints dead away and has 
to be revived again only to faint once more. (S.V-) 


What do I want? she thought. What do I really want more than anything 
else in the world? If I had a wishing ring or Ali Baba’s lamp — no, it wasn’t 
Ali Baba it was — Oh, what did it matter! Just supposing some one 
came.... “I am here to grant your dearest wish.” And she saw, vaguely, a 
fluffy little creature with a silver paper star on a wand — a school fairy.... 
What should I say? It was cold in the kitchen, cold and dim. The tap 
dripped slowly, as tho’ the water were half frozen.... (S.V.) 

Miss Todd and Miss Hopper were second violins. Miss Bray was a viola. 

Midday strikes on various bells — some velvety soft, some languid, some 
regretful, and one impatient — a youthful bell ringing high and quick above 
the rest. He thought joyfully: That’s the bell for me! ... 


Cinderella. 


Oh, my sisters — my beautiful Peacock-proud sisters — have pity on me as 
I sit with my little broom beside the cold ashes while you dance at the 
Prince’s party. But why — is the Fairy Godmother, the coach, the plumes 
and glass slippers just — faery — and all the rest of the story deeply, deeply 
true? Fate I suppose — Fate. It had to be. These things happen so. La 
réponse: Poor old girl — of course she is awfully sorry for her, but she does 
become a bore — doesn’t she? There’s no getting away from it. 


When they got into bed together her feet rushed to greet his like little 
puppies that had been separated all day from their brothers. And first they 
chased one another and played and nudged gently. But then, they settled 
down, curled up, twined together under the clothes (like puppies on a warm 
hearth rug) and went to sleep. 

Dark Bogey 1s a little inclined to jump into the milk jug to rescue the fly. 

Fairylike, the fire rose in two branched flames like the golden antlers of 
some enchanted stag. 

So he sat there, burning the letters, and each time he cast a fresh packet 
on the flame, his shadow, immense, huge, leapt out of the wall opposite 


him. It looked, sitting so stiff and straight, like some horrible old god, 
toasting his knees at the flames of the sacrifice. 


Two Climates. 


I'd always rather be in a place that is too hot rather than one that’s too cold. 
But I'd always rather be with people who loved me too little rather than 
with people who loved me too much. 

“She has made her bed,” said Belle— “she must lie on it.” I reflected 
thankfully that in this case that would be no hardship — on the contrary, 
indeed. I hoped it was what they were both longing to do.... 


North Africa. The whole valley is smothered in little white lilies. You 
never saw such a sight! They make me feel so wretchedly homesick. They 
smell just like dear old Selfridge’s. 

Souvent j’ai dit 4 mon mari: Nous en prenons un? Et il me dit: Ah, non, 
non, ma pauvre femme. Notre petit moment pour jouer est passé. Je ne peux 
rien faire que de rester dans un chaise en faisant des grimaces, et ¢a fait 
trembler plus que ¢a ne fait rire un petit enfant. 

When I read Dr. Johnson, I feel like a little girl sitting at the same table. 
My eyes grow round. I don’t only listen; I take him in immensely. 

“Don’t you think it would be marvellous,” she said, “to have just one 
person in one’s life to whom one could tell everything?” She leant forward, 
put down her cup, but stayed bent forward touching the spoon against the 
saucer. She looked up— “Or is it just childish of me — just absurd to want 
such a thing? ... All the same,” she leaned back, smiling, “childish or not 
— how wonderful it would be — how wonderful! to feel — from this 
person, this one person — I really don’t need to hide anything. It would be 
such heavenly happiness!” she cried, suddenly, “it would make life so ...” 
she got up, went to the window, looked out vaguely and turned round again. 
She laughed. “It’s a queer thing,” she said, “I’ve always believed in the 
possibility — and yet — in reality ... Take R. and me, for instance.” And 
here she flung back in a chair and leant back, still she was laughing but her 
body leant to the chair as though exhausted. “I tell him everything. You 
know we’re ... rather different from most people. What I mean 1s — don’t 
laugh — we love each other simply tremendously — we’re everything to 
each other! In fact he’s the one person on earth for me — and yet,” and she 
shut her eyes and bit her lip as though she wanted to stop laughing herself: 


“try, try try as I can — there’s always just one secret — just one — that 
never can be told — that mocks me.” And then for a moment she lay still.... 


Indoo Weather: A Dream. 


“It’s what you might call indoo weather,” said the little man. 

“Oh, really.... Why that?” said I, vaguely. 

He did not answer. The two polished knobs of his behind shone as he 
leaned over feeding the black seams of the boat with a brown twist. 

The day was dull, steaming; there was a blackness out at sea; the heavy 
waves came tolling. On the sea grasses the large bright dew fell not. The 
little man’s hammer went tap-tap. 

L.M. snorted, threw up her head, stamped her feet on the wet sand, 
scrambled to a boulder, tore at some sea-poppies, dug them in her hat, held 
the hat away, looked, scornful, wrenched them out again. 

I looked and felt vague as a king. 

“Spades and buckets is round the point with the lobster catch.” The 
hammer tapped. He explained that all the lovers would be sent away alive 
in sacks if they were not given a sharp stang with one of these. It was an 
ordinary grey and red garden trowel. L.M. went off to save their lives, but 
not joyfully. She walked heavy, her head down, beating the trowel against 
her side. 

We were alone. The watcher appeared. He stood always in profile, his felt 
hat turned up at the side, a patch on the eye nearest us. His curved pipe fell 
from his jaws. 

“Hi, Missy,” he shouted to me. “Why don’t you give us a bit of a show 
out there?” 

The little man remonstrated. The sea was like a mass of half-set jelly. On 
the horizon it seemed ages fell. 

“Come on, Missy!” bawled the watcher. I took off my clothes, stepped to 
the edge and was drawn in. I tried to catch the stumps of an old wharf, but 
slime filled my nails and I was sucked out. They watched. 

Suddenly there came, winnowing landward, an enormous skinny skeleton 
of a Hindoo, standing upright. A tattered pink and white print coat flapped 
about his stiff outstretched arms. He had cloth of the same with a fringe of 
spangles over his head. He stood upright because of the immense sweeping 
broom of wood growing waist-high. “Help! Help!” I called. 


The noise of the hammer came, and I felt the watcher’s patched profile. A 
huge unbreakable wave lifted him, tipped him near. His shadow lay even, 
on the surface of the dusty water — a squat head and two giant arms. It 
broadened into a smile. 


Strangers. 


I saw S. as a little fair man with a walrous moustache, a bowler much too 
small for him and an ancient frock coat that he keeps buttoning and 
unbuttoning. D.B. saw him as a grave gentleman with big black whiskers. 
Anyhow, there he was at the end of a dark tunnel, either coming towards us 
or walking away.... That started us on a fascinating subject. There are the 
people in D.B.’s life I’ve never seen (very few) and the immense number in 
mine that he has only heard of. What did they look like to us? And then, 
before we meet anyone while they are still far too far off to be seen we 
begin to build an image.... how true is it? It’s queer how well one gets to 
know this stranger; how often you’ve watched him before the other comes 
to take his place.... I can even imagine someone keeping their “first 
impression” — in spite of the other. 


July. 


Tedious Brief Adventure of K.M. 

A Doctor who came from Jamaica 

Said: “This time I’11 mend her or break her. 
Pll plug her with serum; 

And if she can’t bear ’em 

Pll call in the next undertaker.” 


His /ocum tenens, Doctor Byam, 

Said: “Right oh, old fellow, we’ll try ‘em, 
For I’m an adept, O, 

At pumping in strepto 

Since I was a surgeon in Siam.” 


The patient, who hailed from New Zealing, 
Said: “Pray don’t consider my feeling, 
Provided you’re certain 

“Twill not go on hurtin’, 

I’Il lie here and smile at the ceiling.” 


These two very bloodthirsty men 
Injected five million, then ten, 

But found that the strepto 

Had suddenly crept to 

Her feet — and the worst happened then! 


Any day you may happen to meet 

Her alone in the Hampstead High Street 
In a box on four wheels 

With a whistle that squeals; 

And her hands do the job of her feet. 


[In September 1919 K.M. went to San Remo, and, after a few weeks, 
took a little furnished cottage — the “Casetta’” — at Ospedaletti near by. I 
was with her in San Remo, but returned to England to my work as editor of 
The Athenceum as soon as she was settled into the “Casetta” with L.M. Fora 
time K.M. was very happy; but then illness and isolation and the everlasting 
sound of the sea began to depress her. | 


Mrs. Nightingale: A Dream. 


November. Walking up a dark hill with high iron fences at the sides of the 
road and immense trees over. I was looking for a midwife, Mrs. 
Nightingale. A little girl, barefoot, with a handkerchief over her head 
pattered up and put her chill hand in mine; she would lead me. 

A light showed from a general shop. Inside a beautiful fair angry young 
woman directed me up the hill and to the right. 

“You should have believed me!” said the child, and dug her nails into my 
palm. 


There reared up a huge wall with a blank notice plastered on it. That was 
the house. In a low room, sitting by a table, a dirty yellow and black rug on 
her knees, an old hag sat. She had a grey handkerchief on her head. Beside 
her on the table was a jar of onions and a fork. I explained. She was to come 
to mother. Mother was very delicate: her eldest daughter was thirty-one and 
she had heart disease. “So please come at once.” 

“Has she any adhesions?” muttered the old hag, and she speared an 
onion, ate it and rubbed her nose. 

“Oh, yes” — I put my hands on my breast— “many, many plural 
adhesions.” 

“Ah, that’s bad, that’s very bad,” said the old crone, hunching up the rug 
so that through the fringe I saw her square slippers. “But I can’t come. I’ve 
a case at four o’clock.” 

At that moment a healthy, bonny young woman came in with a bundle. 
She sat down by the midwife and explained, “Jinnie has had hers already.” 
She unwound the bundle too quickly: a new-born baby with round eyes fell 
forward on her lap. I felt the pleasure of the little girl beside me — a kind of 
quiver. The young woman blushed and lowered her voice. “I got her to ...” 
And she paused to find a very medical private word to describe washing.... 
“To navigate with a bottle of English water,” she said, “but it isn’t all away 
yet.” 

Mrs. Nightingale told me to go to the friend, Madame Léger, who lived 
on the terrace with a pink light before her house. I went. The terrace of 
houses was white and grey-blue in the moonlight with dark pines down the 
road. I saw the exquisite pink light. But just then there was a clanking 
sound behind me, and there was the little girl, bursting with breathlessness 
dragging in her arms a huge black bag. “Mrs. Nightingale says you forgot 
this.” 

So J was the midwife. I walked on thinking: “Ill go and have a look at 
the poor little soul. But it won’t be for a long time yet.” 


Et in Arcadia Ego. 


To sit in front of the little wood fire, your hands crossed in your lap and 
your eyes closed — to fancy you see again upon your eyelids all the 
dancing beauty of the day, to feel the flame on your throat as you used to 
imagine you felt the spot of yellow when Bogey held a buttercup under 
your chin ... when breathing is such delight that you are almost afraid to 


breathe — as though a butterfly fanned its wings upon your breast. Still to 
taste the warm sunlight that melted in your mouth; still to smell the white 
waxy scent that lay upon the jonquil fields and the wild spicy scent of the 
rosemary growing in little tufts among the red rocks close to the brim of the 
sea... 

The moon is rising but the reluctant day lingers upon the sea and sky. The 
sea 1s dabbled with a pink the colour of unripe cherries, and in the sky there 
is a flying yellow light like the wings of canaries. Very stubborn and solid 
are the trunks of the palm trees. Springing from their tops the stiff green 
bouquets seem to cut into the evening air and among them, the blue gum 
trees, tall and slender with sickle-shaped leaves and drooping branches half 
blue, half violet. The moon is just over the mountain behind the village. The 
dogs know she is there; already they begin to howl and bark. The fishermen 
are shouting and whistling to one another as they bring in their boats, some 
young boys are singing in half-broken voices down by the shore, and there 
is a noise of children crying, little children with burnt cheeks and sand 
between their toes being carried to bed.... 

I am tired, blissfully tired. Do you suppose that daisies feel blissfully 
tired when they shut for the night and the dews descend upon them? 


Death. 


December 17. When I had gone to bed I realised what it was that had 
caused me to ‘give way.’ It was the effort of being up, with a heart that 
won’t work. Not my lungs at all. My despair simply disappeared — yes, 
simply. The weather was lovely. Every morning the sun came in and drew 
more squares of golden light on the wall, I looked round my bed on to a sky 
like silk. The day opened slowly, slowly like a flower, and it held the sun 
long, long before it slowly, slowly folded. Then my homesickness went. I 
not only didn’t want to be in England, I began to love Italy, and the thought 
of it — the sun — even when it was too hot — always the sun — and a kind 
of wholeness which was good to bask in. 


All these two years I have been obsessed by the fear of death. This grew 
and grew and grew gigantic, and this it was that made me cling so, I think. 
Ten days ago it went, I care no more. It leaves me perfectly cold.... Life 
either stays or goes. 


I must put down here a dream. The first night I was in bed here, i.e. after 
my first day in bed, I went to sleep. And suddenly I felt my whole body 
breaking up. It broke up with a violent shock — an earthquake — and it 
broke like glass. A long terrible shiver, you understand — the spinal cord 
and the bones and every bit and particle quaking. It sounded in my ears a 
low, confused din, and there was a sense of floating greenish brilliance, like 
broken glass. When I woke I thought that there had been a violent 
earthquake. But all was still. It slowly dawned upon me — the conviction 
that in that dream I died. I shall go on living now — it may be for months, 
or for weeks or days or hours. Time is not. In that dream I died. The spirit 
that is the enemy of death and quakes so and is so tenacious was shaken out 
of me. I am (December 15, 1919) a dead woman, and / dont care. It might 
comfort others to know that one gives up caring; but they’d not believe any 
more than I did until it happened. And, oh, how strong was its hold upon 
me! How I adored life and dreaded death! 

I'd like to write my books and spend some happy time with J. (not very 
much faith withal) and see L. in a sunny place and pick violets — all kinds 
of flowers. I’d like to do heaps of things, really. But I don’t mind if I do not 
do them.... Honesty (why?) is the only thing one seems to prize beyond 
life, love, death, everything. It alone remaineth. O you who come after me, 
will you believe it? At the end truth is the only thing worth having: it’s 
more thrilling than love, more joyful and more passionate. It simply cannot 
fail. All else fails. I, at any rate, give the remainder of my life to it and it 
alone. 

December 15. I'd like to write a long, long story on this and call it “Last 
Words to Life.” One ought to write it. And another on the subject of Hate. 

December. It often happens to me now that when I lie down to sleep at 
night, instead of getting drowsy, I feel more wakeful and, lying here in bed, 
I begin to Jive over either scenes from real life or imaginary scenes. It’s not 
too much to say they are almost hallucinations: they are marvellously vivid. 
I lie on my right side and put my left hand up to my forehead as though I 
were praying. This seems to induce the state. Then, for instance, it is 10.30 
p.m. on a big liner in mid ocean. People are beginning to leave the Ladies’ 
Cabin. Father puts his head in and asks if “one of you would care for a walk 
before you turn in. It’s glorious up on deck.” That begins it. I am there. 
Details: Father rubbing his gloves, the cold air — the night air, the pattern 
of everything, the feel of the brass stair-rail and the rubber stairs. Then the 


deck — the pause while the cigar is_ lighted, the look of all in the 
moonlight, the steadying hum of the ship, the first officer on deck, so far 
aloft the bells, the steward going into the smoking-room with a tray, 
stepping over the high, brass-bound step.... All these things are far realer, 
more in detail, richer than life. And I believe I could go on until ... There’s 
no end to tt. 

I can do this about everything. Only there are no personalities. Neither 
am I there personally. People are only part of the silence, not of the pattern 
— vastly different from that — part of the scheme. I could always do this to 
a certain extent; but it’s only since I was really ill that this — shall we call 
it?— “consolation prize” has been given to me. My God! it’s a marvellous 
thing. 

I can call up certain persons — Doctor S. for instance. And then I 
remember how I used to say to J. and R. “He was looking very beautiful to- 
day.” I did not know what I was saying. But when I so summon him and see 
him ‘in relation,’ he is marvellously beautiful. There again he comes 
complete, to every detail, to the shape of his thumbs, to looking over his 
glasses, his lips as he writes, and particularly in all connected with putting 
the needle into the syringe.... I relive all this at will. 

“Any children?” he said, taking his stethoscope as I struggled with my 
nightgown. 

“No, no children.” 

But what would he have said if I’d told him that until a few days ago I 
had had a little child, aged five and three quarters, of indeterminate sex? 
Some days it was a boy. For two years now it had very often been a little 
girl... 

December. Surely I do know more than other people: I have suffered 
more, and endured more. I know how they long to be happy, and how 
precious is an atmosphere that is loving, a climate that is not frightening. 
Why do I not try to bear this in mind, and try to cultivate my garden? Now I 
descend to a strange place among strangers. Can I not make myself felt as a 
real personal force? (why should you?) Ah, but I should. I have had 
experiences unknown to them. I should by now have learnt C.’s obiter 
dictum — how true it might be. It must be. 

[Towards the end of December, worried by the depression of her letters, I 
went to Ospedaletti for a fortnight to see K.M.] 


December 30. Calm day. In garden read early poems in Oxford Book. 
Discussed our future library. In the evening read Dostoevsky. In the 
morning discussed the importance of ‘eternal life.” Played our famous Stone 
Game (Cape Sixpence and Cornwall).! 


December 31. Long talk over house. Foster said I could walk. Sea 
sounded like an island sea. Happy. Lovely fire in my bedroom. Succés 
éclatant avec demon before dinner. Listened to Wingley’s fiddle. The 
wooden bed. 


1920 


January |. J. prepares to go. Drying figs on the stove, and white socks 
drying from the mantel-piece. A dish of oranges and rain-wet leaves — a 
pack of cards on the table. It rains but it is warm. The jonquil is in bud. We 
linger at the door. L.M. sings. 

January 2. J. left for London. The house very empty and quiet. I was ill 
all day — exhausted. In the afternoon fell asleep over my work and missed 
the post. My heart won’t lie down. No post. During the night the cat picture 
became terrifying. 

January 3. A load of wood. Sent review. Cold day. Miss S. called — 
deadly dull. Her yawn and recovery. Storm of wind and rain. I had 
nightmare about J. He and I ‘separated.’ Miss S. talked about tulips, but she 
makes all sound so fussy: the threads of her soul all ravelled. 

January 4. Cold, wet, windy, terrible weather. Fought it all day. Horribly 
depressed. D. came to tea; but it was no good. Worked. Two wires from J. 
According to promise. I cannot write. The jonquils are out, weak and pale. 
Black clouds pull over. 

Immediately the sun goes in I am overcome — again the black fit takes 
me. I hate the sea. There is naught to do but work. But how can I work 
when this awful weakness makes even the pen like a walking-stick? 

January 5. Nuit blanche. Decided at 3 a.m. that D. was a homicidal 
maniac. Certain of this. Started my story, ‘Late Spring.’ A cold bitter day. 
Worked on Tchehov all day and then at my story till 11 p.m. Anna came. 
We talked about her to her face in English. No letters. Post Office strike. 
Anna’s bow and velvet blouse. 

January 6. Black day. Dark, no sky to be seen; a livid sea; a noise of 
boiling in the air. Dreamed the cats died of anti-pneumonia. Heart attack 8 
a.m. Awful day. No relief for a moment. Couldn’t work. At night changed 
the position of my bed. At five o’clock I thought I was at sea tossing — for 
ever. N.B. 

January 7. On the verandah. I don’t want a God to praise or to entreat, 
but to share my vision with. This afternoon looking at the primula after the 
rain. I want no one to dance and wave their arms. I only want to feel they 
see, too. 


January 8. Black. A day spent in Hell. Unable to do anything. Took 
brandy. Determined not to weep — wept. Sense of isolation frightful. I 
shall die if I don’t escape. Nauseated, faint, cold with misery. Oh, I must 
survive it somehow. 

January 9. Black. Another of them. In the afternoon Foster came and 
agreed I must leave here. Somehow or other I wrote a column. Broke my 
watch glass. In the evening L.M. and I were more nearly friendly than we 
have been for years. I couldn’t rest or sleep. The roaring of the sea was 
insufferable. 

January 10. Spent the evening writing another column. Help me, God! 
And then L.M. came in to say I was half-an-hour slow. Just did it in time. 
Had talk with L.M. Our friendship is returning — in the old fashion. 
Thought out “The Exile.”! Appalling night of misery. 

January 11. Worked from 9.30 till a quarter after midnight only stopping 
to eat. Finished the story. Lay awake then until 5.30 too excited to sleep. In 
the sea drowned souls sang all night. I thought of everything in my life, and 
it all came back so vividly.... These are the worst days of my whole life. 

January 12. Posted the story and a telegram. Very tired. The sea howled 
and boomed and roared away. When will this cup pass from me? Oh, 
misery! I cannot sleep. I lie retracing my steps — going over all the old life 
before.... 

! Afterwards called “The Man without a Temperament”; see Bliss. 


January 13. Bad day. A curious smoky effect over the coast. I crawled 
and crept about the garden in the afternoon. I feel terribly weak and all the 
time on the verge of breaking down. Tried to work; could not work. At six 
o’clock went back to bed. Had a dreadful nightmare. 

January 14. Foster came: says my lung is remarkably better, but must rest 
absolutely for two months and not attempt to walk at all. I have got a 
“bigger chance.” Bell rang at night. My eye pains me. Cannot get a move 
on. Dreamed about B. She gave me her baby to mind. 

January 15. Sat in my room watching the day change to evening. The fire 
like a golden stag. Thinking of the past always; dreaming it over. The cotton 
plant has turned yellow. To-night the sea is down. P.O. strike. No, no letters. 

January 16. Wrote and sent reviews. Stayed in bed, worked. Had a bath. 
The day was very lovely. I had to work hard. In the evening began my new 
story “A Strange Mistake.”! P.O. strike for letters and telegrams. At night I 


could not sleep. My life in London seems immeasurably far and all like a 
dream. L.M. talked of herself as a child. 

January 17. Postal strike: no letters, no wire. Tearing up and sorting the 
old letters. The 

' Subsequently called The Wrong House: see “Something Childish, and 
Other Stories,” where it is wrongly dated 1919. 

feeling that comes — the anguish — the words that fly out into one’s 
breast: My darling! My wife! Oh, what anguish! Oh, will it ever be the 
same? Lay awake at night listening to the voices. Two men seemed to sing 
— a tenor and a baritone: then the drowned began. 

January 18. No letters: strike still on. A fine day. But what is that to me? 
I am an invalid. I spend my life in bed. Read Shakespeare in the morning. I 
feel I cannot bear this silence to-day. I am haunted by thoughts. 

January 19. No letters or papers. V. came; and Mrs. V. and Miss S. in 
white. “The trouble I’ve had with you, Mrs. Murry, and the expense it’s put 
me to — more fuss than if you’d died there.” The women against the 
flowers were so lovely — even Miss S. I had a dreadful crying fit about 
“noise and cleanliness.” It was horrible. 

January 20. Washed my hair. L.M. out all day. Here alone — a perfect 
day. I wandered in the garden.... There was a ship, white and solid on the 
water. Overcoat disappeared. The fire in my room and the double light. All 
was exquisitely beautiful. “Good-bye.” It now believes we are going and it 
is safe. 

January 21. A day like a dream. V.’s hair, stick, jacket, teeth, tie — all to 
be remembered. “To use a volgarism, I’m fed up.” The journey — the 
flowers — and these women here. Jinnie’s black satin neckcloth and pearl 
pin. This exquisite cleanliness turns me into a cat. 

[On this day K.M. finally left the Casetta for a nursing home in 
Mentone. | 

January 22. Saw the doctor: a fool. The Casetta left to itself: the little 
winds blowing, the shutters shut, the cotton plant turning yellow. Spent a 
tiring morning. My heart hurts me. The meals downstairs are a fearful 
strain. But the people naive. 

January 23. Saw two of the doctors — an ass, and an ass. Spent the day 
at my window. It was very lovely and fair. But I was trying to work all day 
and could not get down to it. In the night had appalling nightmare. 


January 24. Cousin C. brought the tiny dog to see me — a ravishing 
animal. The same despairing desire to work, and could not work. I suppose 
I started reviewing T. nine or ten times. Felt very tired as a result of this. 

January 25. The meals here are a horror. I seem to be sitting hours and 
hours there, and the people are ugly. Nevertheless, thank God I am here, in 
sound of the train, in reach of the post. 

January 26. Felt ill with fatigue and cold and my lungs hurt. It is because 
I am not working. All is a bit of a nightmare for that reason. My temper is 
so bad! I feel I am horrid and can’t stop it. It’s a bad feeling. 

January 27. The woman who does the massage is not really any good. 
My life is queer here. I like my big airy room, but to work is so hard. At the 
back of my mind I am so wretched. But all the while I am thinking over my 
philosophy — the defeat of the personal. 

January 28. 1 shall not remember what happened on this day. It is a 
blank. At the end of my life I may want it, may long to have it. There was a 
new moon: that I remember. But who came or what I did — all 1s lost. It’s 
just a day missed, a day crossing the line. 

January 30. I tried all day to work and feel dog-tired. Perhaps it’s the 
massage. Jinnie came to see me and brought me a present from her little 
dog. 

January 31. Changed my room for this other. I prefer it. It is more snug 
and there is only one bed. 

February 1. My room is horrible. Very noisy: a constant clatter and a 
feeling as though it were doorless. French people don’t care a hang how 
much noise they make. I hate them for it. Stayed in bed; felt very ill, but 
don’t mind because of the reason. The food was really appalling: nothing to 
eat. At night o/d Casetta feelings, like madness. Voices and words and half- 
visions. 


February 2. Connie and Jinnie came and brought a notice of my book 
[“Bliss”]. I brought in more flowers. Saw the lovely palm. Love will win if 
only I can stick to it. It will win after all and through all. 

February 3. Went for a little walk in the garden and saw all the pale 
violets. The beauty of palm trees. I fell in love with a tree. Japonica is a 
lovely flower, but people never grow enough of it. 

February 4. Horrible day. I lay all day and half slept in this new way — 
hearing voices. 


February 5. Went for a drive. All the way gay. The house and the girl. 
Couldn’t work: slept again. Dreadful pain in joints. Fearfully noisy house! 
Saw an orange-tree, an exquisite shape against the sky: when the fruit is 
ripe the leaves are pale yellow. 

February 6. Determined to review two books to-day and to get on with 
“Second Helping.” Saw the fool of a doctor to-day. Diddle-dum-dum-dee! 
Cod is the only word! Bad-in-age! Flat-ter-ie! Gal-ant-ter-1e! Frogs!!! Vous 
pouvez vous promener. Liar. The palm tree. Did not finish review; but no 
matter, it goes. 

February 7. House in a perfect uproar. Dreadfully nervous. Dressmaker 
came and her little apprentice who gave me the flowers. Had a bath — but 
all was in a tearing hurry and clatter. Had a strange dream. “She is one with 
the moonlight.” George Sand — ma sceur. 

February 8. To Villa Flora. In the garden with the unhappy woman lying 
on the hard bench. The Spanish brocade cloth — the piece of heliotrope. 
Jinnie’s plan that I shall go and live there. Came back and wrote it all to J. 
in delight. I for the first time think I should like to join the Roman Catholic 
Church. I must have something. 

[Shortly afterwards K.M. left the nursing home to stay at the Villa Flora 
with her cousin Miss Beauchamp and her friend Miss Fullerton, whose 
devoted care of her was rewarded by a rapid and remarkable improvement 
in her health. ] 


Anguish. 


The postman was late. She rang and asked the eternal ‘déja passé?’ and 
heard the eternal ‘pas encore, Madame.’ At last Armand appeared with a 
letter and the papers. The letter she read. And then it happened again, again 
there seemed to be a dreadful loud shaking and trembling: her heart leaped. 
She sank down in the bed. She began to weep and could not stop. 

The first bell rang. She got up, she began to dress, crying and cold. The 
second bell. She sat down and steeled herself; her throat ached, ached. She 
powdered herself thickly and went downstairs. In the lift: “Armand, 
cherchezmoi une voiture pour deux heures juste.” And then one hour and a 
quarter in the brilliant glaring noisy salle, sipping wine to stop crying, and 
seeing all the animals crack up the food. The waiters kept jerking her chair, 
offering food. It was no good. She left and went upstairs, but that was fatal. 
Had she a home? A little cat? Was she any man’s wife? Was it all over? 


She dressed and went downstairs into the horrible hall, because there, 
with the monde drinking coffee, she dared not cry. A little brougham drove 
up with an old dragging man. She got in. “A la poste!” Oh, these little 
broughams, what she had gone through in them! the blue-buttoned interior, 
the blue cords and ivory tassels, all, all! She leaned back and lifted her veil 
and dried her tears. But it was no use. The post office was full. She had to 
wait in a queue for the telegrams among horrible men who shouted over her 
shoulder, horrible men. And now, where? A dose of sal volatile at the 
chemist’s. While he made it up she walked quickly up and down the shop, 
twisting her hands. There was a box of Kolynos. It spoke of him, him in her 
room, talking about the foam, saying he’d leave his behind. Four francs 
seventy-five. 

She bought and drank the mixture, and now, where? She got into the cab 
— the old man hung at the door — she couldn’t speak. Suddenly down the 
road on the opposite side, looking very grave came Frances. She crossed 
over and taking her hand said “Deo gratias.” And she was silent a moment. 
Then she said suddenly, “Come along and see M’Laren now. Let’s fix it 
now this moment.” They waited in a very quiet room, rich with books and 
old dark coloured prints, and dark highly polished furniture. Frances went 
out for a preparatory talk and then came back for her and they entered the 
doctor’s room. He was short, dry, with a clipped beard and fine brown eyes. 
A fire burned: there were books everywhere. German books too. Frances 
stayed while the long familiar careful examination went on again. The 
doctor took infinite pains. When he had done she dressed, and Frances said: 
“Doctor, it’s the desire of my life to cure this — little friend of mine. You 
must let me have her, you must let me do it.” And after a pause which the 
other thought final, he said: “I think it would be ideal for her to be with you. 
She ought not to have to suffer noise and the constant sight of repellent 
people. She is highly sensitive and her disease — of such long standing, has 
increased it a thousandfold.” He was quiet, grave, gentle. Oh, if they could 
have known or seen her heart that had been stabbed and stabbed. But she 
managed to smile and thank the doctor, and then Frances put her back into 
the brougham, and it was arranged she would leave in a week. 

All the afternoon she had been seeing wallflowers. Let her never have a 
sprig of wallflowers — if ever she had a garden. Oh, anguish of life! Oh, 
bitter, bitter Life! That reminded her of wallflowers and Shakespeare. Yes, 
how in a Winter's Tale, Perdita refused gillyflowers in her garden. “They 


call them nature’s bastards.” She came back into her room and lay down. It 
was like Bavaria again, but worse, worse — and now she could not take a 
drug, or anything, She must just bear it and go on. 


The Glimpse. 


And yet one has these ‘glimpses’, before which all that one ever has written 
(what has one written?) — all (yes, all) that one ever has read, pales.... The 
waves, as I drove home this afternoon, and the high foam, how it was 
suspended in the air before it fell.... What is it that happens in that moment 
of suspension? It is timeless. In that moment (what do I mean?) the whole 
life of the soul is contained. One is flung up — out of life — one is ‘held’, 
and then, — down, bright, broken, glittering on to the rocks, tossed back, 
part of the ebb and flow. 

I don’t want to be sentimental. But while one hangs, suspended in the air, 
held, — while I watched the spray, I was conscious for life of the white sky 
with a web of torn grey over it; of the slipping, sliding, slithering sea; of the 
dark woods blotted against the cape; of the flowers on the tree I was 
passing; and more — of a huge cavern where my selves (who were like 
ancient sea-weed gatherers) mumbled, indifferent and intimate ... and this 
other self apart in the carriage, grasping the cold knob of her umbrella, 
thinking of a ship, of ropes stiffened with white paint and the wet, flapping 
oilskins of sailors.... Shall one ever be at peace with oneself? Ever quiet 
and uninterrupted — without pain — with the one whom one loves under 
the same roof? Is it too much to ask? 


February 29. Oh, to be a writer, a real writer given up to it and to it 
alone! Oh, I failed to-day; I turned back, looked over my shoulder, and 
immediately it happened, I felt as though I too were struck down. The day 
turned cold and dark on the instant. It seemed to belong to summer twilight 
in London, to the clang of the gates as they close the garden, to the deep 
light painting the high houses, to the smell of leaves and dust, to the lamp- 
light, to that stirring of the senses, to the languor of twilight, the breath of it 
on one’s cheek, to all those things which (I feel to-day) are gone from me 
for ever.... I feel to-day that I shall die soon and suddenly: but not of my 
lungs. 

There are moments when Dickens is possessed by this power of writing: 
he is carried away. That is bliss. It certainly is not shared by writers to-day. 


The death of Cheedle: dawn falling upon the edge of night. One realises 
exactly the mood of the writer and how he wrote, as it were, for himself, but 
it was not his will. He was the falling dawn, and he was the physician going 
to Bar. And again when ... 


Le temps des lilas et le temps des roses 
Ne reviendra plus ce printemps-ci, 

Le temps des lilas et le temps des roses 
Est passé — le temps des ceillets aussi. 


Le vent a changé — les cieux sont moroses 
Et nous n’irons pas couper et cueillir 

Les lilas en fleurs et les belles roses; 

Le printemps est triste et ne peut fleurir. 


O joyeux et doux printemps de |’année 
Qui vint, l’an passé, nous ensoleiller; 
Notre fleur d’amour est si bien fanée 
Las! que ton baiser ne peut |’éveiller. 


Et toi, que fais-tu? pas de fleurs écloses 
Point de gai soleil ni d’ombrages frais; 

Le temps des lilas et le temps des roses 
Avec notre amour est mort a jamais. 


Life’s a queer thing. I read this to-day, and in my mind I heard it sung in a 
very pure voice to a piano, and it seemed to me to be part of the great pain 
of youthful love. 


Wickedness. 


I kissed her. Her cheek felt cold, white, and somehow moist. It was like 
kissing a church candle. I looked into her eyes: they were pale, flickering 
with dim, far-off lights. She smelled faintly of incense. Her skirt was 
rubbed and bulged at the knees. 


“But how could you say that about the Blessed Virgin!” said she. “It must 
have hurt Our Lady so terribly.” 

And I saw the B.V. throwing away her copy of Je ne parle pas Francais 
and saying: “Really, this K.M. is all that her friends say of her to me.” 


Roosters and Hens. 


By night and at early morning I love to listen to my darling roosters 
crowing to one another from lonely yards. Each one has a different note: I 
have never heard two roosters crow alike. But the hens who seem from their 
cackle to be laying eggs all day long sound as like one another as ... as ... 
In fact there’s no possible distinguishing between them. L.M. says they are 
not al/ laying eggs. Some of them are frightened, surprised, excited, or just 
— playful. But this seems to me to make the affair even more ... 
humiliating. 

April 4. Easter eggs in the folded napkins. A Happy Easter. We drink to 
absent friends, but carelessly, not knowing whether to bow or no. 

April 9. Cold and windy. Out of the window the writhing palms — the 
dust —— the woman with a black veil. I feel I must live alone, alone, alone 
— with artists only to touch the door. Every artist cuts off his ear and nails 
it on the outside of the door for the others to shout into. 

April I. I never can remember what happens. It is so without outline. 
“Yesterday” falls into the general shade. But all the time one looks back and 
there are wonders. There is always Miss H. stretching out her hands to the 
great defiant mosquito — crying with a kind of groan— “Oh, the darlings!” 
That remains for ever. And then one must never forget the dog which gets 
all the love of children. “Going nice ta-tas, my ducksie pet!” 

April 12. Went to the fish museum at Monaco. Must remember the 
bubbles as the man plunged the rod into the tanks. The young girl. How 
naice! Young girls make me feel forty. Well, one certainly doesn’t want to 
look 21. The woman with her three little children at Monte.... 

[At the end of April K.M. returned to England, to her house in 
Hampstead. | 

August 9. “And if a man will consider life in its whole circuit, and see 
how superabundantly it is furnished with what is extra-ordinary and 
beautiful and great, he shall soon know for what we were born.” 

August 9. I should like to have a secret code to put on record what I feel 
to-day. If I forget it, may my right hand forget its cunning ... the lifted 


curtain ... the hand at the fire with the ring and stretched fingers ... no, it’s 
snowing ... the telegram to say he’s not ... just the words arrive 8.31. But if 
I say more I'll give myself away. 

[Later.] I wrote this because there is a real danger of forgetting that kind 
of intensity, and it won’t do. 

December 8, 1920. No, there is no danger of forgetting. 

August 12. More beautiful by far than a morning in spring or summer. 
The mist — the trees standing in it — not a leaf moves — not a breath stirs. 
There is a faint smell of burning. The sun comes slowly — slowly the room 
grows lighter. Suddenly, on the carpet, there is a square of pale, red light. 
The bird in the garden goes ‘snip — snip — snip’ — a little wheezy, like 
the sound of a knife-grinder. The nasturtiums blaze in the garden: their 
leaves are pale. On the lawn, his paws tucked under him, sits the black and 
white cat.... 

August. I cough and cough, and at each breath a dragging, boiling, 
bubbling sound is heard. I feel that my whole chest is boiling. I sip water, 
spit, sip, spit. I feel I must break my heart. And I can’t expand my chest; it’s 
as though the chest had collapsed.... Life is — getting a new breath. 
Nothing else counts. 

“Can’t you help me? Can’t you?” But even while she asked him she 
smiled as if it didn’t matter so much whether he could or couldn’t. 

My nature ... my nerves ... the question is whether I shall change or not. 
Per-sonally.... You see him? And he has a friend, a confidant, an old 
schoolfellow, small, shabby, with a wooden leg, whom he has re- 
discovered. He’s married. The friend enters the new ménage. Little by little 
he gets to know the wife. No tragedy. He feels like a one-legged sparrow. 
Talking together in the house before she comes in. “Is that you, Beaty? Can 
we have some tea?” 

Let the sparrow — let the sparrow — suffer the sparrow to.... 

Charades. Roger of course commits suicide, cuts his throat with a paper 
knife and gurgles his life away. 


[The following notes evidently refer to the first conception of the 
unfinished story called Weak Heart, which is included in “The Doves’ 
Nest” (see page 183). The date shows that K.M. had cherished the idea of 
the story a long while.] 


September. The daughter of the watch-smith. Her piano-playing. Her 
weak heart, queer face, queer voice, awful clothes. The violets in their 
garden. Her little mother and father. The scene at the Baths: the coldness, 
the blueness of the children, her size in the red twill bathing-dress, trimmed 
with white braid. The steps down to the water — the rope across. 

Edie has a brother Siegfried. 17. You never know whether he has begun 
to shave or not. He and Edie walk in arm in arm.... Her Sunday hat is 
trimmed beyond words. 

Oh, that tree at the corner of May Street! I forgot it until this moment. It 
was dark and hung over the street like a great shadow. The father was fair 
and youthful to look at. He was a clockmaker. 

[The following entries belong to September 1920, and were made on the 
journey to the Villa Isola Bella at Mentone, where K.M. spent the winter of 
that year. ] 


Feminine Psychology. 


“Tt is said that the turtledove never drinks clear water, but always muddies it 
first with its foot so that it may the better suit its pensive mind.” 
Isola Bella: How shall I buy it? 


Southward Bound. 


Lying facing the window I woke early. The blind was half pulled down. A 
deep pink light flew in the sky, and the shapes of the trees, ancient barns, 
towers, walls were all black. The pools and rivers were quicksilver. Nearing 
Avignon, the orchard in the first rays of sunlight shone with gold fruit: 
apples flashed like stars. 

L.M.’s legs dangled. She dropped down, slowly waving her big grey legs, 
as though something pulled her, dragged her — the tangle of rich blue 
weeds on the red carpet. 

“A-vig ... Avig ... Avig-non.” she said. 

“One of the loveliest names in the world done to death,” said I. “A name 
that spans the ancient town like a bridge.” 

She was very impressed. But then George Moore could impress her. 


Woman and Woman. 


What I feel is: She is never for one fraction of a second unconscious. If I 
sigh, I know that her head lifts. I know that those grave large eyes solemnly 
fix on me: Why did she sigh? If I turn she suggests a cushion or another 
rug. If I turn again, then it is my back. Might she try to rub it for me? There 
is no escape. All night: a faint rustle, the smallest cough, and her soft voice 
asks: “Did you speak? Can I do anything?” If I do absolutely nothing then 
she discovers my fatigue under my eyes. There is something profound and 
terrible in this eternal desire to establish contact. 


Man and Woman. 


Mysterious is man and woman. She sat on a flat seat in the corridor and he 
stood above her while the dark fat man beat them up a couple of beds. She 
looked sulky, stubborn and bored. But it was plain to see she suited him. 

“Bang on the door when you’re ready, old girl!” 

And the door slammed. He sat on the flap-seat, smoothed his thin smooth 
hair, folded his bony hands. A neat foot dangled from a trim ankle. The 
light shone on his glasses. Seeing him thus one could not imagine a man 
who looked less like a woman’s man. But I admired him immensely. I was 
proud of them as “made in England.” 


Breakfast Time. 


It grew hot. Everywhere the light quivered green-gold. The white soft road 
unrolled, with plane-trees casting a trembling shade. There were piles of 
pumpkins and gourds: outside the house the tomatoes were spread in the 
sun. Blue flowers and red flowers and tufts of deep purple flared in the 
road-side hedges. A young boy, carrying a branch, stumbled across a yellow 
field, followed by a brown high-stepping little goat. We bought figs for 
breakfast, immense thin-skinned ones. They broke in one’s fingers and 
tasted of wine and honey. Why is the northern fig such a chaste fair-haired 
virgin, such a soprano? The melting contraltos sing through the ages. 


England and France. 


The great difference: England so rich, with the green bowers of the hops 
and gay women and children with their arms lifted, pausing to watch the 


train. A flock of yellow hens, led by a red rooster, streamed across the edge 
of the field. But France: an old man in a white blouse was cutting a field of 
small clover with an old-fashioned half-wooden scythe. The tops of the 
flowers were burnt; the stooks (are they stooks?) were like small heaps of 
half-burned tobacco. 

[Marie of the following notes was the bonne at the Villa Isola Bella. | 


Marie. 


October. She is little and grey with periwinkle — I feel inclined to write 
peritwinkle — blue eyes and swift, sweeping gestures. Annette said she is 
“une personne trés supérieure — la veuve d’un cocher,” and “qu’elle a son 
appartement a Nice.... Mais, que voulez-vous? La vie est si chére. On est 
forcé.” But Marie does not look like any of these imposing, substantial 
things. She is far too gay, too laughing, too light, to have ever been more 
than a feather in the coachman’s hat. As to an appartement, I suspect it was 
a chair at a window which overlooked a market. 

Throttling, strangling by the throat, a helpless, exhausted little black silk 
bag. 

But one says not a word and to the best of one’s belief gives no sign. I 
went out into the gentle rain and saw the rainbow. It deepens; it shone 
down into the sea and it faded: it was gone. The small gentle rain fell on the 
other side of the world. Frail — Frail. I felt Life was no more than this. 


Marie and the Cauliflower. 


“Mon pauvre mari rolled over and said: Tu as peur? Que tu es béte! Ce sont 
des rats. Douze encore.” | thought, after she told me, and these words kept 
rippling and rippling through my mind, something had disturbed the long 
silent forgotten surface. How many of his words were remembered? Did 
anybody ever quote the living words he’d spoken? “Zu as peur? Que tu es 
béte!’ Words spoken at night, in the dark, strangely intimate, reassuring. He 
turned over and lifted himself in his grave as Marie spoke. Mournful, 
mournful.... 

“What about a cauliflower?” I said. “A cauliflower with white sauce.” 

“But they are so dear, Madame,” wailed Marie. “So dear. One little 
cauliflower for 2 fr. 50. It’s robbery, it’s ...” 


Suddenly through the kitchen window I saw the moon. It was so 
marvellously beautiful that I walked out of the kitchen door, through the 
garden and leaned over the gate before I knew what I was doing. The cold 
bars of the gate stopped me. The moon was full, transparent, glittering. It 
hung over the sighing sea. I looked at it for a long time. Then I turned 
round, and the little house faced me — a little white house quivering with 
light, a house like a candle shining behind a feather of mimosa-tree. I had 
utterly forgotten these things when I was ordering the dinner. I went back 
to the kitchen. 

“Let us have a cauliflower at any price,” I said firmly. 

And Marie muttered, bending over a pot — could she have understood? 
— “En effet, the times are dangerous!” 


Foundlings. 


“Does nobody want that piece of bread and butter?” says L.M. You would 
really think from her tone that she was saving the poor little darling from 
the river or worse, willing to adopt it as her own child and bring it up so 
that it never should know it was once unwanted. She cannot bear to see 
solitary little pieces of bread and butter or lonely little cakes — or even a 
lump of sugar that someone has cruelly, heartlessly left in his saucer. And 
when you offer her the big cake, she says resignedly: “Oh, well, my dear, 
I'll just try”, as though she knew how sensitive and easily hurt the poor old 
chap’s feelings were, if he’s passed by. After all, it can’t hurt her. 

L.M. 1s also exceedingly fond of bananas. But she eats them so slowly, so 
terribly slowly. Ah, they know it — somehow they realise what is in store 
for them when she reaches out her hand. I have seen bananas turn 
absolutely livid with terror, or grow pale — pale as ashes. 


The Kiss. 


... | kissed her. Her flesh felt cold, pale, soft. I thought of nuns who have 
prayed all night in cold churches.... All her warmth and colour and passion 
she had offered up in prayer, in cold ancient churches.... She was chill, 
severe, pale; the light flickered in her raised eyes like the light of candles; 
her skirt was worn shiny over her peaked knees; she smelled faintly of 
incense. “No, Father. Yes, Father. Do you think so, Father?” (But still I 
haven’t said what I wanted to say.) October 18, 1920. 


The Doll. 


“Well, look!” muttered Miss Sparrow.! “I’ve nothing to be ashamed of. 
Look as much as you like. I defy you. It’s what I’ve wanted all my life,” she 
cried brokenly, “and now I’ve got it. I defy you. I defy the world!” And she 
drew herself up in front of the window, proudly, proudly; her eyes flashed, 
her lips gleamed. She pressed the doll to her flat bosom. She was the 
Unmarried Mother. 

Of course, I cant write that. I’m surprised to have made such a crude 
note. That’s the raw idea, as they say. What I ought to do, though, 1s to write 
it, somehow, immediately, even if it’s not good enough to print. My chief 
fault, my overwhelming fault is not writing it out. Well, now that I know it 
(and the disease is of very long standing) why don’t I begin, at least, to 
follow a definite treatment? It is my experience that when an ‘evil’ is 
recognised, any delay in attempting to eradicate it is fatally weakening. And 
I, who love order, with my mania for the ‘clean sweep,’ for every single 
thing being ship-shape — I to know there’s such an ugly spot in my mind! 
Weeds flourish in neglect. I must keep my garden open to the light and in 
order. I must at all costs plant these bulbs and not leave them (oh, 
shameful!) to rot on the garden paths. To-day (October 18, 1920) is 
Monday. I have raised my right hand and sworn. Am I ever happy except 
when overcoming difficulties? Never. Am I ever free from the sense of 
guilt, even? Never. After I had finished that slight sketch, The Young Girl, 
wasn’t there a moment which surpasses all other moments? Oh, yes. Then 
— why do you hesitate? How can you? I take my oath. Not one day shall 
pass without I write something — original. 

December 14. The baby became covered with inkspots and served as a 
little reminder for days of the things she had forgotten to say and the things 
she might have said so differently. 

' See entry of January 24, 1922. 


The Little Cat. 


“Here he used to sit and sometimes on the path below there sat a small 
white and yellow cat with a tiny flattened face. It sat very still and its little 
peaked shadow lay beside it.... 

“This little cat never ran straight. It wound its way along the path, 
skirting the tufts of grass, crept now by the fence, now to the side of a 


rubbish-heap, and its little paws seemed to touch the ground as lightly as 
possible as though it were afraid of being followed, — traced.” 

I shan’t say it like that. It’s only a note. But Ah, my darling, how often 
have I watched your small, silent progress! I shall not forget you, my little 
cat, as you ran along your beat on this whirling earth. 

When Jean-Paul was undressed, his breast was like a small cage of bent 
bamboos. And she hated to see it. “Cover yourself!” And he shot his small 
arms into his woollen shirt. 


Why Suffer? 


“T don’t want you to be other than yourself. ...” 

“But if I am myself I won’t do what you ask me to do.... I feel its forcing 
me. It’s not me; it’s not my geste.” 

They looked at each other and for some reason they smiled, actually 
smiled. 

“T really and truly don’t Anow what I want to do. Life isn’t so simple as 
all that, you know....” 

And the music went on, gay, soothing, reassuring. All will be well, said 
the music. Life is so easy ... so easy. Why suffer ...? 

This is the music when the elephants come in to drink out of bottles. 
Then the clown comes in and takes the bottles away and drinks himself. 


The Last Waiting-Room. 


One must write a story about a doctor’s waiting-room. The glass doors with 
the sun from outside shining through; the autumn trees pale and fine; the 
cyclamen, like wax. Now a cart shakes by. 

Think of the strange places that illness carries one into; the strange 
people among whom one passes from hand to hand; the succession of 
black-coated gentlemen to whom she’d whispered 99, 44, 1 — 2 — 3. The 
last waiting-room. All before had been so cheerful. 

“Then you don’t think my case is hopeless?” 

“The disease is of long standing, but certainly not hopeless.” This one, 
however, leaned back and said: “You really want to know?” 

“Yes, of course. Oh, you can be quite frank with me.” 

“Then, I do!” 

The carriage came and drove her away, her head buried in her collar. 


But the champagne was no good at all. I had to drink it because it was 
there; but there was something positively malicious in the way the little 
bubbles hurled themselves to the brim, danced, broke. They seemed to be 
jeering at me. 


Suffering. 


I should like this to be accepted as my confession. 

There is no limit to human suffering. When one thinks: “Now I have 
touched the bottom of the sea — now I can go no deeper,” one goes deeper. 
And so it is for ever. I thought last year in Italy, Any shadow more would be 
death. But this year has been so much more terrible that I think with 
affection of the Casetta! Suffering is boundless, it is eternity. One pang is 
eternal torment. Physical suffering is — child’s play. To have one’s breast 
crushed by a great stone — one could laugh! 

I do not want to die without leaving a record of my belief that suffering 
can be overcome. For I do believe it. What must one do? There is no 
question of what is called ‘passing beyond it.’ This is false. 

One must submit. Do not resist. Take it. Be overwhelmed. Accept it fully. 
Make it part of life. 

Everything in life that we really accept undergoes a change. So suffering 
must become Love. This is the mystery. This is what I must do. I must pass 
from personal love to greater love. I must give to the whole of life what I 
gave to one. The present agony will pass — if it doesn’t kill. It won’t last. 
Now I am like a man who has had his heart torn out — but — bear it — 
bear it! As in the physical world, so in the spiritual world, pain does not last 
for ever. It is only so terribly acute now. It is as though a ghastly accident 
had happened. If I can cease reliving all the shock and horror of it, cease 
going over it, I will get stronger. 

Here, for a strange reason, rises the figure of Doctor Sorapure. He was a 
good man. He helped me not only to bear pain, but he suggested that 
perhaps bodily ill-health is necessary, is a repairing process, and he was 
always telling me to consider how man plays but a part in the history of the 
world. My simple kindly doctor was pure of heart as Tchehov was pure of 
heart. But for these ills one is one’s own doctor. If ‘suffering’ is not a 
repairing process, I will make it so. I will learn the lesson it teaches. These 
are not idle words. These are not the consolations of the sick. 


Life is a mystery. The fearful pain will fade. I must turn to work. I must 
put my agony into something, change it. ‘Sorrow shall be changed into joy.’ 

It is to lose oneself more utterly, to love more deeply, to feel oneself part 
of life, — not separate. 

Oh Life! accept me — make me worthy — teach me. 

I write that. I look up. The leaves move in the garden, the sky is pale, and 
I catch myself weeping. It is hard — it is hard to make a good death.... 

To live — to live — that 1s all. And to leave life on this earth as Tchehov 
left 1t and Tolstoi. 

After a dreadful operation I remember that when I thought of the pain of 
being stretched out, I used to cry. Every time I felt it again, and it was 
unbearable. 

That is what one must control. Queer! The two people left are Tchehov 
— dead — and unheeding, indifferent Doctor Sorapure. They are the two 
good men I have known. 

19-12-1920 


Katherine Mansfield 


At the Bay. 


At last the milk white harbour catches the glitter and the gulls floating on 
the trembling water gleam like the shadows within a pearl. 

[See Six Years After, “The Doves’ Nest,” p. 115.] 

The house dog comes out of his kennel dragging the heavy chain and 
kalop-kalops at the water standing cold in the iron pan. The house cat 
emerges from nowhere and bounds on to the kitchen window sill waiting 
for her spill of warm morning milk. 

[See At the Bay, “The Garden Party,” p. 10.] 


Morning Children. 


Children! children! 
Oh no. Not yet. Oh, it can’t be time. Go away. I wont. Oh, why must I? 
Children! Children! 
They are being called by the cold servant girls. 


But they simply can’t get up. They simply must have one more little 
sleep — the best sleep of all — the warm, soft, darling little rabbit of a 
sleep.... Just let me hug it one minute more before it bounds away. 

Soft little girls rolled up in rounds, just their bunch of curls showing over 
the sheet top; little long pale boys stretching out their slender feet; other 
little boys lying on their bellies pressing their heads into the pillow; tiny 
little fellows with fresh cut hair sprouting from a tuft; little girls on their 
backs, their fists clenched, the bed-clothes anyhow, one foot dangling; girls 
with pig tails or rings of white paper snails instead of hair.... And now there 
is the sound of plunging water and all those youthful, warm bodies, the 
tender exposed boy children, and the firm compact little girls, lie down in 
the bath tubs and ruffle their shoulders scattering the bright drops as birds 
love to do with their wings.... 

Squeech! Squeech! Tchee! Quee! Little boys with plastered hair, clean 
collars and brand new boots squeak from the nursery to the lobby to the 
cupboard under the stairs where the school kits are hung. Furious young 
voices cry: “Who’s stolen my ink eraser that was in the well of my pencil 
box?” 

They hiss through their teeth at the stolid servant girls carrying the 
porridge pots: “You’ve been at this! Thief! Spy!!” 


The Stranger. 


“You merely find yourself in the old position of trying to change me. And I 
refuse to be changed. I won’t change. If I don’t feel these things — I don’t 
feel them and there’s an end of it.” 

For a moment he stood there, cold, frigid, grasping the door-handle, 
staring not at her but over her head. He looked like a stranger who had 
opened her door by accident, and felt it necessary, for some reason or other 
to explain the accident before he closed it again and went out of her life for 
ever. 


Weak Tea. 


... “I have just partaken of that saddest of things — a cup of weak tea. 
Oh, why must it be weak! How much more than pathetic it is to hear 
someone say as she puts it down before you: “I am afraid it is rather weak.” 
One feels such a brute to take advantage of it until it is a little stronger. I 


1°? 


grasp the cup; it seems to quiver — to breathe— “coward!” I confess, I can 
never hear a person at a tea party say (in that timid whisper you know, as 
though they were shamefully conscious): “Very weak for me, please,” 
without wanting to burst into tears. Not that I like desperately strong tea — 
No, let it be a moderate strength — tea that rings the bell. Very strong tea 
does seem to give you your penny back — in the teapot from the taste of it. 

Now and again Fred talked in his sleep. But even then you could say he 
was quiet.... She would wake up and hear him say suddenly: “it wants a 
couple of screws,” or “try the other blade,” but never more than that. 


The Change. 


For a long time she said she did not want to change anything in him, and 
she meant it. Yet she hated things in him and wished they were otherwise. 
Then she said she did not want to change anything in him and she meant it. 
And the dark things that she had hated she now regarded with indifference. 
Then she said she did not want to change anything in him. But now she 
loved him so that even the dark things she loved, too. She wished them 
there; she was not indifferent. Still they were dark and strange but she loved 
them. And it was for this they had been waiting. They changed. They shed 
their darkness — the curse was lifted and they shone forth as Royal Princes 
once more, as creatures of light. 


The Rivers of China. 


She sat on the end of the box ottoman buttoning her boots. Her short fine 
springy hair stood out round her head. She wore a little linen camisole and 
a pair of short frilled knickers. 

“Curse these buttons,” she said, tugging at them. And then suddenly she 
sat up and dug the handle of the button hook into the box ottoman. 

“Oh dear,” she said, “I do wish I hadn’t married. I wish I’d been an 
explorer.” And then she said dreamily, ““The Rivers of China, for instance.” 

“But what do you know about the rivers of China, darling,” I said. For 
Mother knew no geography whatever; she knew less than a child of ten. 

“Nothing,” she agreed. “But I can fee/ the kind of hat I should wear.” She 
was Silent a moment. Then she said, “If Father hadn’t died I should have 
travelled and then ten to one I shouldn’t have married.” And she looked at 
me dreamily — looked through me, rather. 


Snow-Mountains. 


Have you noticed how very smug those mountains look that are covered 
with snow all the year round. They seem to expect me to be so full of 
admiring awe. It never seems to enter their silly tops to wonder whether it 
isn’t rather dull to be so for ever and ever above suspicion. 


Cultivated Minds. 


Such a cultivated mind doesn’t really attract me. I admire it, I appreciate all 
“les soins et les peines” that have gone to produce it — but it leaves me 
cold. After all, the adventure is over. There is now nothing to do but to trim 
and to lop and to keep back — all faintly depressing labours. No, no, the 
mind I love must still have wild places, a tangled orchard where dark 
damsons drop in the heavy grass, an overgrown little wood, the chance of a 
snake or two (real snakes), a pool that nobody’s fathomed the depth of — 
and paths threaded with those little flowers planted by the mind. It must 
also have real hiding places, not artificial ones — not gazebos and mazes. 
And I have never yet met the cultivated mind that has not had its shrubbery. 
I loathe and detest shrubberies. 

Let me remember when I write about that fiddle how it runs up lightly 
and swings down sorrowful; how it searches — 

In the white lace, the spreading veil and the pearls she looked like a gull. 
But a quick hungry gull with an absolutely insatiable appetite for bread. 
“Come feed me! Feed me!” said that quick glare. It was as though all her 
vitality, her cries, her movements, her wheelings depended upon the person 
on the bridge who carried the loaf. 


The Voyage of “The Bugle.” 


No, no, said Miss P., that really isn’t fair. I love serious books. Why, I don’t 
know when I’ve enjoyed a book as much as — as — Dear me! How silly! 
It’s on the tip of my tongue — Darwin’s .... one moment — it’s coming — 
Darwin’s Decline and Fall.... No, no, that wasn’t the one. That’s not right 
now. Tchuh! Tchuh! you know how it is — I can see it quite plainly and yet 
... ve got it! Darwin’s Descent of Man! ... Was that the one — though? 
Do you know now I’m not certain? I feel it was, and yet it’s unfamiliar. This 
is most extraordinary. And yet I enjoyed it so much. There was a ship. Ah! 


thats brought it back. Of course, of course! That was the one. Darwin’s 
Voyage of the Bugle! 

“La mere de Lao-Tse a concu son fils rien qu’en regardant filer une 
€toile.” 

December 27. When I stuck the small drawing to the side of the mirror 
frame I realised that the seal — the mark — the cachet rouge — had been 
set on the room. It had then become the room of those two, and not her 
room any more. It is not that the room was dead before, but how it has 
gained in life! Whence has come the tiny bouquet of tangerine fruits, the 
paste-pot on the writing-table, the fowl’s feather stuck in Ribni’s hair,! the 
horn spectacles on the Chinese embroidery. The ‘order’ in which I live is 
not changed, but enriched; in some strange way it is enlarged. 

This is en effet just the effect of his mind upon mine. Mysterious fitness 
of our relationship! And all those things which he does impose on my mind 
please me so deeply that they seem to be natural to me. It is all part of this 
feeling that he and I, different beyond the dream of difference, are yet an 
organic whole. We are, as I said yesterday, the two sides of the medal, 
separate, distinct and yet making one. I do not feel that I need another to 
fulfil my being, and yet having him, I possess something that without him I 
would lack. In fact we are — apart from everything else — each other’s 
critic in that he ‘sees’ me, I see myself reflected as more than I appear and 
yet not more than I am, and so I believe it is with him. So, to be together is 
apart from all else an act of faith in ourselves. 

I went out into the garden just now. It is starry and mild. The leaves of 
the palm are like down-drooping feathers; the grass looks soft, unreal, like 
moss. The sea sounded, and a little bell was ringing, and one fancied — was 
it real, was it imaginary? — one heard a body of sound, one heard all the 
preparations for night within the houses. Some one brings in food from the 
dark, lamp-stained yard. The evening meal is prepared. The charcoal is 
broken, the dishes are clattered; there is a soft movement on the stairs and 
in the passages and doorways. In dusky rooms where the shutters are closed 
the women, grave and quiet, turn down the beds and see that there is water 
in the water-jugs. Little children are sleeping.... 

Does it always happen that while you look at the star you feel the other 
stars are dancing, flickering, changing places, almost playing a game on 
purpose to bewilder you? It is strange that there are times when I feel the 
stars are not at all solemn: they are secretly gay. I felt this to-night. I sat on 


the cane chair and leaned against the wall. I thought of him contained in the 
little house against which I leaned — within reach — within call. I 
remembered there was a time when this thought was a distraction. Oh, it 
might have been a sweet distraction — but there it was! It took away from 
my power to work.... I, as it were, made him my short story. But that 
belongs to the Past.... One has passed beyond it. 


1921 


The Question. 


January. Does one ever know? One never knows. She realised how foolish 
it would be to ask the question: “What are you thinking of?” And yet if she 
did not ask the question she would never be certain that he was not thinking 
of ... Even if she asked, how could she be certain he did not make up the 
answer. 


[An unposted letter.] 


Your letters sounded insincere to me; I did not believe them. People don t 
write such things; they only think they do, or they read them in books. But 
real life is on quite another plane. If I were not ill, I still would have 
withdrawn from the world because of my hatred of insincerity. It makes me 
dreadfully uncomfortable and unhappy. I could have answered your letter 
just in your vein and ‘accepted’ it, you knowing how I accepted it and I 
knowing that you knew — but it wouldn’t have lasted. It would have been 
another cul de sac relationship. What good would that have been to either 
of us? 

You see — to me — life and work are two things indivisible. It’s only by 
being true to life that I can be true to art. And to be true to life is to be 
good, sincere, simple, honest. I think other people have given you a wrong 
idea of me, perhaps. I like to love only my friends. I have no time for 
anything less precious. Friendship is an adventure; but do we agree about 
the meaning of the word ‘adventure’? That’s so important! That’s where I 
feel we would quarrel. If you came on to our boat should we have 
understood one another? 

You must not think I am ‘prejudiced’ or unfair. I am not. I still wish it 
were possible; but I cannot, and I won’t pretend. Let us really and truly 
know where we are first. Let us be open with each other and not concealing 
anything. 

January 14. “To be happy with you seems such an impossibility! It 
requires a luckier star than mine! It will never be.... The world is too brutal 


for me.” [Keats to Fanny Brawne, August 1820.] 

[February?] Le travail, méme mauvais, vaut mieux que la réverie. 

“But I can’t see why you should mind, so much,” she said for the 
hundredth time. “I can’t see what it is you object to. It isn’t as though 
people would notice you even. Goodness me! I’m always meeting them 
since ... since ...” She broke off. ““And it seems such a waste, too. There it 
is, standing in the hall, doing nothing. It seems so ungrateful, after it’s been 
lent to you, not to give it a trial at least. Why don’t you say something?” 

She was pinning on her hat in front of the mirror in the sitting room. Her 
outdoor jacket and gloves lay across a chair. And when he still didn’t 
answer her she made a little weary hopeless face at the mirror which meant: 
“Oh dear, we’re in one of our moods again!” 

“If it’s me you’re thinking of by any chance,” she said quickly, snatching 
at the jacket 

Here is Marie with the supper. And I shall have to endure her until it is 
over. But that 1s not important: what is, is that I have not written anything 
to-day worth a sou. I have passed the day in a kind of idleness. Why? Does 
it take so long to begin again? Is it my old weakness of will? 

Oh, I must not yield! I must this evening, after my supper, get something 
done. It’s not so terribly hard after all. And how shall I live my good life if I 
am content to pass even one day in idleness? It won’t do. Control — of all 
kinds. How easy it is to lack control in little things! And once one does lack 
it the small bad habits — tiny perhaps — spring up like weeds and choke 
one’s will. That is what I find. 

My temper is bad; my personal habits are not above reproach; I’m 
ungracious — mentally untidy. I let things pass that I don’t understand 
(unpardonable!) and I excuse myself, invent pretexts for not working. Yet is 
my desire to be idle greater than my desire to work? Is my love of réverie 
greater than my love of action. Treacherous habit! Habit above all others 
evil and of long standing! I must give it up at once or lose my self- 
respect.... He that faileth in little things shall not succeed in great things. 
Even my handwriting. From this moment it too must change. After supper I 
must start my Journal and keep it day by day. But can I be honest? If I lie, 
it’s no use. 

[I joined K.M. at Mentone in February 1921, when The Athenceum ceased 
separate publication. At the beginning of May K.M. left Mentone for 
Switzerland, while I returned to England to lecture at Oxford, rejoining her 


at Sierre at the end of May. After a little while we went up to Montana to a 
furnished chalet (“Chalet des Sapins”). For some weeks the action of 
K.M.’s heart in the high altitude gave her great pain. | 

May 5. Geneve: Salle d’attente. The snow lay like silver light on the tops 
of the mountains. 

In the chill, greenish light, the wide motionless rivers looked as though 
they were solid, and the pale furrowed earth, with white fruit-trees like 
coral branches, looked as if it were water. 

Later. The station clock. 


[An unposted letter.] 


The Jig Courier, Sir, is a weekly paper that pays you £950 a year for an 
article, personal as possible, the more intimate the better. 

For three days the Editor has been waiting for your copy. To-night she got 
a postcard written in a train; but that was all. Will you tell her 

(a) your reasons for withholding it (as subtle as you like) or 

(6) when she may expect it. 

Address: Tig, Stillin, Bedfordshire. 


[An unposted letter.] 


Dear B. I can’t tell you how glad I am to hear you are dancing again— 
‘albeit delicately’, as you say. 


Lo! how sweetly the Graces do it foot 
To the instrument! 

They dauncen deftly and singen sooth 
In their merriement. 


That means you are really better. Don’t get ill again. Isn’t it awful — 
being ill! I lie all day on my old balcony lapping up eggs and cream and 
butter with no one but a pet gold-finch to bear me tumpan. I must say the 
gold-finch is a great lamb. He’s jet tame, and this morning after it had 
rained he came for his Huntley and Palmer crumb with a little twinkling 
rain-drop on his head. I never saw anyone look more silly and nice. 
Switzerland is full of birds, but they are mostly stodgy little German trots 
flown out of Appenrodt’s catalogue.... But all Switzerland is on the side of 
the stodges.... 


[An unposted letter.] 


I keep walking and walking round this letter, treading on my toes and with 
my tail in the air; I don’t know where to settle. There’s so much to say and 
the day is so fine. Well, here goes, darling. 

The journey to Geneva took no time. My watchet seemed to be racing the 
train. We arrived some time after one, and I went and sat on a green velvet 
chair while L.M. saw to things. I suppose we had a long wait there; it did 
not seem long. Ever since early morning those mountains that I 
remembered from last time had been there — huge, glittering, with snow 
like silver light on their tops. It was absolutely windless, and though the air 
was cold, it was cold like spring. In fact (perhaps you realise I am putting a 
terrific curb on myself) it was delicious. Only to breathe was enough. Then 
we got into an omnibus train, and it waddled slowly round the lake, 
stopping at every tiny station. Germans were in the carriage; in fact, I was 
embedded in Germans, huge ones — Vater und die Mama und Hanse. 
Every time we saw a lilac-bush, they all cried Schon! This was very old- 
world. There was also a notice in the carriage to say that the company had 
thoughtfully provided a cabinet. This they read aloud — first, Vater, then 
die Mama and then little Hanse. 

We arrived at Clarens just as the station clock (which was a cuckoo 
clock: that seems to me awfully touching, doesn’t it to you?) struck seven, 
and a motor-car, like a coffee-mill, flew round and round the fields to 
Baugy. Oh dear, you realize I’m just telling you facts. The embroidery Pll 
have to leave for now. The hotel is simply admirable so far. Too clean. 
Spick is not the word, nor is span. Even the sprays of white lilac in my 
room were fresh from the laundry. I have two rooms and a huge balcony. 
And so many mountains that I haven’t even begun to climb them yet. They 
are superb. The views from the windows, Betsy, over fields, little 
mushroom-like chalets, lake, trees, and then mountains, are overwhelming. 
So is the green velvet and flesh-pink satin suite in the salon, with copper 
jugs for ornaments and a picture on the wall called Jugendidylle. More of 
this later. 

I am posing here as a lady with a weak heart and lungs of Spanish leather. 
It seems to ‘go down’ for the present. Well, I had dinner in my room: 
consommeé, fish with cream sauce, roast turkey, new potatoes, braised 


laitue, and two little tiny babas smothered in cream. I had to send the turkey 
and trimmings away. Even then.... 

Saint-Galmier is superseded by Montreux,! which the label says is 
saturated with carbonic acid gas. But my physiology book said this was 
deadly poison and we only breathed it out — never unless we were 
desperate, took it in. However, according to Doctors Ritter, Spingel, and 
Knechtli, it’s marvellous for gravel and makes the water sparkil like 
champagne. These are the Minor Mysteries.... 

June 8. For the first time since the war I talked German to a German. 
“Wollen Sie fragen ob man warten kann?” And so on. It was simply 
extraordinary. Why? 

July. Montana. One thing I am determined upon. And that is to leave no 
sign. There was a time — it is not so long ago — when I should have 
written a// that has happened since I left France. But now I deliberately 
choose to tell no living soul. I keep silence as Mother kept silence. And 
though there are moments when the old habit ‘tempts’ me and I may even 
get so far as to write a page, they are only moments, and each day they are 
easier to conquer. 

Chalet des Sapins, Montana. Just as now I say scarcely a word about my 
treacherous heart. If it’s going to stop, it is going to stop, and there’s an end 
of it. But I have been in this little house for nearly two days now, and it has 
not once quietened down. What dread to live in! But what’s the use of 
saying aught? No, my soul, be quiet.... 

July 10. And now, just as I felt a little better and less worried about my 
head and my heart, the gland has become inflamed and all the surrounding 
tissue, too. It looks as though an abscess were forming. So here is another 
scare. And with it, ’ve one of my queer attacks when I feel nauseated all 
the time and can’t bear light or noise or heat or cold. Shall I get through 
this, too? It is not easy still to find the courage to cope with these 
onslaughts.... 


July 13. Went to the Palace, and had the gland punctured. It is very 
unlikely that they will save the skin. I am sure, from the feeling, that they 
won’t, and that this affair is only beginning. I shall be back at the Palace 
before the week is out. In the meantime I am exhausted and can’t write a 
stroke. 


Well, I must confess I have had an idle day. God knows why. All was to 
be written, but I just didn’t write it. I thought I could, but I felt tired after tea 
and rested instead. Is it good or bad in me to behave so? I have a sense of 
guilt, but at the same time I know that to rest is the very best thing I can do. 
And for some reason there is a kind of booming in my head — which is 
horrid. But marks of earthly degradation still pursue me. I am not crystal 
clear. Above all else I do still lack application. It’s not nght. There is so 
much to do, and I do so little. Life would be almost perfect here if only 
when I was pretending to work I always was working. But that is surely not 
too hard. Look at the stories that wait and wait just at the threshold. Why 
don’t I let them in? And their place would be taken by others who are 
lurking beyond just out there — waiting for the chance. 

Next Day. Yet take this morning, for instance. I don’t want to write 
anything. It’s grey; it’s heavy and dull. And short stories seem unreal and 
not worth doing. I don’t want to write; I want to Jive. What does she mean 
by that? It’s not easy to say. But there you are! 


Queer, this habit of mine of being garrulous. And I don’t mean that any 
eye but mine should read this. This is — really private. And I must say — 
nothing affords me the same relief. What happens as a rule is, if I go on 
long enough, I break through. Yes, it’s rather like tossing very large flat 
stones into the stream. The question is, though, how long this will prove 
efficacious. Up till now, I own, it never has failed me.... 

One’s sense of the importance of small events is very juste here. They are 
not important at all....!? Strange! I suddenly found myself outside the 
library in Weerishofen: spring — lilac — rain — books in black bindings. 

And yet I love this quiet clouded day. A bell sounds from afar; the birds 
sing one after another as if they called across the tree-tops. I love this 
settled stillness, and this feeling that, at any moment, down may come the 
rain. Where the sky is not grey, it is silvery white, streaked with little 
clouds. The only disagreeable feature of the day is the flies. They are really 
maddening, and there is nothing really to be done for them: I feel that about 
hardly anything. 

' Saint-Galmier and Montreux are both mineral waters. 


The Barmaid. 


She had an immense amount of fuzzy hair piled up on top of her head, and 
several very large rings, which from their bright flashing look, you felt 
certain were engagement-rings. 

Above all cooking smells I hate that of mutton chops. It is somehow such 
an ill-bred smell. It reminds me of commercial travellers and secondclass, 
N.Z. 

I'll stand in front of the house and knock, and when the door is opened, 
run in past the maid and call for whoever is there. 

Should you say wasted? No, not really. Something is gathered. This quiet 
time brings one nearer. 

July. I finished Mr. and Mrs. Dove yesterday. I am not altogether pleased 
with it. It’s a little bit made up. It’s not inevitable. I mean to imply that 
those two may not be happy together — that that is the kind of reason for 
which a young girl marries. But have I done so? I don’t think so. Besides, 
it’s not strong enough. I want to be nearer — far, far nearer than that. I want 
to use all my force even when I am taking a fine line. And I have a sneaking 
notion that I have, at the end, used the Doves unwarrantably. Tu sais ce que 
Je veux dire. | used them to round off something — didn’t I? Is that quite 
my game? No, it’s not. It’s not quite the kind of truth I’m after. Now for 
Susannah. All must be deeply felt. 

But what is one to do, with this wretched cat and mouse act? There’s my 
difficulty! I must try to write this afternoon instead. There is no reason why 
I shouldn’t! No reason, except the after-effects of pain on a weakened 
organism. 

July 23. Finished An Ideal Family yesterday. It seems to me better than 
The Doves, but still it’s not good enough. I worked at it hard enough, God 
knows, and yet I didn’t get the deepest truth out of the idea, even once. 
What is this feeling? I feel again that this kind of knowledge is too easy for 
me; it’s even a kind of trickery. I know so much more. This looks and 
smells like a story, but I wouldn’t buy it. I don’t want to possess it — to live 
with it. NO. Once I have written two more, I shall tackle something 
different — a long story: At the Bay, with more difficult relationships. 
That’s the whole problem. 

“Out of the pocket of the mackintosh she took an ample bag, which she 
opened and peered into and shook. Her eyebrows were raised, her lips 
pressed together....” 


“And a very long shining blue-black hairpin gleaming on the faded 
carpet....” 

“She shuddered. And now when she looked at his photograph, even the 
white flower in his buttonhole looked as though it were made of a curl of 
mutton-fat....” 

“And she saw Mr. Bailey in a blue apron standing at the back of one of 
those horrible shops. He had one hand on his hip, the other grasped the 
handle of a long knife that was stuck into a huge chopping block. At the 
back of him there hung a fringe of small rabbits, their feet tied together, a 
dark clot of blood trembling from their noses....” 

July 18. The noise in this house this morning is sheer hell. It has gone on 
steadily since shortly after six o’clock, and for some reason the maid seems 
to have completely lost her head. It’s now nearly ten, and she hasn’t cleared 
the breakfast away. I have to go again to the Palace at 11, and the 
consequence is I’m rather nervous anyway. And I’ve had the flowers to do 
and various things to see to like — laundry. I can hardly bear it. Now she 
plods up. Bang! She will be at the door in a moment. I don’t know how to 
stand it if it goes on. She’s here. She’s about to put the things in the lift. 
What are her thoughts? I don’t know or care. But I bitterly long for a little 
private room where I can work undisturbed. The balcony is not good 
enough; neither is this sa/on. Here again, J. has beaten me. And it’s not half 
so important for him.... 


A Welcome. 


And because, when you arrive unexpected, there is so often a cold gleam in 
the hussif’s eye which means: “I can manage the sheets perfectly, but the 
blankets are certainly going to be a problem,” I would have you met in the 
doorway by a young creature carrying a not too bright lamp, it being, of 
course, late evening, and chanting, as you brush under the jasmine porch: 


Be not afraid, the house is full of blankets, 

Red ones and white ones, lovely beyond dreaming, 
Key-pattern, tasselled, camel-hair and woolly, 
Softer than sleep or the bosom of a swan. 


[In the middle of the manuscript of Her First Ball.| 


July 25. All this! All that I write — all that I am — is on the border of the 
sea. It’s a kind of playing. I want to put al/ my force behind it, but 
somehow, I cannot! 


Ful gay was al the ground, and queynt, 
And poudred as men had it peynt 
With many a fresh and sondry flour 
That casten up ful good savour. 


[From an unposted letter.] 


It’s a chill, strange day. I can just get about. I decided this morning to write 
to S — about the Swiss Spahlinger treatment: whether it would be suitable 
for me, etc. And I shall wire you tomorrow, asking you to go and see S — . 
Say what you like. But let him know that I am practically a hopeless 
invalid. I have tried to explain about money to him; why I haven’t paid him, 
and I have promised to pay the first moment I can.... 

August. “I have been writing a story about an old man.” 

She looked vague. “But I don’t think I like old men — do you?” said she. 
“They exude so.” 

This horrified me. It seemed so infernally petty, and more than that... it 
was the saying of a vulgar little mind. 

Later: | think it was shyness. 

August 11. I don’t know how I may write this next story. It’s so difficult. 
But I suppose I shall. The trouble is I am so infernally cold. 

[The “next story” was The Voyage. The finished manuscript is dated 
August 14, 1921.] 


[From an unposted letter.] 


I would have written a card before, but I have been — am — ill, and to- 
day’s the first day I’ve taken a pen even so far. I’ve had an attack of what 
the doctor calls acute enteritis. I think it was poisoning. Very high fever and 
sickness and dysentery and so on. Horrible. I decided yesterday to go to the 
Palace, but to-day makes me feel I'll try and see it out here. J. is awfully 
kind in the menial offices of nurse, and I’ve not been able to take any food 
except warm milk, so Ernestine can’t work her worst on me. She seems, 


poor creature, to be much more stupid than ever! Burns everything! Leaves 
us without eggs, and went off for her afternoon yesterday without a word. 
We didn’t even know she was gone. 


Love. 


August. A sudden idea of the relationship between ‘lovers.’ 

We are neither male nor female. We are a compound of both. I choose the 
male who will develop and expand the male in me; he chooses me to 
expand the female in him. Being made ‘whole.’ Yes, but that’s a process. 
By love serve ye one another.... And why I choose one man for this rather 
than many is for safety. We bind ourselves within a ring and that ring is as it 
were a wall against the outside world. It is our refuge, our shelter. Here the 
tricks of life will not be played. Here is safety for us to grow. 

Why, I talk like a child! 


August 29. “If I could only sweep all my garden up the hill, to your 
doors!” Her perfect little gesture as she said this. 


The Candlestick. 
[An imaginary letter.] 


Many thanks for your stuffy letter. As for the candlestick, dear, if you 
remember, I gave it you on your last birthday. No wonder it reminded you 
of me. I have kept it in its paper and intend to return it to you with a pretty 
little note on your next. Or shall I first send it to you as an early Christmas 
present and do you return it as a late one or a New Year’s gift. Easter we 
shall leave out. It would be a trifle excessive at Easter. I wonder which of us 
will be in possession of it at the last. If it is on my side, I shall leave it you 
in my will, all proper, and I think it would be nice of you, Camilla, to desire 
that it should be buried with you. Besides, one’s mind faints at the idea of a 
candlestick whirling through space and time for ever — a /fliegende 
candlestick, in fact! 

I have been suffering from wind round the heart. Such a tiresome 
complaint, but not dangerous. Really, for anything to be so painful I think I 
would prefer a spice of danger added. The first act was brought on by a fit 
of laughing. 


September. September is different from all other months. It is more 
magical. I feel the strange chemical change in the earth which produces 
mushrooms is the cause, too, of this extra ‘life’ in the air — a resilience, a 
sparkle. For days the weather has been the same. One wakes to see the trees 
outside bathed in green-gold light. It’s fresh — not cold. It’s clear. The sky 
is a light pure blue. During the morning the sun gets hot. There is a haze 
over the mountains. Occasionally a squirrel appears, runs up the mast of a 
pine-tree, seizes a cone and sits in the crook of a branch, holding it like a 
banana. Now and again a little bird, hanging upside-down, pecks at the 
seed. There is a constant sound of bells from the valley. It keeps on all day, 
from early to late. 

Midday — with long shadows. Hot and still. And yet there’s always that 
taste of a berry rather than scent of a flower in the air. But what can one say 
of the afternoons? Of the evening? The rose, the gold on the mountains, the 
quick mounting shadows? But it’s soon cold — Beautifully cold, however. 


September. 


[The following occurs in the middle of an unpublished and unfinished MS. 
called “By Moonlight.” “Karori” was the “novel” of which Prelude and At 
the Bay were — at one time — to have formed parts. But eventually the 
idea was abandoned, because K.M. saw that her “novel” would have been 
so unlike a novel that it was no use calling it one. ] 

I am stuck beyond words, and again it seems to me that what I am doing 
has no form! I ought to finish my book of stories first and then, when it’s 
gone, really get down to my novel, Karori. 

Why I should be so passionately determined to disguise this, I don’t 
quite know. But here I lie, pretending, as Heaven knows how often I have 
before, to write. Supposing I were to give up this pretence and really did 
try? Supposing I only wrote half a page in a day — it would be half a page 
to the good; and I should at least be training my mind to get into the habit of 
regular performance. As it is, every day sees me further off my goal. And, 
once I had this book finished, I’m free to start the real one. And it’s a 
question of money. 

But my idea, even of the short story, has changed rather, lately — That 
was lucky! J. opened the door softly and I was apparently really truly 
engaged.... And — no, enough of this. It has served its purpose. It has put 
me on the right lines. 


[At the end of the same MS. is this note.] 


This isn’t bad, but at the same time it’s not I good. It’s too easy.... I wish I 
could go back to N.Z. for a year. But I can’t possibly just now. I don’t see 
why not, in two years’ time though. 


[An unposted letter.] 


October 13. Dear Friend. I like your criticism. It is right you should have 
hated those things in me. For I was careless and false. I was not true in 
those days. But I have been trying for a long time now to “squeeze the slave 
out of my soul.” ... I just want to let you know. 

Oh, I am in the middle of a nice story [The Garden Party]. | wish you 
would like it. !am_ writing it in this exercise book, and just broke off for a 
minute to write to you. 

Thank you for the address. I can’t go to Paris before the spring, so I think 
it would be better if I did not write until then. I feel this light treatment is 
the right one. Not that I am ill at present. I am not in the least an invalid, in 
any way. 

It’s a sunny, windy day — beautiful. There is a soft roaring in the trees 
and little birds fly up into the air just for the fun of being tossed about. 

Good-bye. I press your hand. Do you dislike the idea we should write to 
each other from time to time? 

Katherine. 


[At the end of the manuscript of The Garden Party.| 


This is a moderately successful story, and that’s all. It’s somehow, in the 
episode at the lane, scamped. 


The New Baby 


It is late night, very dark, very still. Not a star to be seen. And now it has 
come on to rain. What happiness it is to listen to rain at night; joyful relief, 
ease; a lapping-round and hushing and brooding tenderness, all are mingled 
together in the sound of the fast-falling rain. God, looking down upon the 
rainy earth, sees how faint are these lights shining in little windows, — how 
easily put out.... 


Suddenly, quick hard steps mount the stone staircase. Someone is 
hurrying. There is a knock at my door, and at the same moment a red 
beaming face 1s thrust in, as Ernestine announces, “He is born.” 

Born! 

“He is born!” 

Oh, Ernestine, don’t turn away. Don’t be afraid. Let me weep too. 

You ought to keep this, my girl, just as a warning to show what an arch- 
wallower you can be. 

October 16. Another radiant day. J. is typing my last story, The Garden 
Party, which I finished on my birthday [October 14]. It took me nearly a 
month to ‘recover’ from At the Bay. I made at least three false starts. But I 
could not get away from the sound of the sea, and Beryl fanning her hair at 
the window. These things would not die down. But now I’m not at all sure 
about that story. It seems to me it’s a little ‘wispy’ — not what it might have 
been. The G.P. is better. But that is not good enough, either.... 

The last few days what one notices more than anything is the blue. Blue 
sky, blue mountains, all is a heavenly blueness! And clouds of all kinds — 
wings, soft white clouds, almost hard little golden islands, great mock- 
mountains. The gold deepens on the slopes. In fact, in sober fact, it is 
perfection. 

But the late evening is the time — of times. Then with that unearthly 
beauty before one it is not hard to realise how far one has to go. To write 
something that will be worthy of that rising moon, that pale light. To be 
‘simple’ enough, as one would be simple before God.... 


October 27. Stories for my new book. 

N.Z. Honesty: The Doctor, Arnold Cullen, and his wife Lydia, and Archie 
the friend. 

L. Second Violin: Alexander and his friend in the train. Spring — 
spouting rain. Wet lilac. 

N.Z. Six Years After: A wife and husband on board a steamer. The cold 
buttons. They see someone who reminds them. 

L. Life like Logs of Driftwood: This wants to be a long, very well-written 
story. The men are important, especially the lesser man. It wants a good 
deal of working ... newspaper office. 

N.Z. A Weak Heart: Ronnie on his bike in the evening, with his hands in 
his pockets, doing marvels, by that dark tree at the corner of May Street. 


Edie and Ronnie. 

L. Widowed: Geraldine and Jimmie: a house overlooking Sloane Street 
and Square. Wearing those buds at her heart. “Married or not married....” 
From Autumn to Spring. 

N.Z. Our Maude: Husband and wife play duets and a one a two a three a 
one a two three one! His white waistcoats. Wifeling and Mahub! What a girl 
you are! 

N.Z. At Karori: The little lamp. I seen it. And then they were silent. 
(Finito: October 30, 1921.) 

I wish that my silence were only a two-minute one! 

October. I wonder why it should be so very difficult to be humble. I do 
not think I am a good writer; I realize my faults better than anyone else 
could realize them. I know exactly where I fail. And yet, when I have 
finished a story and before I have begun another, I catch myself preening 
my feathers. It is disheartening. There seems to be some bad old pride in 
my heart; a root of it that puts out a thick shoot on the slightest 
provocation.... This interferes very much with work. One can’t be calm, 
clear, good as one must be, while it goes on. I look at the mountains, I try to 
pray and I think of something clever. It’s a kind of excitement within, which 
shouldn’t be there. Calm yourself. Clear yourself. And anything that I write 
in this mood will be no good; it will be full of sediment. If I were well, I 
would go off by myself somewhere and sit under a tree. One must learn, 
one must practise, to forget oneself. I can’t tell the truth about Aunt Anne 
unless I am free to look into her life without self-consciousness. Oh God! I 
am divided still. I am bad. I fail in my personal life. I lapse into impatience, 
temper, vanity, and so I fail as thy priest. Perhaps poetry will help. 

I have just thoroughly cleaned and attended to my fountain pen. If after 
this it leaks, then it is no gentleman! 

November 13. It is time I started a new journal. Come, my unseen, my 
unknown, let us talk together. Yes, for the last two weeks I have written 
scarcely anything. I have been idle; I have failed. Why? Many reasons. 
There has been a kind of confusion in my consciousness. It has seemed as 
though there was no time to write. 


The mornings, if they are sunny, are taken up with sun-treatment; the post 
eats away the afternoon. And at night I am tired. 


‘But it all goes deeper.’ Yes, you are right. I haven’t been able to yield to 
the kind of contemplation that is necessary. I have not felt pure in heart, not 
humble, not good. There’s been a stirring-up of sediment. I look at the 
mountains and I see nothing but mountains. Be frank! I read rubbish. I give 
way about writing letters. | mean I refuse to meet my obligations, and this 
of course weakens me in every way. Then I have broken my promise to 
review the books for The Nation. Another bad spot. Out of hand? Yes, that 
describes it — dissipated, vague, not positive, and above all, above 
everything, not working as I should be working — wasting time. 

Wasting time. The old cry — the first and last cry — Why do ye tarry? 
Ah, why indeed? My deepest desire is to be a writer, to have “a body of 
work” done. And there the work is, there the stories wait for me, grow tired, 
wilt, fade, because I will not come. And I hear and I acknowledge them, and 
still I go on sitting at the window, playing with the ball of wool. What is to 
be done? 

I must make another effort — at once. I must begin all over again. I must 
try and write simply, fully, freely, from my heart. Quietly, caring nothing for 
success or failure, but just going on. 

I must keep this book so that I have a record of what I do each week. 
(Here a word. As I re-read At the Bay in proof, it seemed to me flat, dull, 
and not a success at all. I was very much ashamed of it. | am.) But now to 
resolve! And especially to keep in touch with Life — with the sky and this 
moon, these stars, these cold, candid peaks. 

November 16. To go to Sierre, if it goes on like this ... or to — or to — 

November 21. Since then [i.e. since writing the entry of October 16, 
1921] I have only written The Doll’ House. A bad spell has been on me. I 
have begun two stories,! but then I told them and they felt betrayed. It is 
absolutely fatal to give way to this temptation.... To-day I began to write, 
seriously, The Weak Heart, — a story which fascinates me deeply. What I 
feel it needs so peculiarly is a very subtle variation of ‘tense’ from the 
present to the past and back again — and softness, lightness, and the feeling 
that all is in bud, with a play of humour over the character of Ronnie. And 
the feeling of the Thorndon Baths, the wet, moist, oozy ... no, I know how 
it must be done. 

May I be found worthy to do it! Lord, make me crystal clear for thy light 
to shine through! 


November 24. These last days I have been awfully rebellious. Longing 
for something. I feel uprooted. I want things that J. can so easily do without, 
that aren’t natural to him. I long for them. But then, stronger than all these 
desires, is the other, which is to make good before I do anything else. The 
sooner the books are written, the sooner I shall be well, the sooner my 
wishes will be in sight of fulfilment. That is sober truth, of course. As a 
pure matter of fact I consider this enforced confinement here as God-given. 
But, on the other hand, I must make the most of it quickly. It is not 
unlimited any more than anything else is. Oh, why — oh, why isn’t 
anything unlimited? Why am I troubled every single day of my life by the 
nearness of death and its inevitability? I am really diseased on that point. 
And I can’t speak of it. If I tell J. it makes him unhappy. If I don’t tell him, 
it leaves me to fight it. I am tired of the battle. No one knows how tired. 

To-night, when the evening-star shone through the side-window and the 
mountains were so lovely, I sat there thinking of death. Of all there was to 
do — of Life, which is so lovely — and of the fact that my body is a prison. 
But this state of mind is evil. It is only by acknowledging that I, being what 
I am, had to suffer this in order to do the work I am here to perform. It is 
only by acknowledging it, by being thankful that work was not taken away 
from me, that I shall recover. I am weak where I must be strong. 

And to-day — Saturday — less than ever. But no matter. I have 
progressed ... a little. I have realised what it is to be done — the strange 
barrier to be crossed from thinking it to writing it.... Daphne. 

[On the next page begins the unfinished MS. of Daphne, included in 
“The Doves’ Nest.’’] 


| Fragments of these two stories, Widowed and Second Violin, and of 
Weak Heart, are in the “Doves’ Nest.” 


Shakespeare Notes. 


All’s Well that Ends Well. 


The First Lord is worth attending to. One could have thought that his 
speeches and those of the Second Lord would have been interchangeable; 
but he is a very definite, quick-cut character. Take, for example, the talk 


between the two in Act IV Scene HI. The Second Lord asks him to let what 
he is going to tell dwell darkly with him. 

First Lord: ‘When you have spoken it, ’tis dead, and I am the grave of it.’ 

And then his comment: 

‘How mightily sometimes we make us comforts of our losses.’ 

And this is most excellent: 

‘The web of our life is of a mingled yarn, good and ill together; our 
virtues would be proud if our faults whipped them not; and our faults would 
despair if they were not cherished by our virtues.’ 

I like the temper of that extremely — and does it not reveal the man? 
Disillusioned and yet — amused — worldly, and yet he has feeling. But I 
see him as — quick, full of Life, and marvellously at his ease with his 
company, his surroundings, his own condition, and the whole small, solid 
earth. He is like a man on shipboard who 1s inclined to straddle just to show 
(but not to show off) how well his sea-legs serve him.... 

The Clown— “a shrewd knave and an unhappy” — comes to tell the 
Countess of the arrival of Bertram and his soldiers. 


‘Faith, there’s a dozen of ‘em, with delicate fine hats and most courteous 
feathers, that bow and nod the head at every man.’ 

In that phrase there is all the charm of soldiers on prancing, jingling, 
dancing horses. It is a veritable little pageant. With what an air the haughty 
(and intolerable) Bertram wears his two-pile velvet patch — with what 
disdain his hand in the white laced French glove tightens upon the tight rein 
of his silver charger. Wonderfully sunny, with a little breeze. And the 
Clown, of course, sees the humour of this conceit.... 

Parolles is a lovable creature, a brave little cock-sparrow of a ruffian. 

. ‘I am now, sir, muddied in Fortune’s mood, and smell somewhat 
strong of her strong displeasure.’ 

I must say Helena is a terrifying female. Her virtue, her persistence, her 
pegging away after the odious Bertram (and disguised as a pilgrim — so 
typical!) and then telling the whole story to that good widow-woman! And 
that tame fish Diana. As to lying in Diana’s bed and enjoying the embraces 
meant for Diana — well, I know nothing more sickening. It would take a 
respectable woman to do such a thing. The worst of it is I can so well 
imagine ... for instance acting in precisely that way, and giving Diana a 
present afterwards. What a cup of tea the widow and D. must have enjoyed 


while it was taking place, or did D. at the last moment want to cry off the 
bargain? But to forgive such a woman! Yet Bertram would. There’s an 
espece de mothers- boyisme in him which makes him stupid enough for 
anything. 

The Old King is a queer old card — he seems to have a mania for 
bestowing husbands. As if the one fiasco were not enough, Diana has no 
sooner explained herself than he begins: 


“If thou be’st yet a fresh uncropped flower 
Choose thou thy husband, and [Il pay thy dower.” 


I think Shakespeare must have seen the humour of that. It just — at the 
very last moment of the play, puts breath into the old fool. 


Hanilet. 


Coleridge on Hamlet. ‘He plays that subtle trick of pretending to act only 
when he is very near being what he acts.’ 

... SO do we all begin by acting and the nearer we are to what we would 
be the more perfect our disguise. Finally there comes the moment when we 
are no longer acting; it may even catch us by surprise. We may look in 
amazement at our no longer borrowed plumage. The two have merged; that 
which we put on has joined that which was; acting has become action. The 
soul has accepted this livery for its own after a time of trying on and 
approving. 

To act ... to see ourselves in the part — to make a larger gesture than 
would be ours in life — to declaim, to pronounce, to even exaggerate, to 
persuade ourselves (?) or others (?) To put ourselves in heart? To do more 
than is necessary in order that we may accomplish ce qu’1l faut. 


And then Hamlet is lonely. The solitary person always acts. 

But I could write a thousand pages about Hamlets. 

Mad Scene. If one looks at it with a cold eye is really very poor. It 
depends entirely for its effect upon wispy Ophelia. The cardboard King and 
Queen are of course only lookers-on. They don’t care a halfpenny. I think 
the Queen is privately rather surprised at a verse or two of her songs.... And 
who can believe that a solitary violet withered when that silly fussy old 
pomposity died? And who can believe that Ophelia really loved him, and 


wasn’t thankful to think how peaceful breakfast would be without his 
preaching? 

The Queen’s speech after Ophelia’s death is exasperating to one’s sense 
of poetic truth. If no one saw it happen — if she wasn’t found until she was 
drowned, how does the Queen know how it happened? Dear Shakespeare 
has been to the Royal Academy ... for his picture. 


Miranda and Juliet. 


To say that Juliet and Miranda might very well be one seems to me to show 
a lamentable want of perception. Innocent, early-morning-of-the-world 
Miranda, that fair island still half dreaming in a golden haze — lapped 
about with little joyful hurrying waves of love.... And small, frail Juliet, 
leaning upon the dark — a flower that is turned to the moon and closes, 
reluctant, at chill dawn. It is not even her Spring. It is her time for 
dreaming: too soon for love. There is a Spring that comes before the real 
Spring and so there is a love — a false Love. It is incarnate in Juliet. 


Romeo and Juliet. 


When the old nurse cackles of leaning against the dove-house wall it’s just 
as though a beam of sunlight struck through the curtains and discovered her 
sitting there in the warmth with a tiny staggerer. One positively feels the 
warmth of the sunny wall.... 


Twelfth Night. 


Malvolio’s “or ... play with some rich jewel.” There speaks the envious 
servant-heart that covets his master’s possessions. I see him stroking the 
cloth with a sigh as he puts away his master’s coat — holding up to the light 
or to his fingers the jewel before he snaps it into its ivory case. I see the 
servant copying the master’s expression as he looks in the master’s mirror. 

And that ... “having risen from a day bed where I have left Olivia 
sleeping.” Oh, doesn’t that reveal the thoughts of all those strange creatures 
who attend upon the lives of others! 


Anthony and Cleopatra. 


Act I. Scene I. 
“The triple pillars of the world ...” 


“The wide arch of the ranged empire ...” 
“To-night we’ll wander through the streets and note 
The qualities of people.” (That is so true a pleasure of lovers.) 


Act I. Scene 2. 


“A Roman thought hath struck him ...” 
“Ah, then we bring forth weeds 
When our quick minds lie still ...” 


Enobarbus constantly amazes me, e.g. his first speeches with Anthony 
about Cleopatra’s celerity in dying. 

“Your old smock brings forth a new petticoat.” 

Act I. Scene 3. Like Scene 2. (I) “Saw you my lord?” (2) “Where is he?” 
The married woman. There’s jealousy! And then her fury that he’s not more 
upset at Fulvia’s death! 

‘Now I know how you’ll behave when I die!’ 

These are beautiful lines of Anthony’s: 


“Our separation so abides and flies 
That thou, residing here, goes yet with me, 
And I, hence fleeing, here remain with thee.” 


Act I. Scene 4. 


“Like to a vagabond flag upon the stream 
Goes to and back, lackeying the varying tide 
To rot itself with motion.” 


Marvellous words! I can apply them. There is a short story. And then it 
seems that the weed gets caught up and it sinks; it is gone out to sea and 
lost. But comes a day, a like tide, a like occasion, and it reappears more 
sickeningly rotten still! Shall he? Will he? Are there any letters? No letters? 
The post? Does he miss me? No. Then sweep it all out to sea. Clear the 
water for ever! Let me write this one day. 

“His cheek so much as lanked not.” (Economy of utterance.) 


Act III. The short scene between Anthony and the Soothsayer is very 
remarkable. It explains the tone of Caesar’s remarks to Anthony.... And 


Anthony’s concluding speech shows his uneasiness at the truth of it. He’ll 
go to Egypt. He’ll go where his weakness 1s praised for strength. There’s a 
hankering after Egypt between the lines. 

Scene 5. “Tawny-finned fishes ... their shiny jaws....” and the adjectives 
seem part of the nouns when Shakespeare uses them. They grace them so 
beautifully, attend and adorn so modestly, and yet with such skill. It so often 
happens with lesser writers that we are more conscious of the servants than 
we are of the masters, and quite forget that their office is to serve, to 
enlarge, to amplify the power of the master. 


“Ram thou thy fruitful tidings in my ears 
That long time have been barren.” 


Good lines! And another example of the choice of the place of words. I 
suppose it was instinctive. But ‘fruitful’ seems to be just where it ought to 
be, to be resolved (musically speaking) by the word ‘barren’ One reads 
‘fruitful’ expecting ‘barren’ almost from the “sound-sense.” 


““But yet’ is as a jailor to bring forth 
Some monstrous malefactor.” 


There’s matter indeed! Does not that give the pause that always follows 
those hateful words. ‘But yet’ — and one waits. And both look towards the 
slowly opening door. What is coming out? And sometimes there’s a sigh of 
relief after. Well, it was nothing so very awful. The gaol- mouse, so to 
speak, comes mousing through and cleans his face with his paw. 

“T am pale, Charmian.” 

Reminds me of Mary Shelley. “Byron had never seen any one so pale as 
ie 


“Since I myself 
Have given myself the cause.” 


What does that mean exactly? That she sent Anthony away? or let 
Anthony go? 


“In praising Anthony I have dispraised Caesar ... 
I am paid for it now.” 


A creature like Cleopatra always expects to be paid for things. 


[January 1922] 


January I. I dreamed I sailed to Egypt with Grandma — a very white boat. 

Cold, still. The gale last night has blown nearly all the snow off the trees; 
only big, frozen-looking lumps remain. In the wood where the snow is 
thick, bars of sunlight lay like pale fire. 

I have left undone those things I ought to have done and I have done 
those things which I ought not to have done, e.g. violent impatience with 
L.M. 

Wrote The Doves’ Nest this afternoon. I was in no mood to write; it 
seemed impossible. Yet when I had finished three pages, they were all right. 
This is a proof (never to be too often proved) that once one has thought out 
a story nothing remains but the /abour. 

Wing Lee! disappeared for the day. Read W.J.D.’s poems. I feel very near 
to him in mind. 

I want to remember how the light fades from a room — and one fades 
with it, is expunged, sitting still, knees together, hands in pockets.... 

' Wing Lee, alias Wingley, was K.M.’s little black and white cat. Wing 
Lee was his original name. It was taken from one of K.M.’s large repertory 
of comic songs: “Wing Lee bought a clock the other day, Just because it 
kept rag-time ...” 


January 2. Little round birds in the fir-tree at the side window, scouring 
the tree for food. I crumbled a piece of bread, but though the crumbs fell in 
the branches only two found them. There was a strange remoteness in the 
air, the scene, the winter cheeping. In the evening, for the first time for — I 
felt rested. I sat up in bed and discovered I was singing within. Even the 
sound of the wind is different. It is joyful, not ominous and black. Dark 
looks in at the window and is only black dark. In the afternoon it came on to 
rain, long glancing rain, falling aslant. 

I have not done the work I should have done. I shirk the lunch party [see 
The Doves’ Nest]. This is very bad. In fact I am disgusted with myself. 
There must be a change from now on. What I chiefly admire in Jane Austen 
is that what she promises, she performs, i.e. if Sir T. is to arrive, we have his 
arrival at length, and it’s excellent and exceeds our expectations. This is 
rare; it is also my very weakest point. Easy to see why.... 


January 3.1 dreamed I was at the Strand Palace, — having married M.D. 
— big blonde — in quantities of white satin.... 

There was a great deal more snow this morning; it was very soft, ‘like 
wool.’ The cocoanut was bought and sawn in half and hung from J.’s 
balcony. The milk came tinkling out of the nut in brightest drops — not 
white milk. This was a profound surprise. The flesh of the nut is very lovely 
— so pure white. But it was that dewy, sweet liquid which made the 
marvel. Whence came it? It took one to the island. 

I read The Tempest. The papers came. I over-read them. Tell the truth. I 
did no work. In fact I was more idle and hateful than ever. Full of sin. Why? 
“Oh self, oh self, wake from thy common sleep.” And the worst of it is I 
feel so much better in health. It is shameful! The Tempest seems to me 
astonishing this time. When one reads the same play again, it is never the 
same play. 

January 4. Dreamed of M.S. An important dream; its tone was important. 
That gallery over the sea and my “Isn’t it beautiful?” and his weary “No 
doubt.” His definition of the two kinds of women.... 

But I was not so wicked to-day. I have read a good deal of Cosmic 
Anatomy and understood it far better. Yes, such a book does fascinate me. 
Why does J. hate it so? 

To get a glimpse of the relation of things — to follow that relation and 
find it remains true through the ages enlarges my little mind as nothing else 
does. It’s only a greater view of psychology. It helps me with my writing, 
for instance, to know that hot + bun may mean Taurus, Pradhana, substance. 
No, that’s not really what attracts me; it’s that reactions to certain causes 
and effects always have been the same. It wasn’t for nothing Constantia! 
chose the moon and water, for instance! 

' One of the sisters in The Daughters of the late Colonel. 


Read Shakespeare. The snow is thicker, it clings to the branches like 
white new-born puppies. 

January 5. A long typical boat dream. I was, as usual, going to N.Z. But 
for the first time my stepmother was very friendly — so nice. I loved her. A 
tragic dream as regards L.M. She disappeared, and it was too late to find her 
or tell her to come back at /ast. 

Read Cosmic Anatomy. I managed to work a little. Broke through. This is 
a great relief. J. and I put out food for the birds. When I went to the window 


all the food was gone, but there was the tiny print of their feet on the sill. J. 
brought up the half cocoanut and sprinkled crumbs as well. Very soon, 
terrified, however, one came, then another, then a third, balanced on the 
cocoanut. They are precious little atoms. 

It still snows. I think I hate snow, downright hate it. There is something 
stupefying in it, a kind of ‘You must be worse before you’re better,’ and 
down it spins. I love, I long for the fertile earth. How I have longed for the 
South of France this year! So do I now. 

Soundly rated L.M. about food and clothing. She has a food ‘complex.’ J. 
and I read Mansfield Park with great enjoyment. I wonder if J. is as content 
as he appears? It seems too good to be true. 

January 6. The first quarter of the Moon. Jour de féte. The Christmas 
Tree is dismantled. 


I had a very bad night and did not fall deeply asleep enough to dream. 

In the morning, all white, all dim and cold, and snow still falling. While 
waiting in my room I watched the terrific efforts of a little bird to peck 
through the ice and get at the sweet food of the nut. He succeeded. But why 
must he so strive? 

My heart is always bad to-day. It is the cold. It feels congested, and I am 
uneasy, or rather my body is — vile feeling. I cough. 

Read Shakespeare, read Cosmic Anatomy, read The Oxford Dictionary. 
Wrote. But nothing like enough. 

In the afternoon W came to tea. I suspect he is timid, fearful and 
deeply kind. Deep within that vast substance lurks the seed. That is not 
sentimental. He wished me sun as he left. I felt his wish had power and was 
a blessing. One can’t be mistaken in such things. He is in his stockings — 
pea-green and red! J. came up after ski-ing, excessively handsome — a 
glorious object, no less. I never saw a more splendid figure. 

I am wearing my ring on my middle finger as a reminder not to be so 
base. We shall see.... 

January 7. It ceased snowing, and a deep, almost gentian blue sky 
showed. The snow lay heaped on the trees, big blobs of snow, like whipped 
cream. It was very cold, but, I suppose, beautiful. I cannot see this snow as 
anything but hateful. So it 1s. 

My birds have made a number of little attacks on the cocoanut, but it is 
still frozen. I read Cosmic Anatomy, Shakespeare and the Bible. Jonah. 


Very nice about the gourd, and also on his journey, “paying the fare 
thereof.” 

I wrote at my story, but did not finish the lunch party as I ought to have 
done. How very bad this is! Had a long talk with L.M. and suddenly saw 
her again as a figure in a story. She resolves into so many. I could write 
books about her alone! 

I dreamed a long dream. Chummie was young again, so was Jeanne. 
Mother was alive. We were going through many strange rooms — up in 
lifts, alighting in lounges. It was all vaguely foreign. 

January 8. All night dreamed of visiting houses, bare rooms, No. 39, 
going up and down in lifts, etc. 

Heavily, more heavily than ever, falls the snow. It is hypnotising. One 
looks, wonders vaguely how much has fallen and how much will fall and — 
looks again. Bandaged J.’s fingers. The Mercury came with At the Bay. Iam 
very unsatisfied. 

In the afternoon J. and I played cribbage, with nuts for counters. I 
recalled the fact that I used to play so often with such intense — Heavens 
with what feelings! — in the drawing-room at Carlton Hill while T —— 
played the piano. But it meant absolutely nothing. J. giving me a bad nut 
and me paying him the bad nut again was all that really mattered. 

After tea we knitted and talked and then read. We were idle — snow- 
bound. One feels there is nothing to be done while this goes on. 


Had a letter from The Sketch asking for work. I must obey. J. and I talked 
Paris yesterday and he quite understood. This is a proof that one must be 
calm and explain and be true. Remember that! 

January 9. Snow. The vegetable garden fence was all but gone. H —— 
came and said there was between 6—7 feet of snow. He was very cheerful 
and friendly. Off his guard, speaking of Miss S he declared, “Well, the 
fact is she is not normal. And anyone who js not normal I call mad. She is 
unconventional, that is to say, and people who are that are no good to 
anyone except themselves.” When he said “mad”, a look came into his eyes 
— a flash of power — and he swung the stethoscope, then picked up my 
fan and rattled it open. 

Read and knitted and played cards. A long letter from S. I want to believe 
all he says about my story. He does see what I meant. He does not see it as a 
set of trivial happenings just thrown together. This is enough to be deeply 


grateful for — more than others will see. But I have this continual longing 
to write something with all my power, all my force in it. 

January 10. Dreamed I was back in New Zealand. 

Got up to-day. It was fine. The sun shone and melted the last trace of 
snow from the trees, from the roof. The drops were not like rain-drops, but 
bigger, softer, more exquisite. They made one realise how one loves the 
fertile earth and hates this snow-bound cold substitute. 


The men worked outside on the snowy road, trying to raise the telegraph 
pole. Before they began they had lunch out of a paper, sitting astride the 
pole. It is very beautiful to see people sharing food. Cutting bread and 
passing the loaf, especially cutting bread in that age-old way, with a clasp- 
knife. Afterwards one got up in a tree and sat among the branches working 
from there, while the other lifted. The one in the tree turned into a kind of 
bird, as all people do in trees — chuckled, laughed out, peered from among 
the branches, careless. At-tend! Ar-rét! Al-lez! 

January 11. In bed again. Heard from Pinker The Dial has taken The 
Dolls House. Wrote and finished A Cup of Tea. It took about 4—5 hours. In 
the afternoon M. came. She looked fascinating in her black suit, something 
between a Bishop and a Fly. She spoke of my “pretty little story” in the 
Mercury. All the while she was here I was conscious of a falsity. We said 
things we meant; we were sincere, but at the back there was nothing but 
falsity. It was very horrible. I do not want ever to see her or hear from her 
again. When she said she would not come often, I wanted to cry Finito! No, 
she is not my friend. 

There is no feeling to be compared with the feeling of having written and 
finished a story. I did not go to sleep, but nothing mattered. There it was, 
new and complete. 

Dreamed last night of a voyage to America. 


January 12. A vile cold day. The parcel came from M. But when one 
compares it with A.’s exquisite coat.... 

J. and I ‘typed’. I hate dictating; but the story still seems to me to be 
good. Is it? 

All the whole time at the back of my mind slumbers not nor sleeps the 
idea of Paris, and I begin to plan what I will do when Can it be true? 
What shall I do to express my thanks? I want to adopt a Russian baby, call 


him Anton, and bring him up as mine, with K. for a godfather and Mme. 
Tchehov for a godmother. Such is my dream. 

I don’t feel so sinful this day as I did, because I have written something 
and the tide is still high. The ancient landmarks are covered. Ah! but to 
write better! Let me write better, more deeply, more largely. 

Baleful icicles hang in a fringe outside our window pane. 

January 13. Heard from B. Her letter was almost frightening. It brought 
back the inexplicable past. It flashed into my mind too that she must have a 
large number of letters of mine which don’t bear thinking about. In some 
way I fear her. I feared her at the rue de Tournon. There was a peculiar 
recklessness in her manner and in her tones which made me feel she would 
recognise no barriers at all. At the same time, of course, one is fascinated. 

Wrote to K. Began a new story, but it went too slowly. J. typed for me. I 
am again held up by letters to write. Letters are the real curse of my 
existence. I hate to write them: I have to. If I don’t, there they are — the 
great guilty gates barring my way. 

H. came and suggested my heart condition was caused by the failure to 
expand the diaphragm. Then why, in that case, not learn to expand it? 

January 14. I got up to-day and felt better. It was intensely cold. 

M. came in the afternoon. She and I were alone. She wore a little blue 
hood fastened under the chin with a diamond clasp. She looked like a very 
ancient drawing. She suggested that if I did become cured, I might no 
longer write.... 

Dreamed last night I was in a ship, with the most superb, unearthly (in 
the heavenly sense) seas breaking. Deep, almost violet blue waves with 
high foamy crests, and this white foam bore down on the blue in long curls. 
It was a marvellous sight. The dream was about Chummie. He had married 
a girl without permission and Father and Mother were in despair. I 
‘realised’ it was to be; what would have happened if he had not died. 

Wingley made a dash at the bird window to-day. 

January 15. Dreamed I was shopping, buying underclothes in Cook’s and 
then in Warnock’s.! But the dream ended horribly. 

Another chill, bloodless day. I got up, but all was difficult. In the 
afternoon J. went down the 

' These are or were shops in Wellington, N.Z. 

mountain and came back in the evening with a letter for me from M.; so 
generous, so sweet a letter that I am ashamed of what I said or thought the 


other day. 

I have worked to-day in discomfort — not half enough. I could have 
written a whole story. Saw for the first time an exquisite little crested bird. 
Its call is a trill, a shake, marvellously delightful. It was very shy, though, 
and never had the courage to stop and eat. Saw people in sleighs and on 
luges. Snow is very blue. The icicles at dawn this morning were the colour 
of opals — blue lit with fire. M. lent us Will Shakespeare. Really awful 
stuff! I had better keep this for a sign. 

January 16. A wonderfully pleasant dream about Paris. All went so well. 
The Doctor and his friends all had the same atmosphere. It was good, kind, 
quietly happy. I don’t know when I’ve had a dream more delightful. 

But the day has not been delightful. On the contrary. It snowed heavily, it 
was bitter cold, and my congestion worse than ever. I have been in pain and 
discomfort all day. My lung creaks. I have done no work. After tea I simply 
went to sleep out of sheer inertia. I am in a slough of despond to-day, and 
like everybody in such an ugly place, I am ugly, I feel ugly. It is the triumph 
of matter over spirit. This must not be. Tomorrow at all costs (here I swear) 
I shall write a story. This is my first resolution ... in this journal. I dare not 
break it. Tomlinson’s letter to J. came yesterday. It was a beautiful letter 
and not to be forgotten. But why am I so bad? 

January 17. Tchehov made a mistake in thinking that if he had had more 
time he would have written more fully, described the rain, and the midwife 
and the doctor having tea. The truth is one can get only so much into a 
story; there is always a sacrifice. One has to leave out what one knows and 
longs to use. Why? I haven’t any idea, but there it is. It’s always a kind of 
race to get in as much as one can before it disappears. 

But time is not really in it. Yet wait. I do not understand even now. I am 
pursued by time myself. The only occasion when I ever felt at leisure was 
while writing The Daughters of the Late Colonel. And at the end I was so 
terribly unhappy that I wrote as fast as possible for fear of dying before the 
story was sent. I should like to prove this, to work at real leisure. Only thus 
can it be done. 

January 18. H. is a man to remember. At tea that day. Mrs. M. before the 
huge silver kettle and pots and large plates. The ornate cake; one must 
remember that cake. “It seems such a pity to cut it,” and the way the old 
hand, so calmly, grasped the knife. H. leaning back, slapping two pieces of 
bread and butter together. “More tea, Jim?” “No, thanks. Yes. Half a cup.” 


Pouring from the kettle to the tea-cup, the fat finger on the knob. “And how 
is he?” “Bleeding like a pig!” “Oh, dear’ — gathering her lace scarf into 
her lap— “I’m sorry to hear that.” 

H. always collects something — always will. China, silver, “any old 
thing that comes along”. He’s musical and collects fiddles. His feeling for 
his children is so tender that it’s pain. He can’t understand it. 

One must remember, too, his extraordinary insecurity. The world rocks 
under him, and it’s only when he has that stethoscope that he can lay down 
the law. Then lay it down he does. “What I say is: she’s mad. She’s not 
normal. And a person who isn’t normal I call mad — barmy.” And you hear 
pride in his voice; you hear the unspoken: “I am a plain man, you know....” 

I’m afraid there is a vein of tremendous cynicism in him, too. He feels 
somewhere that all is ashes. He likes to go to church, to take part, to sing 
when others sing, to kneel, to intone the responses. This puts his heart at 
rest. But when it is over and he is at home and there is a smell of beef, there 
comes this restlessness. When he was little, I imagine he pulled the wings 
off flies. And I still see suicide as his end, in a kind of melancholia, and 
“nobody wants me’, and ‘damned if I won’t.’ 

January 20. Wrote to de la Mare. Why it should be such an effort to write 
to the people one loves I cannot imagine. It’s none at all to write to those 
who don’t really count. But for weeks I have thought of D., wanted to, 
longed to write to him, but something held back my pen. What? Once 
started, really started, all goes easily.... I told him in this letter how much I 
thought of him. I suppose it is the effect of isolation that I can truly say I 
think of de la Mare, Tchehov, Koteliansky, Tomlinson, Lawrence, Orage, 
every day. They are part of my life.... 

I have got more or less used to pain at last. I wonder sometimes if this is 
worse or better than what has been; but I don’t expect to be without. But I 
have a suspicion — sometimes a certainty — that the real cause of my 
illness is not my lungs at all, but something else. And if this were found and 
cured, all the rest would heal. 

January 21. Grandma’ birthday. Where is that photograph of my dear 
love leaning against her husband’s shoulder, with her hair parted so meekly 
and her eyes raised? I love it. I long to have it. For one thing Mother gave it 
me at a time when she loved me. But for another — so much more 
important — it is she, my own Grandma, young and lovely. That arm. That 
baby sleeve. Even the velvet ribbon. I must see them again. 


And one day I must write about Grandma at length, especially of her 
beauty in her bath — when she was about sixty. Wiping herself with the 
towel. I remember now how lovely she seemed to me. And her fine linen, 
her throat, her scent. I have never really described her yet. Patience! The 
time will come. 


January 22. My feeling about Ernestine is shameful. But there it is. Her 
tread, her look, the way her nose is screwed round, her intense stupidity, her 
wrists — revolt me. This is bad. For she feels it, I am sure she does. When 
we speak together she blushes in a way that doesn’t seem to me natural. I 
feel that her self-respect is shamed by my thoughts. 

Lumbago. This is a very queer thing. So sudden, so painful. I must 
remember it when I write about an old man. The start to get up — the pause 
— the look of fury — and how, lying at night, one seems to get locked. To 
move is an agony; till finally one discovers a movement which 1s possible. 
But that helpless feeling about with the legs first! 

January 23. Paris? To remember the sound of wind — the peculiar 
wretchedness one can feel while the wind blows. Then the warm soft wind 
of spring searching out the heart. The wind I call the Ancient of Days which 
blows here at night. The wind that shakes the garden at night when one runs 
out into it. 

Dust. Turning one’s back on a high, heavy wind. Walking along the 
Esplanade when the wind carries the sea over. The wind of summer, so 
playful, that rocked and swung in the trees here. And wind moving through 
grass so that the grass quivers. This moves me with an emotion I don’t ever 
understand. I always see a field, a young horse — and there is a very fair 
Danish girl telling me something about her step-father. The girl’s name is 
Elsa Bagge. 

January 24. Wrote and finished Taking the Veil. It took me about 3 hours 
to write finally. But I had been thinking over the décor and so on for weeks 
— nay, months, I believe. I can’t say how thankful I am to have been born 
in N.Z., to know Wellington as I do, and to have it to range about in. 
Writing about the convent seemed so natural. I suppose I have not been in 
the grounds more than twice. But it is one of the places that remains as 
vivid as ever. I must not forget the name of Miss Sparrow,' nor the name 
Palmer. 


January 25. Played cribbage with J. I delight in seeing him win. When 
we play he sometimes makes faces at me — the same kind of faces that 
Chummie used to make. I think I am never so fond of him as when he does 
this. 

We were talking of the personality of the cat to-day and saying that we 
ought to write it down. It is true he has become as real as if he could talk. I 
feel he does talk, and that when he is silent it is only a case of making his 
nettle shirt and he will begin. Perhaps the most engaging glimpse of him is 
playing his fiddle with wool for strings or sitting up to the piano and 
playing Nelly Bly. But his love Isbel, his whole complete little life side by 
side with ours, ought to be told. I shall never tell it, though. 

' See entry of October 18, 1920. 


January 26. Pinker writes to say The Nation has taken “The Doll’s 
House.” 

I am sure that meditation is the cure for the 7 sickness of my mind, i.e. its 
lack of control. I have a terribly sensitive mind which receives every 
impression, and that is the reason why I am so carried away and borne 
under. 

January 27. M. came, wearing her woolly lamb. A strange fate overtakes 
me with her. We seem to be always talking of physical subjects. They bore 
and disgust me, for I feel it is waste of time, and yet we always revert to 
them. She lay back on the pillows, talking. She had an absent air. She was 
saying how fine women were ... and it was on the tip of my tongue to be 
indiscreet. But I was not. Thank Heaven! 

I have been in pain, in bad pain all day. I ache all over. I can hardly stand. 
It seems impossible that I am going away on Monday. 

January 28. These preparations for flight are almost incredible. The only 
way to keep calm is to play crib. J. and I sit opposite each other. I feel we 
are awfully united. And we play and laugh and it seems to keep us together. 
While the game lasts, we are there. A queer feeling.... 

January 29. H. came. He says my right lung is practically all right. Can 
one believe such words? The other is a great deal better. He thinks my heart 
will give me far less trouble at a lower level. Can this be true? He was so 
hopeful to-day that T.B. seemed no longer a scourge. It seemed that one 
recovered more often than not. Is this fantastic? 


Tidied all my papers. Tore up and ruthlessly destroyed much. This is 
always a great satisfaction. Whenever I prepare for a journey I prepare as 
though for death. Should I never return, all is in order. This is what life has 
taught me. 

In the evening I wrote to O. about his book. It has taken me a week to 
write the letter. J. and I seem to have played cribbage off and on all day. I 
feel there is much love between us. Tender love. Let it not change! 

January 30. There was a tremendous fall of snow on Sunday. Monday 
was the first real perfect day of winter. It seemed that the happiness of J. 
and of me reached its zenith on that day. We could not have been happier; 
that was the feeling. Sitting one moment on the balcony of the bed-room, 
for instance, or driving in the sleigh through masses of heaped-up snow. He 
looked so beautiful, too — hatless, strolling about with his hands in his 
pockets. He weighed himself. 10 stone. There was a harmonium in the 
waiting-room. Then I went away, after a quick but not hurried kiss.... 

It was very beautiful on the way to Sierre. Then I kept wondering if I was 
seeing it all for the last time — the snowy bushes, the leafless trees. “I miss 
the buns.” 


January 31. Travelling is terrible. All 1s so sordid, and the train shatters 
one. Tunnels are he//. | am frightened of travelling. 

We arrived in Paris late, but it was very beautiful — all emerging from 
water. In the night I looked out and saw the men with lanterns. The hotel all 
sordid again, — fruit peelings, wastepaper, boots, grime, ill-temper. In the 
evening I saw Manoukhin. But on the way there, nay, even before, I realised 
my heart was not in it. I feel divided in myself and angry and without 
virtue. Then L.M. and I had one of our famous quarrels, and I went to the 
wrong house. Don’t forget, as I rang the bell, the scampering and laughter 
inside. M. had a lame girl there as interpreter. He said through her he could 
cure me completely. But I did not believe it. It all seemed suddenly 
unimportant and ugly. But the flat was nice — the red curtains, marble 
clock, and picture of ladies with powdered hair. 

February 1. At 5.30 I went to the clinique and saw the other man, D. I 
asked him to explain the treatment and so on. He did so. But first: as I 
approached the door it opened and the hall, very light, showed, with the 
maid smiling, wearing a little shawl, holding back the door. Through the 
hall a man slipped quickly carrying what I thought was a cross of green 


leaves. Suddenly the arms of the little cross waved feebly, and I saw it was 
a small child strapped to a wooden tray. While I waited, voices came from 
another room — very loud voices, M.’s over and above them: Da! Da! and 
then an interrogatory: Da? I have the feeling that M. is a really good man. I 
have also a sneaking feeling (I use that word ‘sneaking’ advisedly) that he 
is a kind of unscrupulous impostor. Another proof of my divided nature. All 
is disunited. Half boos, half cheers. 

Yes, that’s it. To do anything, to be anything, one must gather oneself 
together and ‘one’s faith make stronger’. Nothing of any worth can come 
from a disunited being. It’s only by accident that I write anything worth a 
rush, and then it’s only skimming the top — no more. But remember The 
Daughters [of the Late Colonel| was written at Mentone in November when 
I was not so bad as usual. I was trying with all my soul to be good. Here I 
try and fail, and the fact of consciousness makes each separate failure very 
important — each a sin. If, combined with M.’s treatment, I treated myself 
— worked out of this slough of despond — lived an honourable life — and, 
above all, made straight my relations with L.M.... Iam a sham. I am also an 
egoist of the deepest dye — such a one that it was very difficult to confess 
to it in case this book should be found. Even my being well is a kind of 
occasion for vanity. There is nothing worse for the soul than egoism. 
Therefore ... 

February 3. 1 went to M. for a treatment. A curious impression remains. 
M.’s beautiful gesture coming into the room was perfect. But D. shouted so, 
pushed his face into mine, asked me indecent questions. Ah, that’s the 
horror of being ill. One must submit to having one’s secrets held up to the 
light, and regarded with a cold stare. D. is a proper Frenchman. “Etesvous 
constipée?” Shall I ever forget that, and the wadding of his tie showing over 
his white coat? M. sits apart, smoking, and his head — which is a curious 
shape: one is conscious of it all the time as of an instrument hangs 
forward. But he is deeply different. He desires to reassure. “Pas de 
cavernes.” 

Had palpitation from the moment of getting on to the table till 5 o’clock. 
But when I felt this coming on while rays were working, I felt simply 
horribly callous. I thought: Well, if this kills me — let it! Voila! That shows 
how bad I am. 

February 4. Massingham accepts the idea of a regular story. Heard from 
about ‘people’. It was rather a horrible day. I was ill, and at night I 


K 


had one of my terrible fits of temper over a parcel. Is it possible one can be 
so unruly? 

Heard from J. saying he will stay in Montana. There breathes in his letter 
the relief from strain. It is remarkable. He does not believe a word about M. 
and talks of coming to ‘fetch’ me in May. Well, if I am any better, there will 
never be any more fetching. Of that I am determined. The letter kept me 
awake until very late. And my sciatica! Put it on record, in case it ever goes, 
what a pain it is. Remember to give it to someone in a story one day. L.M. 
is a very tragic figure. Remember her eyes — the pupils dark — black — 
and her whiteness. Even her hair seems to grow pale. She folded the quilt 
and held it in her arms as though it was a baby. 

February 5. Wrote at my story, read Shakespeare. Read Goethe, thought, 
prayed. 

The day was cold and fine. But I felt ill and could do nothing but lie still 
all day. This going to Paris has been so much more important than it 
seemed. Now I begin to see it as the result, the ending of all that reading. I 
mean that even Cosmic Anatomy is involved. Something has been built, a 
raft, frail and not very seaworthy; but it will serve. Before, I was cast into 
the water when I was ‘alone’ — I mean during my illness — and now 
something supports me. But much is to be done. Much discipline and 
meditation is needed. Above all, it is important to get work done. Heard 
from Pinker that Cassells have taken “A Cup of Tea.” 

Thought about French women and their impudent confidence in the 
power of sex. 

February 6. Letters from B. and J. B.’s letter was the most beautiful I 
have ever received. It gave me a strange shock to find J. never even asked 
how things were going. A boyish letter like so many I have had, but 
absolutely impersonal. It might have been written to anyone. True, he was 
anxious for the post. But ... that was because he is alone. Do I make J. up? 
Is he thankful to sink into himself again? I feel relief in every line. There’s 
no strain — nothing that binds him. Then let it continue so. But I will not 
take a house anywhere. I, too, will be free. (I write exactly as I feel.) I do 
not want to see J. again just now. I shall beg him not to come here. He is at 
present just like a fish that has escaped from the hook. 

A bad day. I feel ill, in an obscure way — horrible pains and so on, and 
weakness. I could do nothing. The weakness was not only physical. I must 
heal my Self before I will be well. 


Yes, that is the important thing. No attention is needed here. This must be 
done alone and at once. It is at the root of my not getting better. My mind ts 
not controlled. | idle, I give way, I sink into despair. 

February 9. A miserable day. In the night I thought for hours of the evils 
of uprooting. Every time one leaves anywhere, something precious, which 
ought not to be killed, is left to die. 

February 10. 1 did not go to the clinique because of my chill. Spent the 
day in bed, reading the papers. The feeling that someone was coming 
towards me is too strong for me to work. It was like sitting on a bench at the 
end of a long avenue in a park and seeing someone far in the distance 
coming your way. She tries to read. The book is in her hand, but it’s all 
nonsense, and might as well be upside down. She reads the advertisements 
as though they were part of the articles. 

I must not forget the long talk L.M. and I had the other evening about 
hate. What is hate? Who has ever described it? Why do I feel it for her? 
She says: “It is because I am nothing, I have suppressed all my desires to 
such an extent that now I have none. I don’t think. I don’t feel.” I reply: “If 
you were cherished and loved for a week, you would recover.” And that is 
true, and I would like to do it. It seems I ought to do it. But I don’t. The 
marvel is that she understands. No one else on earth could understand. 

All that week she had her little corner. “I may come into my little corner 
to-night?” she asks timidly, and I reply so cold, so cynical— “If you 
want to.” But what would I do if she didn’t come? 

J. arrived early in the morning. In half an hour it seemed he had been here 
a long time. I still regret his coming here for his sake. I know it 1s right for 
our sake. We went together to the clinique. Bare leafless trees. A wonderful 
glow in the sky: the windows flashed fire. M — drew a picture of my heart. 
I wish he had not. I am haunted by the hideous picture, by the thought of 
my heart like a heavy drop in my breast. But he is good. 

February 12. We put the chess-men on the board and began to play. It 
was an unsettled day. L.M. in and out with no home, — no place — whirled 
like a leaf along this dark passage and then out into the raw street. 

J. read the Tchehov aloud. I had read one of the stories myself and it 
seemed to me nothing. But read aloud, it was a masterpiece. How was that? 

I want to remember the evening before. I was asleep. He came in — 
thrust his head in at the door and as I woke, I did not know him. I saw a 
face which reminded me of his mother and Richard. But I felt a kind of 


immediate dread confusion. I knew I ought to know it and that it belonged 
to him, yet he was as it were not present. I think this is what people who are 
going out of their minds must feel about the faces that bend over them and 
old, old people about the children. And that accounts for the foolish 
offended look in their faces sometimes. They feel it’s not right they should 
not know. 

February 13. Felt ill all day. Feeling of violent confusion in my body and 
head. I feel more ill now than ever, so it seems. 

J. went out and bought a tea-pot and so on; arranged a game of chess and 
we started playing. But the pains in my back and so on make my prison 
almost unendurable. I manage to get up, to dress, to make a show of getting 
to the restaurant and back without being discovered. But that is literally all. 
The rest is rather like being a beetle shut in a book, so shackled that one can 
do nothing but lie down. And even to lie down becomes a kind of agony. 
The worst of it is I have again lost hope. I don’t, I can’t believe this will 
change. I have got off the ship again and am swept here and there by the 
sea. 


February 14. Another hellish day. But J. found some pastilles which help 
my throat, and it seemed to me they had a calming effect on my heart. 

I had one of my perfect dreams. I was at sea, sailing with my parasol 
opened to just a ‘freshet’ of wind. Heavenly the sea, the sky, the land — 
parasol pink — boat pale pink. 

If I could only get over my discouragement! But who is going to help 
with that! Now that L.M. is going I have more to do — all my clothes and 
so on to put away and pull out, as well as a bowl or two to wash. The effort 
uses what remains of my strength. By 5 o’clock I am finished and must go 
to bed again. 

It is a very dull day. The canaries sing. I have been reading Bunin’s 
stories. He is not a sympathetic soul, but it is good to read him ... he carries 
one away. 

February 17. Went to the clinique. I felt that all was wrong there. M. was 
distrait and a little angry. D. as usual sailed over everything. But that means 
nothing. It seemed to me there had been some trouble or some trouble was 
brewing. 

The servant there is a very beautiful plump woman with a ravishing 
smile. Her eyes are grey. She curls her hair in a small fringe and she wears a 


little grey shawl, an apron, and a pair of rather high boots; stepping lightly, 
with one small plump hand holding the shawl, she opens the door. 


February. 


[The following is a list of stories, arranged apparently for inclusion in a 
volume. Those in the second column were already written; those in the first 
column to be written. Of these only The Fly was actually written. Some 
fragments of the others are printed in “The Doves’ Nest.”’] 
The Major and the Lady [Widowed?]. 

The Mother. 

The Fly. 

An Unhappy Man. 

Lucien 

Down the Sounds. 

A Visit. 

Sisters. 

The New Baby. 

Confidences. 

The Dreamers. 

Aunt Fan. 

Honesty. 

Best Girl. 

A Cup of Tea [January 11, 1922]. 

Taking the Veil [January 24, 1922]. 

The Doll’s House [October 24—30, 1921]. 

F ee 20. Finished The Fly. 

May 1. Oh, what will this beloved month bring? 

May 3. Paris. | must begin writing for Clement Shorter to-day 12 
“spasms” of 2,000 words each. I thought of the Burnells, but no, I don’t 
think so. Much better, the Sheridans, the three girls and the brother and the 
Father and Mother and so on, ending with a long description of Meg’s 
wedding to Keith Fenwick. Well, there’s the first flown out of the nest. The 
sisters Bead, who come to stay. The white sheet on the floor when the 
wedding dress is tried on. Yes, I’ve got the details all right. But the point is 
— Where shall I begin? One certainly wants to dash. 


Meg was playing. I don’t think I ought to begin with that. It seems to me 
the mother’s coming home ought to be the first chapter. The other can come 
later. And in that playing chapter what I want to stress chiefly is: Which is 
the real life — that or this? — late afternoon, these thoughts — the garden 
— the beauty — how all things pass — and how the end seems to come so 
soon. 

And then again there is the darling bird — I’ve always loved birds — 
Where is the little chap? ... 

What is it that stirs one so? What is this seeking — so joyful — ah, so 
gentle! And there seems to be a moment when all is to be discovered. Yes, 
that’s the feeling.... 

The queer thing is I only remember how much I have forgotten when I 
hear that piano. The garden of the Casino, the blue pansies. But oh, how am 
I going to write this story? 


[There follows the opening paragraph of the story.]| 


“The late afternoon was beautiful in Port Willin. There was a moment when 
the whole small town seemed to quiver in those last bright rays. Gold shone 
the harbour, the windows of the big hospital on Clifton Hill flashed fiery. 
Only the pigeons flying so high above Post Office Square and the plumes of 
smoke rising from the evening fires were silver.” 


[An unposted letter.| 


May. Just a line to say — J. and I both have so much work to do this 
summer that we have decided when we leave here (end of this month) to go 
to the Hotel d’Angleterre, Randogne. Does that make you open your eyes? 
But in the summer, June and July, that place was so lovely and I know itt. It 
would only take a day to settle and a look at the mountains, before we could 
work. All other arrangements are too difficult — Germany and so on. We 
have not, literally, the time to discover a new place and take our bearings. 
Then we shall be near Elizabeth, too. The winter we are going to spend in 
Bandol at the Beau Rivage. I am going to get a maid now at once. I can’t do 
without one. I simply have not the time to attend to everything and I can’t 
bear, as you know, ‘untidiness.’ ... Don’t speak of our plans, by chance, 
will you? 


There is a really superb professional pianist here. He plays nearly all day 
and writes his own music. Au revoir. K. M. 

[In May K.M. left Paris to spend the summer in Switzerland, her plan 
then being to return to Paris in October for a second course of the same 
treatment, which had been (or seemed to the outside observer to have been) 
successful. When she returned to Switzerland and was examined by her 
previous doctor, he was astonished at her progress. 

But K.M. never believed that she would die of consumption, but always 
of heart-failure, and she thought that her heart had grown worse under the 
treatment. And, deeper than this, she had come to the conviction that her 
bodily health depended upon her spiritual condition. Her mind was 
henceforward preoccupied with discovering some way to ‘cure her soul’; 
and she eventually resolved, to my great regret, to abandon her treatment, 
and to live as though her grave physical illness were incidental, and even, 
so far as she could, as though it were non-existent. ] 

June. Randogne, Switzerland. | find the rapture at being alone hard to 
understand. Certainly when I am sitting out of sight under a tree I feel I 
could be content never to return. As to ‘fear’, it is gone. It is replaced by a 
kind of callousness. What will be, will be. But this is not a very useful 
statement, for I’ve never put it to the test. 

Should I be as happy with anyone at my side? No. I’d begin to talk, and 
it’s far nicer not to talk. Or, if it were J. he’d open a little blue book by 
Diderot, Jacques le Fataliste, and begin to read it, and that would make me 
wretched.... Why the devil want to read stuffy, snuffy Diderot when there is 
this other book before one’s eyes? I do not want to be a book worm. If its 
book is taken away from it, the little blind head is raised; it wags, hovers, 
terribly uneasy, in a void — until it begins to burrow again. 

Loneliness: ‘Oh Loneliness, of my sad heart be Queen!’ It isn’t in the 
least that. My heart is not sad except when I am among people, and then I 
am far too distracted to think about Queens. (Oh, dear! Here is a walking 
tragedy — Madame with a whole tray of food! And I begged for a bastick, 
only a bastick!) 


[The following description is of a family who lived in a small chalet 
within view of K.M.’s window at Randogne. | 

I have watched this big heavy woman, moving so sullen, plodding in and 
out with her pails and brushes, coming to the door at midday and evening to 


look for her husband and child. She looks neither sad nor happy; she looks 
resigned and stupefied. Sometimes, when she stops and stares round her, 
she is like a cow that is being driven along a road, and sometimes when, 
leaning out the window, she watches her quick husband, so jauntily cutting 
up logs of wood, I think she hates him — and the sight of her suffocates 
him. 

But to-day, it being the first fine day since the lodgers have come, they 
went off for a walk and left the nurse-girl in charge of the baby. A ‘cradle’ 
made of two straw baskets on trestles was brought out into the sun and the 
baby heaped up in it. Then the nurse girl disappeared. 

Round the side of the house came my woman. She stopped. She looked 
round quickly. She leaned over the cradle and held out her finger to the 
baby. Then it seemed she was simply overcome with the loveliness and the 
wonder of this little thing. She tip-toed round the cradle, bent over, shook 
her head, shook her finger — pulled up a tiny sleeve, looked at a dimpled 
arm. Her little girl, in a white hat (in honour of the lodgers) danced up. I 
imagine my woman asked her how she would like a little brother. And the 
little girl was fascinated, as small children are by smaller. 

“Kiss his hand,” said my woman. She watched her daughter, very serious, 
kiss the tiny hand; and she could hardly bear that anyone should touch the 
infant but herself. She snatched her daughter away.... 

When finally she dragged herself away, she was trembling. She went up 
the steps into the house, stood in the middle of the kitchen, and it seemed 
that the child within realized her love and moved. A faint, timid smile was 
on her lips. She believed and she did not believe. 

Gyp, their dog, is the most servile creature imaginable. He is a fat brown 
and white spaniel with a fat round end of tail which wags for every-body at 
every moment. His passion is for the baby. If anyone throws him sticks he 
dashes off and brings them back to lay at the foot of the cradle. When his 
mistress carries the baby, he dances round them so madly, in such a frenzy 
of delight, that one doesn’t believe in him. He feels himself one of the 
family — a family dog. 

The master is a very stupid conceited fellow with a large thin nose, a tuft 
of hair, and long thin legs. He walks slowly, holding himself perfectly rigid. 
He keeps his hands in his pockets always. Yesterday he wore all day a pair 
of pale blue woollen slippers with tassels. And it was obvious he admired 
himself in these slippers tremendously. To-day he is walking about in his 


shirt-sleeves, wearing a sky-blue shirt. He wears black velvet trousers and a 
short coat. I am sure he thinks he is perfectly dressed for the country. Ah, if 
he only had a gun to carry on his shoulder! 

When he came home, he walked stiff, rigid like a post, hands in pockets 
up to the front door and stood there. Did not knock, gave no sign. In less 
than a minute the door opened to him. His wife fe/t he was there. 

(What a passion one feels for the sun here!) 

The friend is a dashing young man in a grey suit, with a cap always worn 
very much on one side. His cap he does not like to take off. He is the kind 
of man who sits on the edge of tables or leans against the counter of bars 
with his thumbs in his waistcoat. He feels a dog. He is sure all the girls are 
wild about him, and it’s true each time he looks at one, she is ready to titter. 
For all his carelessness, he’s close with money. When he and his ‘friend’ go 
up to the village for stores, he lounges in the shop, smells things, suggests 
things, but turns his back and whistles when it comes to adding up the bill. 
He thinks the friend’s wife is in love with him. 

(When the dog is tied up, it cries pitifully, sobs. The sound, so 
unrestrained, pleases them.) 

The wife is small, untidy, with large gold rings in her hair. She wears 
white canvas shoes and a jacket trimmed with artificial fur. She is the 
woman who is spending the day at the sea-side. She looks dissatisfied, 
unhappy. I am sure she is a terrible muddler. 

(The dog is really very hysterical.) 

They have a little servant maid of about sixteen, with a loose plait of dark 
streaky hair and silver-rimmed spectacles. She walks in a terribly meek but 
self-satisfied way, pushing out her stomach. She is meekness itse/f’ How 
she bows her head and walks after her master! It is terrible to see. She 
wishes to be invisible, to pass unseen. “Don’t look at me!” And she effaces 
herself. (This must be written very directly.) She it is who holds the baby. 
When the others have gone, she rather lords it over the baby, turns up his 
clothes and exclaims with quite an air. 

The baby is at that age when it droops over a shoulder. It is still a 
boneless baby, blowing bubbles, in a little blue muslin frock. When it cries, 
it cries as though it were being squeezed. Its feet, in white boots, are like 
little cakes of dough. 

(The dog’s enthusiasm is enough to make you want to kick it. When they 
come out, cold, damp, depressed, there he is leaping, asking when the fun’s 


going to begin. It is sickening.) 

A queer bit of psychology: I had to disappear behind the bushes to-day in 
a hollow. That act made me feel nearer to normal health than I have felt for 
years. Nobody there; nobody wondered if I was all right, i.e. there was 
nothing to distinguish me, at that moment, from an ordinary human being. 

Each little movement of this bird is made so ostentatiously — as if it 
were trying to show itself off as much as possible. Why? 

But to continue with this alone-ness — to gather it up a little? Could I 
...2 It seems to me to depend entirely on health in my case. If I were well 
and could spend the evenings sitting up writing till about eleven.... 

To look up through the trees to the far-away heavenly blue. 


Now it’s getting late afternoon and all sounds are softer, deeper. The 
sough of the wind in the branches is more thoughtful. 

This — this is as great happiness as I shall ever know. It is greater 
happiness than I had ever thought possible. But why is it incompatible with 
only because of your weakness. There is nothing to prevent you being 
like this. In fact, don’t you yet know that the more active and apart you 
make your own life, the more content the other is? What he finds 
intolerable is the lack of privacy. But so do you. It makes him feel as though 
he were living under a vacuum jar. So it does you. You hang on thinking to 
please him until he longs for you to be gone. 

How badly, how stupidly you manage your life! Don’t you realize that 
both of you have had enough contact to last for years, that the only way for 
each of you to be renewed and refreshed is for you to go apart. Not 
necessarily to tear apart, but to go apart as wisely as possible. You are the 
most stupid woman I have ever met. You never will see that it all rests with 
you. If you do not take the initiative, nothing will be done. The reason why 
you find it so hard to write is because you are learning nothing. I mean of 
the things that count — like the sight of this tree with its purple cones 
against the blue. How can I put it, that there is gum on the cones? 
“Gemmed?” No. “Beaded?” No. “They are like crystals.” Must I? I am 
afraid so.... 

[Towards the end of July K.M., finding the height of Randogne too great 
a strain on her heart, descended to Sierre. | 


July. Sierre. This is a damning little note-book, quite in the old style. 
How I am committed! 

To-day is Tuesday. Since leaving Montana I have written about a page. 
The rest of the time I seem to have slept! This, of course, started all the Old 
Fears: that I should never write again, that I was getting sleeping sickness 
and so on. But this morning I nearly kicked off, and this evening I feel 
perhaps a time of convalescence was absolutely necessary. The mind was 
choked with the wrack of all those dreadful tides. I wrote to K to-day. 
It seems to bring things nearer. 

It’s only now I am beginning to see again and to recognise again the 
beauty of the world. Take the swallows to-day, their flutter-flutter, their 
velvet-forked tails, their transparent wings that are like the fins of fishes. 
The little dark head and breast golden in the light. Then the beauty of the 
garden, and the beauty of raked paths.... Then, the silence. 

I wage eternally a war of small deceits. Tear this book up! Tear it up, 
now! But now I am pretending to be making notes on a book I have already 
read and despise.... 

What dreadful, awful rot! 

I should like to write the canary story to-morrow. So many ideas come 
and go. If there is time I shall write them all. If this uninterrupted time 
continues. The story about this hotel would be wonderful if I could do it.! 


If there is a book to be read, no matter how bad that book is, I read it. I 
will read it. Was it always so with me? I don’t remember. Looking back, I 
imagine I was always writing. Twaddle it was, too. But better far write 
twaddle or anything, anything, than nothing at all. 


[At the end of August 1922 K.M. returned to London.| 


My first conversation with O. took place on August 30, 1922. 

On that occasion I began by telling him how dissatisfied I was with the 
idea that Life must be a lesser thing than we were capable of imagining it to 
be. I had the feeling that the same thing happened to nearly everybody 
whom I knew and whom I did not know. No sooner was their youth, with 
the little force and impetus characteristic of youth, done, than they stopped 
growing. At the very moment that one felt that now was the time to gather 
oneself together, to use one’s whole strength, to take control, to be an adult, 
in fact, they seemed content to swop the darling wish of their hearts for 


innumerable little wishes. Or the image that suggested itself to me was that 
of a river flowing away in countless little trickles over a dark swamp. 

They deceived themselves, of course. They called this trickling away — 
greater tolerance — wider interests — a sense of proportion — so that work 
did not rule out the possibility of ‘life’. Or they called it an escape from all 
this mind-probing and self-consciousness — a simpler and therefore a 
better way of life. But sooner or later, in literature at any rate, there 
sounded an undertone of deep regret. There was an uneasiness, a sense of 
frustration. One heard, one thought one heard, the cry that began to echo in 
one’s own being: “I have missed it. I have givezn up. This is not what I 
want. If this is all, then Life is not worth living.” 

But I know it is not all. How does one know that? Let me take the case of 
K.M. She has led, ever since she can remember, a very typically false life. 
Yet, through it all, there have been moments, instants, gleams, when she has 
felt the possibility of something quite other. 

Love-birds at 475: Male and female. Male, green underbody, wings mole, 
tipped with yellow, broad at base, gradually growing smaller until the head 
feathers, as close as can be. Yellow faces: a touch of pale-blue on the chops 
and on the top of the beak. On the male exquisite black spots, points of jet 
under the beak. Tail of male bird blue. 

Female yellow with overbody of pale green in delicate pencil lines. The 
bird is yellow, but a green-yellow. Male bird burrows in its back, finds.... 

September 30. “Do you know what individuality 1s?” 

“No.” 

“Consciousness of will. To be conscious that you have a will and can 
act.” 

Yes, it is. It’s a glorious saying. 

October 3. Arrived Paris. Took rooms in Select Hotel, Place de la 
Sorbonne, for ten francs a day per person. What feeling? Very little. The 
room is like the room where one could work — or so it feels. I have been a 
perfect torment to L.M. who is pale with dark eyes. I suspect my reactions 
so much that I hardly dare say what I think of the room and so on. Do I 
know? Not really. Not more than she. 

I have thought of J. to-day. We are no longer together. Am I in the right 
way, though? No, not yet. Only looking on — telling others. I am not in 
body and soul. I feel a bit of a sham.... And so I am. One of the K.M.’s is 
so sorry. But of course she is. She has to die. Don t feed her. 


October. Important. When we can begin to take our failures non- 
seriously, it means we are ceasing to be afraid of them. It is of immense 
importance to learn to /augh at ourselves. What Shestov calls ‘a touch of 
easy familiarity and derision’ has its value. 

What will happen to Anatole France and his charming smile? Doesn’t it 
disguise a lack of feeling, like M.’s weariness? 

Life should be like a steady, visible light. 

What remains of all those years together? It is difficult to say. If they 
were so important, how could they have come to nothing. Who gave up and 
why? 

Haven’t I been saying, all along, that the fault lies in trying to cure the 
body and paying no heed whatever to the sick psyche? G. claims to do just 
what I have always dreamed might be done. 

The sound of a street pipe, hundreds and hundreds of years old. 


October. The Luxembourg Gardens. A very small railway train came 
along, with a wooden whistle. First it stopped, blew the whistle, and then 
moved slowly forward with a wonderfully expressive motion of the right 
arm. People mattered not at all. It went through them, past them; skirted 
them. Then down it fell, full length. But two gentlemen picked it up, patted 
its behind, and in a minute it whistled (rather longer than usual) and started 
off again.... 

A little bird-like mother with a baby in her arm, and tugging at one hand 
a minute little girl in a coat made out of a pleated skirt, and a pink bow — it 
looked like pink flannel — on her clubbed hair. A very rich child in a white 
beaver hat passed and fell quite in love with the pink flannel bow. When its 
nurse was not looking it hung back and walked beside its little poor sister, 
looking at her wonderingly and very carefully keeping step. 

A little person in a pink hat passed, very carefully dragging a minute 
doll’s pram. It was so minute she had to drag it on a thread of cotton. 
Naturally, once she stopped looking and her hand gave a jerk, down fell the 
pram. For about two minutes she dragged it along on its side. Then she 
discovered the accident, rushed back, set it up, and looked round very 
angrily in all directions: certain some enemy had knocked it over on 
purpose. Her little dark direct gaze was quite frightening. Did she see some 
one? 


And then suddenly the wind lifts, and all the leaves, leaves fly forward so 
gladly, so eagerly, as if they were thankful it is not their turn yet to ... 


October 15. Nietzsche’s Birthday. Sat in the Luxembourg Gardens. Cold, 
wretchedly unhappy. Horrid people at lunch, everything horrid, from 
anfang bis zum ende. 

October 17. Laubatter. The Four Fountains. The Red Tobacco Plant. 
English dog. The funeral procession. Actions and Reactions. The silky 
husks, like the inside of the paw of a cat. ‘Darling.’ 

Fire is sunlight and returns to the sun again in an unending cycle.... G. 
looks exactly like a desert chief. I kept thinking of Doughty’s “Arabia”... 

To be wildly enthusiastic, or deadly serious — both are wrong. Both pass. 
One must keep ever present a sense of humour. It depends entirely on 
yourself how much you see or hear or understand. But the sense of humour 
I have found of use in every single occasion of my life. Now perhaps you 
understand what the word ‘indifferent’ means. It is to learn not to mind, and 
not to show your mind. 

October 18. In the autumn garden leaves falling. Little footfalls, like 
gentle whispering. They fly, spin, twirl, shake. 

[The following entry was torn out of her journal to be sent to me. But 
K.M. changed her mind. I found it among her papers with this 
superscription, “These pages from my journal. Don’t let them distress you. 
The story has a happy ending, really and truly.”’] 


October 10. I have been thinking this morning until it seems I may get 
things straightened out if I try to write ... where I am. 

Ever since I came to Paris I have been as ill as ever. In fact, yesterday I 
thought I was dying. It is not imagination. My heart is so exhausted and so 
tied up that I can only walk to the taxi and back. I get up at midi and go to 
bed at 5.30 I try to ‘work’ by fits and starts, but the time has gone by. I 
cannot work. Ever since April I have done practically nothing. But why? 
Because, although M.’s treatment improved my blood and made me look 
well and did have a good effect on my lungs, it made my heart not a snap 
better, and I only won that improvement by living the life of a corpse in the 
Victoria Palace Hotel. 

My spirit is nearly dead. My spring of life is so starved that it’s just not 
dry. Nearly all my improved health is pretence — acting. What does it 


amount to? Can I walk? Only creep. Can I do anything with my hands or 
body? Nothing at all. I am an absolutely helpless invalid. What is my life? 
It is the existence of a parasite. And five years have passed now, and I am in 
straighter bonds than ever. 

Ah, I feel a little calmer already to be writing. Thank God for writing! I 
am so terrified of what I am going to do. All the voices out of the ‘Past’ say 
“Don’t do it”. J. says “M. is a scientist. He does his part. It’s up to you to do 
yours.” But that is no good at all. I can no more cure my psyche than my 
body. Less it seems to me. Isn’t J. himself, perfectly fresh and well, utterly 
depressed by boils on his neck? Think of five years’ imprisonment. 
Someone has got to help me to get out. If that 1s a confession of weakness 
— it is. But it’s only lack of imagination that calls it so. And who is going 
to help me? Remember Switzerland: “I am helpless.” Of course, he is. One 
prisoner cannot help another. Do I believe in medicine alone? No, never. In 
science alone? No, never. It seems to me childish and ridiculous to suppose 
one can be cured like a cow if one is not a cow. And here, all these years, I 
have been looking for someone who agreed with me. I have heard of G. 
who seems not only to agree but to know infinitely more about it. Why 
hesitate? 

Fear. Fear of what? Doesn’t it come down to fear of losing J.? I believe it 
does. But, good Heavens! Face things. What have you of him now? What is 
your relationship? He talks to you — sometimes — and then goes off. He 
thinks of you tenderly. He dreams of a life with you some day when the 
miracle has happened. You are important to him as a dream. Not as a living 
reality. For you are not one. What do you share? Almost nothing. Yet there 
is a deep, sweet, tender flooding of feeling in my heart which is love for 
him and longing for him. But what is the good of it as things stand? Life 
together, with me ill, is simply torture with happy moments. But it’s not 
life.... You do know that J. and you are only a kind of dream of what might 
be. And that might-be never, never can be true unless you are well. And 
you won’t get well by ‘imagining’ or ‘waiting’ or trying to bring off that 
miracle yourself. 

Therefore if the Grand Lama of Thibet promised to help you — how can 
you hesitate? Risk! Risk anything! Care no more for the opinions of others, 
for those voices. Do the hardest thing on earth for you. Act for yourself. 
Face the truth. 


True, Tchehov didn’t. Yes, but Tchehov died. And let us be honest. How 
much do we know of Tchehov from his letters? Was that all? Of course not. 
Don’t you suppose he had a whole longing life of which there is hardly a 
word? Then read the final letters. He has given up hope. If you de- 
sentimentalize those final letters they are terrible. There is no more 
Tchehov. Illness has swallowed him. 

But perhaps to people who are not ill, all this is nonsense. They have 
never travelled this road. How can they see where I am? All the more 
reason to go boldly forward alone. Life is not simple. In spite of all we say 
about the mystery of Life, when we get down to it we want to treat it as 
though it were a child’s tale.... 

Now, Katherine, what do you mean by health? And what do you want it 
for? 

Answer: By health I mean the power to live a full, adult, living, breathing 
life in close contact with what I love — the earth and the wonders thereof- 
the sea — the sun. All that we mean when we speak of the external world. I 
want to enter into it, to be part of it, to live in it, to learn from it, to lose all 
that is superficial and acquired in me and to become a conscious direct 
human being. I want, by understanding myself, to understand others. I want 
to be all that I am capable of becoming so that I may be (and here I have 
stopped and waited and waited and it’s no good — there’s only one phrase 
that will do) a child of the sun. About helping others, about carrying a light 
and so on, it seems false to say a single word. Let it be at that. A child of the 
sun. 

Then I want to work. At what? I want so to live that I work with my 
hands and my feeling and my brain. I want a garden, a small house, grass, 
animals, books, pictures, music. And out of this, the expression of this, I 
want to be writing. (Though I may write about cabmen. That’s no matter.) 

But warm, eager, living life — to be rooted in life — to learn, to desire to 
know, to feel, to think, to act. That is what I want. And nothing less. That is 
what I must try for. 

I wrote this for myself. I shall now risk sending it to J. He may do with it 
what he likes. He must see how much I love him. 

And when I say ‘I fear’ — don’t let it disturb you, dearest heart. We all 
fear when we are in waiting-rooms. Yet we must pass beyond them, and if 
the other can keep calm, it is all the help we can give each other.... 


And this all sounds very strenuous and serious. But now that I have 
wrestled with it, it’s no longer so. I feel happy — deep down. All is well. 


[ With those words Katherine Mansfield’s Journal comes to a fitting close. 
Thenceforward the conviction that “All was well” never left her. She 
entered a kind of spiritual brotherhood at Fontainebleau. The object of this 
brotherhood, at least as she understood it, was to help its members to 
achieve a spiritual regeneration. 

After some three months, at the beginning of 1923, she invited me to stay 
with her for a week. I arrived early in the afternoon of January 9. I have 
never seen, nor shall I ever see, any one so beautiful as she was on that day; 
it was as though the exquisite perfection which was always hers had taken 
possession of her completely. To use her own words, the last grain of 
‘sediment’, the last ‘traces of earthly degradation’, were departed for ever. 
But she had lost her life to save it. 

As she came up the stairs to her room at 10 p.m. she was seized by a fit 
of coughing which culminated in a violent haemorrhage. At 10.30 she was 
dead. | 


The Biography 


Mansfield, 1913 


THE LIFE OF KATHERINE MANSFIELD by J. 
Middleton Murry and Ruth Elvish Mantz 


ee 


CONTENTS 


Introduction 

Chapter I: The Pa Men 

Chapter II: Wellington: 11 Tinakori Road 
Chapter HI: Anikiwa 

Chapter IV: Karori 

Chapter V: 75 Tinakori Road 

Chapter VI: The Terrace School 

Chapter VII: First Love 

Chapter VII: London 

Chapter IX: Queen’s College: 

Chapter X: White Gardenia 

Chapter XI Wellington: 47 Fitzherbert Terrace 
Chapter XI: The Growing of Wings 
Chapter XII: First Short Stories 
Chapter: XIV “La Seule Chose” 

Chapter XV: Sea-Change 


Mansfield with Murry at the Villa Isola Bella, Menton, France, 1920 


The first edition of the biography co-published by Murry in 1933 


Introduction 


All the necessary research on which this book is based, and at least nine- 
tenths of the actual narrative, have been the work of Miss Ruth Mantz; and 
it has been one of my chief concerns, in revising the text to the best of my 
ability, not to alter the total picture of Katherine Mansfield’s early life 
which Miss Mantz has created. 

Therefore, I do not really deserve the position of collaborator which is 
accorded me on the titlepage; but since my contribution has been rather 
more than a mere revision, and in consequence the absence of my name 
might lead, in the case of some few passages, to the attribution to Miss 
Mantz of opinions which are mine, it has been thought best that we should 
share the responsibility for the work. 


Since Katherine Mansfield’s death, the interest in her personality has 
steadily increased. The renown of her work, or the fame of her personality, 
is becoming universal. It quickly spread through America, it has established 
itself in France; and now at last it has flowed back to her own country, New 
Zealand. It is part of the aim of this book to show how deeply rooted in her 
own country was her genius. There were reasons, good and substantial 
reasons, why she should have suffered the familiar fate of the prophet who 
is not without honour save in his own country and among his own friends. 
New Zealand is still a relatively small community, and Katherine 
Mansfield’s memories of the people there which she used as material for 
her stories were sometimes such as to create resentment and heartburning. 
People still living were disturbed by the reflections of themselves which 
they found, or thought they found, in her crystal mirror. Further, it seemed 
to them that what she had done was very easy to do; it consisted in 
“copying” the characters she had known. 

The misunderstanding was complete; but it was natural. Art of the order 
that is manifest in Katherine Mansfield’s most perfect stories — and most 
of these have New Zealand for their setting — is simple indeed; but its 
simplicity is deceptive. Such candour and transparence are the product of a 
long travail of soul — of an incessant process of self-purgation, of self- 
refinement into that condition of crystal clarity for which Katherine 


Mansfield unconsciously struggled and towards the end of her life 
consciously prayed. 

The peculiar, the unique circumstance in Katherine Mansfield’s progress 
was that the achievement of this condition was intimately connected with 
her memories of New Zealand. She had suffered there, silently as a little 
child, resentfully as an adolescent girl. Her resentment against New 
Zealand was as it were the symbol of her resentment against life itself. A 
moment came when she understood that. If she could overcome in herself 
this resentment, if her bitterness could be dissolved “in forgiveness of 
ancient injuries,” if she could cease to feel that she personally had been 
wronged, then the truth and beauty of New Zealand would emerge through 
her. 

Hence the inward struggle, of which we have so precious a record in the 
Journal, with which her first attempt to write Prelude was accompanied. It 
was no less than a struggle for spiritual re-birth. And she knew it.” You 
know how unhappy I have been lately,” she wrote as though to her dead 
brother on February 14th, 1916.1 almost felt: Perhaps ‘the new man’ will 
not live. Perhaps I am not yet risen. ... But now I do not doubt.” At that 
moment her brother was to her the embodiment of her unseen, unknown 
self, whom she was struggling to bring to birth; but it was only for that 
moment. In the exclusive personal way this remarkable portion of her 
Journal would suggest to the superficial reader, her brother was not 
important to Katherine Mansfield. He was a symbol and a part of that New 
Zealand which she was striving to remember in purity of soul. No doubt it 
was indeed his bitter death, the mockery of his own triumphant confidence 
in his safe return from the war, that brought her up sharp and sudden against 
the bitterness of her own memory of New Zealand, the elusive purpose of 
her own life, and the necessity of hastening on towards the goal she felt she 
must reach. The death of her brother was indeed a_ decisive event in 
Katherine Mansfield’s life; but as an occasion, not as a cause. It brought her 
to a moment of profound self-knowledge. 

From this moment onward her life was a constant effort towards inward 
clarity, towards what William Blake called Self-annihilation. And the 
purification of her memory of New Zealand, the purging of all resentment 
from her soul until that island could emerge, as from the waters of its own 
Pacific, with the bloom and brightness of a new creation, was the outward 
and visible sign of the inward and spiritual grace. To be worthy of New 


Zealand was to be worthy in an absolute sense; it was to have achieved a 
certain condition of being — to have recaptured the vision of innocence. 

“In the early morning there I always remember feeling that this little 
island has dipped back into the dark blue sea during the night only to rise 
again at the gleam of day, all hung with bright spangles and glittering drops. 
... [tried to catch that moment — with something of its sparkle and flavour. 
And just as on those mornings white milky mists rise and uncover some 
beauty, then smother it again and then again disclose it, I tried to lift that 
mist from my people and let them be seen and then to hide them again. ... 
It’s so difficult to describe all this, and it sounds perhaps over-ambitious 
and vain. But I don’t feel anything but intensely a longing to serve my 
subject as well as I can.” 

It was difficult to describe. For in fact it was nothing but the mystical 
vision in the specific form in which it comes to the artist of genius:”as when 
the eye, having looked upon the sun, thenceforward sees the sun in 
everything.” Katherine was seeking to make firm her hold upon a kind of 
vision — the true vision of the Imagination — of which she was now 
visited with glimpses. To this kind of vision one achievement was 
absolutely necessary. There must be a complete abeyance of the Self. 

She feels her way towards the expression of the nature of this inward 
necessity. Here, in October, 1917, it is to be completely occupied, to the 
exclusion of all other feelings, by “an intense longing to serve my subject as 
well as I can.” It is the authentic self-effacement of the true artist — the 
compulsion whereby the artist becomes the priest of what Blake called “The 
Everlasting Gospel.” 

Four months later, in February, 1918, she has advanced quite definitely to 
a deeper understanding of her purpose and her own nature. She wrote: 

“T’ve two ‘kick offs’ in the writing game. One is joy — real joy — the 
thing that made me write when we lived at Pauline, and that sort of writing 
I could only do in just that state of being, in some perfectly blissful way at 
peace. Then something delicate and lovely seems to open before my eyes, 
like a flower without thought of a frost or a cold breath, knowing that all 
about it is warm and tender and ‘ready.’ And what I try, ever so humbly, to 
express. 

“The other ‘kick-off’ is my old original one, and, had I not known love, it 
would have been my all. Not hate or destruction (both are beneath contempt 
as real motives) but an extremely deep sense of hopelessness, of everything 


doomed to disaster. ... There! I got it exactly — a cry against corruption — 
that is absolutely the nail on the head. Not a protest —acry ...” 

Now let us remember that the months at the Villa Pauline were the days 
when she was writing Prelude: that they were also the months when the 
superficial reader of her Journal would imagine that she was sorrowing 
over the death of her brother. In fact, they were months of real joy — of the 
self-abandonment of love, in living and in writing. And if we wish to 
understand, still more intimately, the connection between the blissful 
humility of that peace and the cry against corruption, we shall find it in 
Blake’s “Book of Thel,” which ends precisely with what Katherine meant 
by the cry— “not a protest” — against corruption. 

The struggle which was in Blake’s soul was also in hers. In the last resort 
Katherine can be understood, or the understanding of her expressed, only in 
such terms as Blake used to express his experience. His effort towards self- 
annihilation — the condition of true Imagination — was renewed in her. In 
1921 it had become the burden of all her thinking on her purpose and 
herself.” Marks of earthly degradation still pursue me,” she wrote on July 
16th.” I am not crystal clear.” Then, suddenly, in At the Bay, she achieves 
the condition. 

“There’s my Grandmother, back in her chair with her pink knitting, there 
stalks my Uncle over the grass; I feel as I write, “You are not dead, my 
darlings. All is remembered. I bow down to you. I efface myself so that you 
may live again through me in your richness and beauty.’ And one feels 
possessed.” 

There is the doctrine, there is the experience, there is Art. That, in the last 
resort, is what Art is, in so far as Art is a thing of consequence for the lives 
of men. It is the utterance of Life through a com- pletely submissive being. 
That and nothing else is the secret of great art — from the cave man 
drawing to the little tragedy of “The Doll’s House.” 

Let us have no compromise and no evasion on this vital issue. In scope 
Katherine Mansfield was a tiny artist; but because she was a pure artist, she 
was a great one. In this order of artistic achievement, the small is veritably 
great, and the great no greater. In this order achievement is absolute or not 
at all. There is Art, and there is not-Art; and between them is precisely the 
absolute difference, which the philosophers of the Christian religion sought 
so often to express, between the descent of the divine grace and the utmost 
effort of the conscious personal being to achieve it. As Blake said — the 


great artist who was isolated because he knew the ultimate identity of 
Christianity and Art— “We, in our selves, are nothing.” 

Katherine Mansfield died young; Blake was an old man when he died. 
Katherine Mansfield did not achieve all the conscious wisdom of Blake. 
But she was going the same path; as Keats, when he died, was going the 
same path. Apparently, this path is inevitable to natures of a certain 
composition which constrains them to prove life “upon their pulses.” 

What may be the secret of this delicate and invincible integrity, no man 
dare say. It is perhaps enough that it should exist, and that we should 
recognise it. But those who do recognise it see that it is manifest from the 
beginning in a strange compulsion to submit to experience. Between Life 
and such natures the impact is not mitigated. It is naked, all the while. 
Neither creed nor conception can interpose its comfortable medium. They 
are doomed, or privileged, to lead “a life of Sensations rather than 
Thoughts.” Such a life seemed, no doubt, good to Keats when he wrote 
those words, which after-generations have found so hard to understand; but 
he was to learn that, as the joys of the immediate nature are incomparable, 
so are its sufferings: and that the time inevitably comes when the joy is 
suffering and the suffering joy. For such natures, as though compelled by an 
inward law, return to the organic simplicity of the preconscious being; but 
they return to that simplicity enriched with all the subtleties of 
consciousness. If they are artists, they have the power to bend all the 
complexities of language to the primal innocence of a cry — whether of 
delight or pain. The cry is innocent; the protest is not. 

Hence the fundamental and miraculous simplicity of all true art: a 
simplicity which evades the intellect for ever, because it is a simplicity 
which is expressed through complexity. The intellect grasps the complexity, 
and nothing more. The life, the meaning, the value, the significance eludes 
it, as the life of the flower eludes the microscopist. There are wonders to be 
seen through the microscope — those stupendous marvels of the infinitely 
small which, no less than the infinite greatness of the interstellar spaces, 
dismayed Pascal — but the simple miracle of life is not among them. That 
is closed from us, as Blake said, by our five senses, and by the intellect that 
is merely “a Ratio of the five senses.” We know it immediately, or not at all. 


And so with Art, which is Life made audible or visible, through its 
subtlest vehicle — the human being in whom Life has overcome the alien 


and hostile enemy of Life: the Self. For, as we have said, the simplicity in 
complexity of true Art proceeds from the simplicity in complexity of the 
artist. From beginning to end the life of the true artist has this organic 
simplicity — it is always a life of sensation rather than thought, seeking for 
a kind of satisfaction which neither creed nor conception can give — the 
wholeness of a total self-surrender to the Life without, which marvellously 
is also a total self-surrender to the Life within. 

Of this simplicity in complexity — in art and in life — Katherine 
Mansfield was an example. She had what Walter Bagehot called “the 
experiencing nature” — which is but another name to distinguish those rare 
beings who are governed by an inward compulsion to expose themselves to 
Life. They are secretly sustained by some secret faith in Life of which 
smaller souls are incapable. They know what Blake meant when he 
proclaimed that “the road of excess leads to the palace of wisdom.” They 
can take nothing, in this matter of life-experience, at second-hand. Always, 
for them, truth must be proved “in their pulses.” And so, inevitably, in the 
eyes of the world, they are not wise: for wisdom, in the world’s eyes, 
consists exactly in refusing to expose ourselves to experience. The wise 
accept the report of others: of that great other who is the worldly prudence 
of the race. They know that the master of Life is a hard man, reaping where 
he did not sow, and _ they hide their talent in the earth. They take no risks 
with him. 

And, in this, they ave wise. But there is a greater wisdom than theirs. It 
was the wisdom of Jesus, which despised their prudence. It is the wisdom 
which whispers:’’Take the risk! If that is truly the urge of your secret soul, 
obey it. No matter what the cost, obey!” This is the voice of the Life within 
urging Man to yet more Life. This is the voice to which Jesus of Nazareth 
was himself obedient unto death: in the strength of which he laughed at the 
wise and the prudent, and knew, on his pulses, that the Father of Life loved 
the Prodigal Son. 

The wise and the prudent have emasculated these great and wonderful 
parables, because they dare not believe that what they say is true. It would 
never do to believe what they say. And not only would it never do to 
believe what they say; it is impossible to believe what they say. Men obey 
the precepts of Jesus not because they can, or because they choose, or 
because they believe, but because they must. They do not take the risk: the 
risk is taken. They go the grievous path because they can go no other. They 


do not know that salvation awaits them. No man was ever sustained in 
advance by the knowledge that by losing his life he would save it. The man 
who knows that beforehand is incapable of losing his life: he has clung to it, 
he has never known what it is to be alone. Take away from Jesus his final 
and utter despair, and you take away all his meaning, all his triumph. 

It may be said that these are tremendous com- parisons. What has Jesus 
to do with Blake, with Keats, with Katherine Mansfield? He has everything 
to do with them. They belong to his pattern. They are the life-adventurers, 
who turn from the wisdom of prudence and seek the wisdom of experience. 
They are the children of whom Life is justified. We may say, if we will, that 
it is God who drives them on. It is true; but let us beware to whom we say 
it, as Katherine Mansfield was ware. She wrote to her husband in 1920: 

“And then suffering, bodily suffering such as I’ve known for three years. 
It has changed forever everything — even the appearance of the world is 
not the same — there 1s something added. Everything has its shadow. Is it 
right to resist such suffering? Do you know I feel it has been an immense 
privilege. Yes, in spite of all. How blind we little creatures are! It’s only the 
fairy tales we really live by. If we set out upon a journey, the more 
wonderful the treasure, the greater the temptations and perils to be 
overcome. And if someone rebels and says, Life isn’t good enough on those 
terms, one can only say: ‘It is!’ Don’t misunderstand me. I don’t mean a 
‘thorn in the flesh’ — it’s a million times more mysterious. It has taken me 
three years to understand this — to come to see this. We resist, we are 
terribly frightened. The little boat enters the dark fearful gulf and our only 
cry is to escape— ‘put me on land again.’ But it’s useless. Nobody listens. 
The shadowy figure rows on. One ought to sit still and uncover one’s eyes. 

“IT believe the greatest failing of all is to be frightened. Perfect Love 
casteth out Fear. When I look back on my life all my mistakes have been 
because I was afraid. ... Was that why I had to look on death? Would 
nothing less cure me? You know, one can’t help wondering, sometimes. ... 
No, not a personal God or any such nonsense. Much more likely — the 
soul’s desperate choice.” 

“The soul’s desperate choice.” Those final words are profound indeed. 
The secret of all living religion is in them. Yet, if we say that God is “the 
soul’s desperate choice,” who will understand us? Who will understand that 
what is said is not that the desperate soul chooses God, but the desperate 
soul in the act of choosing is God? 


That is what Katherine Mansfield was saying. And if she had said that 
one thing alone, written only that one letter I have quoted, she would have 
been immortal in those minds in which immortality is real. For this, to those 
who understand, is Truth — Truth naked, pure, imperishable — the very 
voice of Life. 

It includes everything. It explains, because it is, the mystery of the 
Incarnation. The desperate soul of Jesus, in the act of choosing — soul’s life 
and body’s death — was God. The little boat that enters the dark fearful 
gulf — is God. And how it recalls her friend Lawrence’s last small ship of 
death! 


“Now launch the small ship, now as the body dies 
And life departs, launch out, the fragile soul 

In the fragile ship of courage, the ark of faith 
With its store of food and little cooking pans 

And change of clothes, 

Upon the flood’s black waste 

Upon the waters of the end 

Upon the sea of death, where still we sail 

Darkly, for we cannot steer, and have no port.” 


Katherine’s little boat, Lawrence’s small ship — fraught with the 
essential soul in its act of desperate choice — these, this (for it is one single 
thing, one single power, frail as a thread, yet of force to bind the universe 
and move the world) — this is God. 

God is many things besides this; but this above all others — the 
courageous, isolated soul— “the fragile soul in the fragile ship of courage” 
launching upon the unknown: 

“Upon the sea of death, where still we sail Darkly, for we cannot steer, 
and have no port.” 

The death may be the death that ends life (as men believe) or the death 
that leads from an old life into a new. But always it is a death. If it is only 
the death of the soul, that ‘dying into life’ which is the experience of the 
chosen ones, it is an anticipation of the death of the body. No man who has 
‘died into life’ was ever afraid to die out of it. Bodily death would have 
been a welcome release from the pangs of the dying soul. 

But the miracle of rebirth comes. Out of death life. And “everything for 
ever is changed.” This is the Divine Vision, in which alone things are seen 


for what they are, veritably are. The soul that has suffered death and rebirth 
enters into this vision. It is what Blake called the world of spiritual 
sensation — a world of sensation, because it is a world of immediate 
experience; a Spiritual world, because it is closed from the five senses, and 
their ratio which is the Intellect. It is beyond all these; yet it does not deny 
all these. As Katherine Mansfield put it:’There is something added. 
Everything has its shadow.” Truly and perfectly; for it is a world on which a 
new Sun has risen. 


The light of that sun and its shadows are reflected in Katherine 
Mansfield’s stories. They are perfectly simple: childishly simple, the clever 
critics tell us —- even Lawrence, her friend, found them no more than 
charming. And yet, after all, the condition out of which they came was 
unknown to Lawrence till his last days on earth, when he had ceased to 
struggle for the life he could not have and turned his soul for the first time 
serenely towards the death which he could: when he also “sat still and 
uncovered his eyes.” Then he chanted the simple, the childishly simple, the 
profoundest and the loveliest of all his songs:’The Ship of Death.” At that 
moment, I believe, Lawrence would have understood Katherine as he had 
never understood her before. 

Compared to Lawrence’s, Katherine’s achievement was tiny indeed; yet 
there is in it a quality which eluded Lawrence till the end. It 1s serene; and 
we know that its serenity comes from a heart at peace,”in spite of all.” 
Katherine could look back on her life, with all its miseries and all its 
brevity, and declare that,” in spite of all” it was good.’’In spite of all’ — the 
phrase, mysterious and simple, contains the secret of herself and her art. It 
is a phrase which, more than any other, echoes in my heart, with all the 
sweetness of a long familiar pain, when I think back upon what she was, 
and what she wrote from what she was.”In spite of all.” In spite of all, the 
little lamp glows gently and eternally in The Dolls House; in spite of all, 
the sleeping face in Zhe Garden Party murmurs that all is well;”in spite of 
all,” she wrote to her husband in a letter found among her belongings, to be 
opened only after her death;’no truer lovers ever walked the earth than we 
were — in spite of all, in spite of all.” 

J. Middleton Murry. 


Chapter I: The Pa Men 


1 


Karori was exactly the place that Katherine Mansfield would have chosen 
for Kezia to live in as a little girl. Wellington had its magic of sea, and the 
docks where ships blossomed from the dark water like lilies from a stagnant 
pond. But Karori had something quite other vibrating in its keen air — an 
electric current, stimulating, exhilarating, charged with exuberance. How 
completely, as she breathed it, she became a child of that country. An 
instinct more powerful than reason woke in her a thousand inherited 
impulses and desires. It was the instinct impelling the pioneers before her to 
“search behind the mountain ranges”; and which had rooted them, at last, in 
that Island. Growing in her, it was fanned by that air, fed by the sound of 
the sea, and by sight of those sharply-folded hills. It was to live on in her, 
and grow continually more living, all her life. No matter what country was 
stamped upon her passport, it was by virtue of Karori that she was to remain 
“the little Colonial.” 

But Katherine Mansfield’s Karori was a Karori that had suffered a sea- 
change, and been transmuted into something rich and strange. It was to 
become for her, and for certain of her readers, the symbol of a quality of 
experience — of that experience of the external world which came to her 
when she was “crystal-clear.” The seed of this pearl of price was a certain 
quality of physical atmosphere: 

“TI love this place more and more” (she wrote of the Isola Bella at 
Mentone).”One is conscious of it as I used to be conscious of New Zealand. 
I mean if I went for a walk there and lay down under a pine tree and looked 
up at the wispy clouds through the branches I came home plus the pine 
tree.” 

But it was far more than a physical effect.”Un paysage, c’est un état 
d’ame,” said Amiel. And the crystal clarity of Katherine Mansfield’s 
memory of Karori was not due to the light of the sun. Karori shone for her 
in another light. 


“Why should one love? No reason; it’s just a mystery. But it is like a 
light. I can only see things truly in its rays.” 

What had come to pass in those later days was her emergence out of the 
valley of the shadow of Experience into the light of Innocence regained, 
and just as William Blake turned to the child world to find terms to express 
his wisdom, so Katherine Mansfield turned back to Karori. 

Therefore it would be to deny the very inmost law of high human 
experience to believe that if only her memory of Karori had remained with 
her undimmed from childhood, she might have been spared much suffering, 
or escaped that constraint of destiny which compelled her to meet 
unhappiness in the pursuit of strange gods whose ways were not her ways, 
and to be caught in the toils of experience which “wasn’t All experience.” 
The experience that “isn’t All experience” is precisely what Experience is. 
And it was in virtue of that suffering, that pursuit of strange gods, that 
“waste,” that she became crystalline. She was marked out to tread “the road 
of excess that leads to the palace of wisdom.” It was not merely after, but 
because, she had felt the full impact of life — not merely after, but because 
she had reached the conclusion:”I adore Life, but my experience of the 
world is that it’s pretty terrible’ — that she came fully into her possession 
of Karori. That possession was the reward of a spiritual victory. 

Her flowering was the flowering of the aloe— “that flower safety” — 
which, rooted in its own soil, pushing through its nettles, measures its 
height in the upper air, at last — and flowering, dies. But the first stirring, 
the first breaking of that ground which was to nourish the plant, began 
generations before the conception of Prelude or The Dolls House — began 
even before the Pa Men had left their England to pioneer in their New 
Zealand. 
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The Pa Men were a vigorous race. They were descended from characteristic 
English merchant stock. The Beauchamps were goldsmiths and silversmiths 
in the City of London for two centuries. It appears to have been the 
seventeenth-century head of the house, the great-great-great-great- 
grandfather of Kathleen Mansfield Beauchamp, who had Samuel Pepys for 
a customer. 

“IT went into Cheepside to Mr. Beauchamp’s, the goldsmith, to look out a 
piece of plate ... and did choose a gilt tankard,” 


Pepys recorded on November 14th of 1660. And on the 19th: 

“So home, and there came Mr. Beauchamp to me with the gilt tankard, 
and did pay him for it £20.” 

Three years later (June Ist, 1663) the goldsmith was involved in Pepys’ 
more serious affairs: 

“So to Mr. Beauchamp, the goldsmith, he being one of the jury to- 
morrow in Sir W. Batten’s case against Field. I have been telling him our 
case, and I believe he will do us good service.” 

And on November 23rd of that year: 

“T went to Mr. Beauchamp’s, one of our jury, to confer with him about 
our business with Field at our trial to-morrow.” 

From this Master Beauchamp the business descended in the direct line, to 
Ralph (b. about 1670); to Robert (b. 1717); to Edward (b. 1750); until it 
came, in the first quarter of the nineteenth century, into the hands of John 
Beauchamp (b. 1781), who was — in the private language of Katherine 
Mansfield’s family— “The Original Pa Man.” A “Pa Man,” it seemed, was 
a “character,” rugged, whimsical, vital, life-generating — paternal. 

John Beauchamp,”’The Original Pa Man,” was father of the pioneering 
generation. British New Zealand belonged to his era. Captain James Cook, 
sighting it on October 16th, 1769, was contemporary with John 
Beauchamp’s father, Edward; and his sister, Jane Beauchamp, was one of 
those “ladies who appeared the most daring speculators” on July 29th, 
1839, when Edward Gibbon Wakefield, in the face of Parliament’s refusal 
of authorisation, arranged the London drawing of 100,000 acres of 
Wellington lots, prior to his colonisation of the Islands. It was John 
Beauchamp’s sons: Arthur (Katherine Mansfield’s grandfather), and Henry 
Herron (father of her cousin,’Elizabeth,” the Countess Russell), and 
Cradock of Anikiwa, who helped to push back the frontiers — first of 
Australia, then of New Zealand. If Katherine Mansfield found herself for 
ever and for ever part of “that Island,” there was reason enough. 

Arthur Beauchamp, born in Hornsey Lane, Highgate, in 1827, was twelve 
years old when his Aunt bought her dozen sections of Wellington city land, 
besides two sections in Napier, and a farm in that vicinity. When these lands 
(which he, as “The True Original Pa Man,” was one day to possess) were 
purchased, they had not been seen even by Colonel William Wakefield, the 
founder’s brother, who — at that very moment — was sailing toward 
Wellington in the first expeditionary ship, the Zory, with thirty-five souls, 


and high hopes of bartering land from the Maoris to meet his obligations to 
his London purchasers. 

Jane Beauchamp’s purchase had an odd history. 

Had not Lady Laura Tollemache, youngest daughter of the Countess of 
Dysart (of Ham House, Richmond Park), entered into her unfortunate 
marriage, in 1808, with John Dalrymple (later, by the death of his cousin, 
the seventh Earl of Stair), the whole course of the Beauchamp line would, 
doubtless, have been different; for, had not Lady Laura’s marriage been 
annulled the following year (1809)— “in consequence of prior contract in 
18042 incurred by John Dalrymple, who, forgetful of an episode in 
Scotland, was “not considering his previous marriage valid” — she would 
probably never have become the heirless recluse, dependent upon the 
friendship of her companion, Jane Beauchamp. As it was, Lady Laura at 
some twenty odd years, retired to Hamworth Park with her dogs and her 
parrot, her loyal companion, Jane Beauchamp, and the occasional company 
of some children, her youngest nieces and nephews. And evidently her 
disappointed affection was turned towards her companion and her favourite 
niece. When she made her last will, ten days before her death on July 11th, 
1834, she left the following bequests: 

“To my nephew the Honorable Algernon Tollemache Two thousand 
pounds sterling ... to Miss Jane Beauchamp now or late of Enfield, in the 
County of Middlesex Twenty thousand pounds sterling and all my watches 
and I wish her to choose such of my Plate China Books and Furniture as she 
may wish to possess which I bequeathe to her accordingly I bequeathe to 
Trustees for my dear niece Maria Eliza Marchioness of Ailesbury Twenty 
thousand pounds sterling and all my Diamonds Jewels Trinkets and 
Ornaments of every description (except watches) and also all the remainder 
of my Plate Furniture Books and all other Chattels (except china) not 
chosen by Miss Beauchamp The said legacy and bequests to be for the sole 
and separate use of my said niece independent of her husband and to all 
intents and purposes as if she were a fem sole And I bequeathe the 
remainder of my china not chosen by the said Miss Beauchamp to my dear 
mother the Countess of Dysart to whom I also bequeathe my Horses Coach 
Dog Cows and other live stock And I give to the said Miss Beauchamp my 
favorite dogs Daphne and Zoe and also my Parrot and I bequeathe her an 
annuity of one hundred pounds per Annum during the life of each of my 
said Dogs and fifty pounds a year during the life of my said Parrot ... 


“And I appoint the said Niece the Marchioness of Ailesbury and the said 
Jane Beauchamp Executors of this my will ...” 

Subsequently, when the Hon. Algernon Tollemache (who was a younger 
son) grasped the opportunity for land speculation in an unexplored country, 
and bought so heavily in the Wakefield venture, he became “one of the 
largest landholders in New Zealand, both in the North Island and in the 
Wairau.” He was joined in his speculation by the two women. The 
Marchioness of Ailesbury purchased four sections; Miss Jane Beauchamp 
four times as much again. 

In those years, one may conjecture, the destiny of the Beauchamp 
colonial line depended upon the temper of a woman. The natural thing 
would have been for Jane Beauchamp to have come to the rescue of the 
silversmith’s business, which was tottering. This honourable house, now 
established in Holborn, had changed its character with the times. It had 
launched out into industrial manufacture. John Beauchamp had invented 
and patented an imitation silverware (named by him “British Plate”), but 
apparently he lacked the capital, and perhaps also the business enterprise, to 
push his new invention. One might have expected his sister Jane, now a 
wealthy woman, to back him: in which case the Beauchamp sons, like their 
forefathers, would have been manufacturers in London instead of 
adventurers in the Antipodes. But it is tempting to imagine that the 
companion of Lady Laura Tollemache felt implacable towards a brother 
who had descended to Brummagem. Whether for this cause or another, she 
and her brother were hostile — were, in fact, never reconciled, and her 
estate was left, some years later, to distant cousins. Except the New Zealand 
lands, which went to Arthur. 

Or it may be that his sister was estranged not by his vulgar business 
concentration, but by his lack of it. For John Beauchamp,’The Original Pa 
Man,” is said to have preferred fox-hunting to business. A new strain — not 
commercial — seems to have appeared in him. He was fond of poetry, 
especially the verse of younger contemporary poets: Coleridge and Byron. 
It was with him that Arthur learned the hundreds of verses from Byron 
which he later employed to such advantage in the Colonies. John 
Beauchamp, himself, occasionally tried verse writing, and by the 
publication of The Rook in the local press, came to be known as “the Poet 
of Hornsey Lane.” 


The Rook 


“The morn dawned bright, the sun was high, 
The Duke, went out his hawks to try, 
Well trained, he judged, I ween: 

The rook was circling high in air, 

His new-fledged pinions to prepare, 
No danger there was seen. 

“The hood was cast, the bird up flew, 
He missed the prey that was in view, 
And pounded on the rock; 

With broken wing he fell to ground, 
The village boys were playing round, 
And pity on him took. 

“Pity, first germ of generous thought, 
Young nature’s impulse felt untaught, 
Thy kindly spark I prize; 

Prospective virtue, noble mind, 
Justice, mercy, love of kind, 

All that adorns the wise ...” (etc.) 


John Beauchamp’s wife, Anne Stone (greatgrandmother of Katherine 
Mansfield), was one of six sisters known as “The Six Precious Stones.” 
Anne was a beautiful girl — one of the fadeless ones— “looking more 
beautiful than ever” as she grew older. She and a younger sister, Harriet 
Honour, who married C. R. Leslie, the artist, were so alike that it was 
difficult to tell whether the Royal Academician had painted his latest 
picture from his wife,’Harry,” or his sister-in-law, Anne. 

Both women wore — under their huge poke bonnets — a deceptive look 
of gentle obedience (being “good wives” in the particular fashion of the 
period); but though the eyes were dark and dreamy, wide-set under broad 
brows, the mouth, full-lipped and bow-shaped, was yet very firm. And there 
was something more — a bit of the fay — in their look; probably from that 
slight, unexpected flare of nostrils of a longish, well-cut nose; or perhaps 
from the way the head was set to the shoulders. It is the face that appears in 
most of Leslie’s better pictures, for “Harry” became his “Stunner” when she 
became his wife. When Anne Beauchamp sat for him (for instance as “The 


Widow Wadman,” one of his most popular tableau portraits), she appeared 
so like her sister as to be but a variation of the feminine type he was making 
so popular among his contemporaries. 

Both women were more intellectual companions to their husbands than 
was usual in their era. Mrs. Beauchamp shared her husband’s enjoyment of 
poetry; Mrs. Leslie supported hers in his heroworship of contemporary 
artists of whom (with his “well-intended reticence’) he preserved in his 
Memoirs’ only the good.” It is significant that John Constable, R.A., who 
knew them so well, should have written to Leslie: You are always right and 
if not, you and Mrs. Leslie together are never failing.” If Anne 
Beauchamp’s relation to her husband was slightly different, in this 
particular respect, it must not be forgotten that she had married a “Pa Man.” 

The Leslies were a part of the artistic coterie living in St. John’s Wood, 
safely removed — like the Constables in Well Walk, Hampstead, and the 
Beauchamps in Hornsey Lane, Highgate — from the “unhealthy humours” 
of “the slimy marshes of Chelsea and Paddington and St. Pancras.” Though 
the trip between any two of these was “so much expense” (in a fly), and to 
have “safely made the journey” sufficient cause for a letter of congratula- 
tion, the families were close-knit in the bond of children of the same age, 
and exchanged frequent visits. 

John Constable had met the Beauchamps through Leslie, and his two 
boys were thrilled by the Holborn workshop. 

“T went with my boys to Mr. Beauchamp’s last evng.” (Constable wrote 
to Leslie on January 20th, 1833)’their delight was great — not only at the 
very great kindness of Mr. and Mrs. Beauchamp and the boys, but at the 
sight of almost all that was to their heart’s content — forges —— smelting 
potts — metals — straps — and bellows — coals ashes dust — dirt — 
cinders — and everything else that is agreeable to boys. 

“They want me to build them just such a place under my painting room 
— and had I not better do so — and give up landscape painting. Poor Mrs. 
Beauchamp was suffering with toothache but her politeness made her 
assure me that I succeeded in ‘taking it off.” 

And on another day: 

“John” (who was age eight)’set off alone to Holborn yesterday. Master 
Beauchamp has engaged him to ‘mind his carronade’ — which he did very 
nicely.” 


From these artistic circles — rather than from the Highgate Grammar 
School — Arthur Beauchamp probably derived those advantages in culture 
which, in colonial life later, placed him beside men of good birth and 
background. John Constable was not the only eminent acquaintance of 
Arthur’s uncle, Leslie, for he frankly admitted the pleasure he found in 
“consorting with his superiors.” Turner was an associate of his; Edwin 
Landseer, the dark curly- headed”boy dog” was in the Academy when 
Leslie, in his first years over from America, was studying on a Philadelphia 
grant. Washington Irving was an intimate family friend. Leslie, despite his 
weakness for men of eminence, lived in closely-knit family ties; and 
Arthur’s associations with the St. John’s Wood family began very early. 

In July, 1830, when his mother was posing for “The Widow Wadman,” 
Arthur (the sixth of nine sons) was three years old. Since he was the 
youngest Beauchamp at the time, it is probable that he was taken with her to 
the St. John’s Wood studio, opening off a garden, from which his handsome 
young uncle “picked a honeysuckle or a rose” daily before breakfast for the 
glass “on the mantelshelf of his painting room,” hung, not with his own 
compositions, but with his copies of the masters. The oldest cousin, Robert 
Leslie, was four at the time; the boys were of an age to have begun the habit 
of intimacy, amusing each other while the artist (“keeping up a kind of 
whistling”) posed his sister-in-law, Anne Beauchamp, as the too refined 
captivator of Uncle Toby. 
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Jane Beauchamp never went out to New Zealand, though her land titles 
were under dispute for years after that one burst of independent investment 
with the Tollemaches, when — at £100 a section — she bought some 1,100 
acres in Wellington. Her investment lacked the personal attention which it 
needed. Land sections were chosen in order of the original land ballot, and 
though three of her London drawings were among the first 500, her allotted 
land in Wellington adjoined the Bolton Street Cemetery; while drawings 
made immediately after hers won sections off Lambton and Thorndon 
Quays — by position, assured of being important business districts. Her 
other eight sections were near Wadestown, far to the rear of the proposed 
city. 

Colonel Wakefield had selected the Wellington site, bartering with the 
Maoris for the 400 miles encircling the Harbour,”100 red blankets, 100 


muskets, 2 tierces of tobacco, 48 iron pots, ... 60 red nightcaps, 10 dozen 
looking glasses, 1 gross of jew’s harps,” etc. 

The colonisation of New Zealand by the New Zealand Land Company 
was a remarkable undertaking. In spite of its many practical mistakes the 
enterprise conceived by Edward Gibbon Wakefield and carried into 
operation largely by his two brothers, Colonel Wakefield and Captain 
Wakefield, R.N., marked a new epoch in colonial adventure. The newness 
consisted in the fact that it was no longer adventure; it was a carefully 
planned attempt to establish the best type of British stock and the best type 
of British polity in a country where they could flourish. The necessary 
capital for the development of public services and the remuneration of 
competent officials was raised by the selling of land in London; a just 
proportion between responsible capital and self-respecting labour was 
deliberately sought. The project was largely and nobly conceived; and it 
was infinitely in advance of any conception of colonisation in the minds of 
the Tapers and Tadpoles of Whitehall. It was a highminded and in the final 
event entirely successful attempt to force the British Government by 
example into some consciousness of its imperial responsibilities. 

On September 20th, 1839, Colonel Wakefield arrived at Port Nicholson, 
now Wellington, with directions “to purchase native land, to acquire 
information, and to prepare places for immediate settlement.” In less than 
three months he was able “to report that he had purchased a territory as 
large as Ireland, for which he paid to the natives goods valued at, in round 
numbers, £9,000, and within which he had reserved a tenth part of the 
whole as land exclusively for the natives.” Meanwhile the Company in 
London had sold land to the value of more than £100,000, and had 
despatched 216 first- and second-class passengers and 909 labourers as 
emigrants to New Zealand, despite the warning of the Colonial Office that 
the action was illegal. The struggle between the responsible Company and 
the irresponsible Crown was to vex the early life of the colony. 

The immigration ships which immediately followed established the class 
and character which was to remain New Zealand’s for all time. In addition 
to administrators — men of good birth and breeding, traditional land- 
owners — there were mechanics and agricultural labourers, heads of 
families not over thirty years of age, who were given free passage. This was 
a select group of serious, law-abiding people, their general character 
indicated by the compact they made among themselves when they found 


that — having embarked without Crown sanc- tion — they were without 
civil authority. Having agreed to live to all intents and purposes as British 
subjects, and to punish “as if the offence had been committed against the 
law and within the realm of England,” the colony of 1,500 English and 400 
natives lived together for four months “without a serious breach” (so they 
said). The contrast with conditions in New South Wales and Victoria was 
absolute. 

Yet when Sovereignty was ceded to the Queen, the irregularity of Colonel 
Wakefield’s proceedings, and the speculations of Sydney land-sharks, had 
led to Lieutenant-Governor Hobson’s announcement that “the Government 
would not recognise the validity of land-titles not given under the Queen’s 
authority.” Thus land-claims, without titles (though the purchases had been 
made in London for not less than £1 an acre — a basic principle of the 
Wakefield scheme), became the subjects of litigations and petitions, some 
of which were not settled for twenty years.” All of which determined, 
further, the course of the Beauchamp colonial line. 

In those twenty years, the colonists at Wellington passed from one 
misfortune to the next. The first settlement had been at Pito-one (in 
Maori,’’End-of-the-Sand”), on a beach across the Harbour from the site of 
Wellington. But in the teeth of wind and weather, the settlers discovered 
their mistake; and despite trouble with natives who still claimed the land, in 
September, 1840, they floated the bank on a raft across the Harbour to Te 
Aro (where Wakefield Street is to-day). In November, 1842, a fire fanned 
by wind swept across the new village of raupo thatch along Te Aro Flat. 
Unaware of earthquake danger, the settlers and natives rebuilt in substantial 
fireproof clay and brick. 

Wars with the Maoris divided their energies the next year. The Chief, Te 
Rauparaha, had carried terror and desolation into the district afterward 
named Marlborough, at the top of the South Island. The site of Picton and 
its stream (later to be owned in part by Arthur Beauchamp), called Waitohe 
after the Chief’s favourite daughter, was precious to him; he insisted that 
the Wairau had not been specifically named in the Land Company sale, and 
that the beautiful country along the Sounds was still native possession. In 
1843, the white men, led by Captain Arthur Wakefield, Colonel Wakefield’s 
brother, rashly ventured in to survey, and were slaughtered in the “Wairau 
massacre.” For years afterwards the situation of the English settlers was 


precarious: native discontent flared intermittently, fanned by martinet 
governors. 

Yet the colony at Wellington was planted more firmly by every ship 
docked. Gradually it crept up the hills surrounding the Harbour: 

“The country for some miles about Port Nicholson” (wrote the artist, Mr. 
Angas, in 1845)”is little else than a succession of steep, irregular hills, 
clothed with dense forests; the nearest available land of any extent is the 
valley of the Hutt. ... By an enormous and almost incredible expenditure of 
labour and money, they have cut down the lofty trees and cleared patches 
here and there amongst the forest, on the mountain sides to sow their wheat; 
but owing to the steepness of the hills the heavy rains washed down much 
of the seed sown, and the unfortunate settlers have not been able to raise 
sufficient for their own consumption. The view from the hills at the back of 
the town is a scene of exceeding beauty. The harbour looks like a large blue 
lake embosomed deep in the hills. The green and umbrageous forest 
displays foliage equal in magnificence to that of the tropics.” 

In October, 1848, the most appalling earthquake shocks ever experienced 
in the lives of the settlers, or remembered by the natives, levelled the city of 
Wellington. The fireproof clay and brick buildings dissolved in the 
earthquake, as the thatched huts had melted in the fire. Terrified, many 
families tried to flee to Sydney on the Sobraon; but the vessel in beating out 
of the Heads missed stays, ran ashore, and went to pieces on the rocks. 
Taking this as an omen, the passengers returned to Wellington, to rebuild 
the city. 
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In that year, 1848, Arthur Beauchamp came of age. He had developed into a 
young man impatient of existing conditions and restless under conventional 
ties. He was small and aggressive; and to these qualities were added self- 
confidence, a quick temper, wit (inclining, in the habit of the day, unduly 
towards the pun) and an immense loquacity. Something in him attracted the 
particular attention of his aunt, for he alone of the family seems to have 
been in communication with her. She imparted to him her faith in the future 
of New Zealand, and eventually made over to him her land-claims there. 

It was an opening, and he needed one. The “British Plate” manufactory 
in Holborn was now closed down. His four eldest brothers had died, leaving 
him the second surviving son. Henry Herron, now the eldest, had been 


taken into the business of Mr. De Charmes (his uncle by marriage with one 
of the Stones) who was a merchant in London. He had now been sent by his 
firm to the Mauritius, whence he had moved on to Sydney, and started 
business there. What Henry was doing in Australia, Arthur would do in 
New Zealand. 

So in 1848 Arthur Beauchamp sailed for Sydney in the barque 
Lochnagar. Pioneering in the Antipodes needed courage at that moment, 
when out of the dangerous unexplored were coming tales of Englishmen 
eaten by cannibals in New Zealand, and murdered by convicts in Australia. 
The voyage itself called for some endurance. It was a voyage of three or 
four months, during which fresh food could be had only as long as live 
stock survived; when passengers’ quarters were barely as good as quarters 
for stock; and when a part of every ship’s cargo was a bale of canvas bags 
for the bodies, to be let over the ship’s side en route. Boats were few to 
Australia — fewer to New Zealand, then. Mary Taylor, in Wellington, 
having read Jane Eyre, watched for a month for a mail ship to take her letter 
back to Charlotte Bronte: 

“After I had read it” (she wrote in July, 1849)”I went on to the top of Mt. 
Victoria and looked for a ship to carry a letter to you. There was a little 
thing with one mast, and also H.M.S. ‘Fly’ and nothing else. If a cattle 
vessel came from Sydney she would take a mail, but we had east wind for a 
month and nothing can come in.” 


Arthur reached Wellington from Sydney, the next year. Incoming vessels 
lay a mile or more out from shore, served by a fleet of small boats, each 
with a single sail; often these capsized in the south-westerly gales. It was 
dangerous to enter the Heads at all, with no lighthouse there. 

The city had risen again, brick on brick: new Government offices, banks 
and stone buildings, tenements and homes. Two good-sized Maori pahs 
were near by — one at Te Aro, one where Tinakori Road ran later. Shops 
lined one side of Lambton Quay which twisted with the shore; the sea 
lapped on the other, at times rolling across the road and even into the 
“stores.” 

About this time, too the Hon. Algernon Tollemache reached New 
Zealand. In purchasing thirty-four of the original land sections, he had acted 
as agent for the Countess of Dysart, as well as on his own behalf. He had 
drawn throughout the London ballotting and his numbers, from 58 to 1035, 


including some of the best city land — had been acquired both by original 
lottery and later exchange. He was summoned by letters describing local 
conditions. 

“There is much distress in the Colony on account of the non-settlement of 
land claims” (ran one a few years before). ...”"Here we have so many 
barbers, taylors, ribbon weavers, button makers ... please to tell Mr. 
Tollemache they are not farmers and we want farmers in a new colony. We 
have far too many lawyers ...” 

The New Zealand Land Company, in the effort to recompense some 
unpaid claims, had bought from the Maoris Waitohi (including the site of 
Picton); and that “blood-drenched plain,” the Wairau, had opened for white 
settlement in 1849; but now, in 1850, the Company had finally surrendered 
its charter to the Crown, and Arthur Beauchamp, arrived to take possession 
of the lands left him by his aunt, found that complications between the 
Government and the Company made it impossible to make good his claims. 
Chance had intervened once more. At that moment came word of goldfields 
just discovered in Australia; he dropped his original intention of settling 
immediately in Wellington, and sailed again for Sydney. 

While he was on the gold-fields, another terrible earthquake shook stone 
from stone the remaining brick and plaster houses of Wellington; and in the 
path of earthquake came tidal waves. Once more the city was rebuilt, this 
time with square, wooden, box-like buildings, earthquake-proof, with red 
slate roofs — proof against fire — the style that was to remain. It was built 
for a commercial city, yet no commerce could completely spoil those 
sharply-folded hills. The low buildings simply clung to them like grey and 
red barnacles about the rim of a bay. Rising on the steep terraces like an 
Italian city, Wellington overflowed a succession of hills into a succession of 
hollows and valleys: Karori, Wadestown, the Hutt. The natural amphitheatre 
surrounding the Harbour was scalloped by bays: Day’s, Evans, Oriental 
Bay. The Harbour, once a crater, so many fathoms deep, showed the 
bottomless green of New Zealand jade on calm days; but it was seldom 
calm. Winds whip continually between those two Islands, as down a 
funnel, to Wellington at the base.” The broom behind the windy town” took 
the place of native bush — broom and gorse and eucalyptus — instead of 
rata, beech, and tree fern. 


It was a passage of only eight days from Wellington — but eight of the 
roughest days that any sea provides — to Port Fairy, beyond Melbourne on 
the south coast of Victoria, where (on June 10th, 1854) Arthur Beauchamp 
married Mary Elizabeth Stanley. Her ancestors had belonged to the same 
trade as the Beauchamp family; her father was a silversmith in Lancashire. 
Though she was so young (only eighteen), she, too, was the stock of which 
pioneers are made, and she was ready to meet Australia with her young 
husband — was braced to the new adventure, uninhibited, set to it as one 
leans against the wind to hold a balance. Her body was flexible and sound, 
strengthened by the tense spirit, hemmed in to itself safely by a ring of 
belief she had cast about her — a religious belief she was never to lose. As 
another would say “grace before meat,” Elizabeth Stanley veered an instant 
before Australia, and only her family knew why she bent her head. 

Her bridal journey was through one of the most lawless parts of the 
civilised world of the time. Australia and Tasmania were England’s penal 
stations then, had been for sixty-seven years past, and were to be for 
thirteen years more, until some 160,000 criminals — half victims of 
atrocious law, half true criminal types — had been poured over Victoria, 
Tasmania, and New South Wales. To these were added the adventurers — 
transients drawn together by the goldfields. Seasoned pioneers like the 
historic Captain Barry, who had been through California’s and Sydney’s 
first gold-rushes, found Victoria in those days “the roughest and wildest 
place in the world to do business in.” The shifting of whole towns over- 
night to new goldfields was effective enough evasion of civil authority. 

Even in Melbourne, capital and port of Victoria, the Government was lax 
and feeble: 

“Crimes of the most fearful character and degree abound on all sides”; (a 
resident of Melbourne had written, only the year before)’the roads swarm 
with bushrangers; the streets with burglars and desperadoes of every kind. 
In broad daylight, and in the most public streets, men have been knocked 
down, ill-used, and robbed; and shops have been invaded by armed ruffians 
who have ‘stuck up’ the inmates, and rifled the premises even situated in 
crowded thoroughfares. ... Murders of the most frightful character have 
become so numerous that they are given only passing notice, and such is the 
inefficiency of the police that scarcely since the foundation of the colony 
has one perpetrator of premeditated murders been brought to justice. Police 


are cowed, or leagued with the actors in outrages. ... We have all the evils 
of the Lynch law without its vigour or promptitude ...” 

To this city, Arthur Beauchamp, then twenty-six, was bringing his 
eighteen-year-old bride. It was mid-winter, and roads for those 100 miles 
were little more than ruts through the bush. Why he should have chosen to 
prospect in Castlemain (below Mt. Alexander), when the gold population 
was already draining down to Ballarat, no one can say. It was only one of 
his mistaken moves in a country not propitious to him. Later, in New 
Zealand, he was considered “sound” in judgment, and, in financial matters, 
keen and resourceful, though hot-headed. But in Australia, when flair for 
speculation counted for much, he seemed always to be attracted by the 
wrong pole. He was simply “unlucky,” as prospectors said. 

The journey to Castlemain, some eighty miles by detour, took ten days. 
Roads were in a dreadful state, washed out, cut by horses and heavy carts 
dragging supplies. Hundreds were passing, going to the diggings or 
returning, many of the carts carrying women and infants. The down 
travellers shouted news of wealth and of murders. There were three murders 
that week in Bendigo, just beyond the Mount; one had been in a tent, 
surrounded by people who had heard a cry “Murder!” followed by a laugh 
(probably the murderer’s), but hearing laughter, they had thought it a joke. 


In the Black Forest — half-way from Melbourne to Castlemain — 
bushrangers were abroad — had stopped thirty drays, stripping them of 
goods and gold. 


But the Beauchamps went on. The Forest itself as they passed through — 
wattle, groves of she-oaks and eucalyptus, was beautiful — unawakened, 
unfulfilled, without real identity — like all that Australian country, tricking 
decent Englishmen into a Mephistophelian bargain. A jackass laughed. 
Parrots screamed.” Why,” asked someone,” do all birds scream in Australia, 
and none ever sing?” 

As they came within sight of the Mount, heaped masses of granite and 
quartz took strange forms, balanced in odd positions — great weights, quite 
round, that could be pushed with little effort off balance, to lurch and rattle 
down the mountain side. 

Their first home, Castlemain, the mushroom town, was seething with 
indignation. The Governor of Victoria had imposed on prospectors a licence 
fee of 30£S. a month, with a penalty of £5 for the first negligence, and six 
months’ imprisonment for any thereafter. It made no difference that the 


prospector might have paid the fee, and that registration at headquarters 
proved it; if he did not have the card upon his person, sentence was 
imposed. This growing grievance had been intensified, in the year the 
Beauchamps were married, by the fright of Sir Charles Hotham, who — 
reaching Victoria and finding a depleted treasury and growing expense of 
the fields — had ordered the police to redouble their efforts to collect the 
fees. The police stationed at the goldfields were largely recruited from 
Tasmania; many were ex-convicts, risen through eminence in brutality to be 
gaol warders. The situation of the unsuccessful prospector was terrible. 

The gold lay so irregularly that success was the sheerest luck. And the 
unlucky prospector (who had to buy food at extortionate prices) was simply 
unable to continue to pay for a licence. Before the year was over, 
Castlemain miners had defied all authority, and their riots in the face of 
martial law were only a forerunner of the famous “Eureka Stockade.” In 
Castlemain, in May of that year, 1855, was born the Beauchamps’ first son, 
Walter. 

By the next year, when the second son, Cradock, was born and named 
after Arthur’s sea-faring younger brother who had lately joined them, 
Arthur Beauchamp had given up prospecting, for the time, and established a 
shop and auctioneering business in Melbourne. His young family lived at 
St. Kilda. 

There were two St. Kildas, really. One was a fashionable suburb and 
resort across the Bay from Williamstown, accessible by a fleet of steam tugs 
on week days, and on Sundays, by a three-mile walk or ride by road from 
Melbourne. This St. Kilda, on the south side of the Yarra River, near 
Liardet’s Bay, was Melbourne’s Sunday resort. It was a mushroom town of 
wooden houses,” rented before the shingles were on the roof’ (two rooms 
for £2 10S. a week), with squares of gay gardens, neatly tended. It was the 
fashion mart, seething with “shopkeepers, shopmen, diggers, ladies, 
diggers’ wives, horses, hackney carriages, shands, gigs;” and flaunting 
“such blaze of silk and satin, such bonnets, such feathers, flowers 


(artificial), such ribbons” — making fine the ladies and the wives of diggers 
come to fortune over night, that 1t seemed not all the shops in Melbourne 
could supply them. 


But there was another St. Kilda— “Canvass Town,” near Emerald Hill, 
between Melbourne and the fashionable resort. Here the unlucky diggers 
lived as best they could with their families. It was intended as a temporary 


encampment. Government tents at 5£. a week afforded a covering for 
luggage and children. Round the 8,000 miserable inhabitants of “Canvass 
Town” was concentrated “all the dirt, misery, and squalor of the oldest and 
most poorly inhabited slums of great cities.” Every tent was trying to sell 
something; it was a sort of Caledonian Market offering the relics of 
prosperity — from a pianoforte, to a Greek book, or rusty frying pan.’ Well- 
dressed and genteelly reared females, and young and tender infants, as well 
as grown up persons crouched in these miserable wigwams.” 

Yet on any to-morrow, positions between those living in St. Kilda the 
smart, and St. Kilda “Canvass Town,” might be reversed. Here Cradock was 
born in June, 1856, and died in November of the following year. 

By the time of the birth (November 15th, 1858) of Harold Beauchamp 
(who was to become the “Pa Man,” father of Katherine Mansfield), Arthur 
was prospecting, again — this time at Ararat, in the Victoria Pyrenees. 
Ararat was one of the forested spurs descending from the broken range at 
the foot of higher ridges. The ground was scarred as though the city of tents 
and rough huts had been under fire, leaving holes in the earth like gaping 
graves. 

Luck went tremendously for or against the prospectors here. Some, like 
Arthur Beauchamp, with luck dead against them, changed and changed 
again, slaving away the whole of daylight — uselessly — when those at a 
short distance were discovering rich treasure. The formation was like that in 
the other mining districts of Victoria: beneath the surface soil lay a thick 
bed of gravel; then a bed of reddish earth containing gold; but not much 
time was spent on this, as immediately below lay a bed of blue clay likely 
to contain ore; below the clay was a stratum of slate with rich pockets 
(fissures in the slate in which gold had been deposited — sometimes in 
solid nuggets). But on certain claims masses of granite hidden in the clay 
beds blocked progress for days. To be comparatively, or intermittently, 
lucky was not enough. It was considered nothing to find an average of two 
ounces of gold a day. Diggers were seldom content with less than £60 to 
£70 a week; some made as much as £500 to £1,000. 

But the luck of gold which passed over the father descended upon the 
son. It was to avoid his brothers, but settle on him. Born in a city of a day, 
he was to have many homes, enlarging and increasing as time passed. He 
was to have granted, finally, his deepest wish — prestige, but it was to 
come to him vicariously, and in the manner he expected least. 


By this time, 1858, two more Beauchamp brothers had reached Australia 
— Frederick, who died almost immediately after arriving in Sydney, and 
Horatio, who started a business which flourished and descended to his 
grandsons. Henry Herron remained at Sydney until 1870 (“Elizabeth” was 
born in Kribilli); then he returned to England. But Arthur, who had no 
divining rod in this country, returned again to St. Kilda, and in Melbourne 
he began what was to be his life-occupation: combined auctioneering and a 
general store. 

With his dramatic ability, and his tenacious memory, he was a born 
auctioneer. It was his custom to attract attention by preliminary recitations, 
and when he had assembled a crowd, to approach the subject of his wares 
by the road of witticism and pun, until he had warmed his audience before 
the sale, as some of his trade-rivals warmed it after by “shouting” drinks. 
Contemporaries remember his reciting Byron for a solid hour and a half. 
There was no end to the verses he had by heart, or to his ingenuity in 
adapting them to his use, or to his endurance in declaiming them. 

He was well liked, being a magnetic, genial little man with keen blue 
eyes, and a gruff rounded voice that carried. When his goods were not in 
demand for themselves, he startled his audience into buying. Auctioneering 
— and shop-keeping, too — were nearly as precarious as prospecting, for 
on the goldfields the ordinary laws of supply and demand simply did not 
exist,”the value of the thing being what it will fetch.” To speculate 
successfully in stores required unusual foresight and quickness, for the 
market was in a bewildering state of fluctuation. This game was better 
adapted to the talents of Arthur Beauchamp than prospector’s “luck.” 

Dealing generally with men who had easy gold in their hands, the store- 
man could do a tremendous business, if he had the wit to popularise some 
special article and get a “corner on it.” For a time, the height of fashion for 
Melbourne brides was a lorgnette; and “spy-glasses,” as they were called, 
sold for an exorbitant price until the demand exhausted the supply. Again, a 
rat plague raised the price of cats to 30s.; and boots sold for several guineas 
a pair, until a storekeeper imported a whole ship-load from England when 
the price dropped suddenly to 7s. 

Stores were usually paid for over the counter with gold, a nugget greater 
in value than the goods, being “changed” into fine gold. The salesman, if he 
was canny, allowed his customers 55s. an ounce, and exchanged the gold at 
the Melbourne bank for 65. 


Yet there were times when the auctioneering business was so crowded 
that turnover came only by “cutting trade” (selling at cost, or below); 
moreover, there was always danger from bushrangers; and purchased goods 
were not always paid for. Rarer and rarer became the trustful store-keeper 
who would “keep a bunch of mates going” till they “struck it.” Ifa man was 
lucky, he usually paid, but if ill-luck dogged him, it cast its shadow on the 
store-keeper. It took a fearless and resourceful man to collect his debts. 

The Beauchamps’ fourth son, Arthur de Charmes, was born in St. Kilda 
in September, 1860. In the harbour was a fleet of anchored ships, whose 
crews had all deserted for the “diggings”; yet housing was insufficient for 
those left, and the city and suburbs were fearfully overcrowded; and “no 
man having even the appearance of respectability,” a contemporary wrote 
“can go abroad in the unlighted, unswept and filthy streets without the 
danger of being ‘bailed up’ by marauders.” 

In 1861, announcing that “the climate of Melbourne was fatal to his very 
young children,” Arthur Beauchamp with his family, his brother Cradock, 
his fellow-prospector and friend, Mr. Hornby, and all their goods and 
chattels, embarked for Picton, New Zealand, on the brig Lalla Rookh, and 
left Australia for ever. 
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Heralded by the Marlborough Press when he reached the Sounds, he 
already had sufficient merchandise to start a store, which Mr. Hornby had 
built for him on Wellington Street, near the quay. A “General Merchant” he 
called himself — a grocer, really, and an auctioneer. 

Again, as at the goldfields, he chose a place which almost made his 
fortune. Picton, on the shores of a sheltered and beautiful harbour like a 
quiet lake, was tucked into the valley surrounded by protective hills 
climbing to the south, making a barrier pierced only by the high and narrow 
pass to the Wairau Plains. From these hills, two jagged promontories 
inclined northward into the sea, forming the Queen Charlotte Sounds. 
Picton, facing north, enclosed by those steep and heavily bush-clad 
mountains, had one of the most easily defensible harbours in New Zealand. 
That, and its central position, nearly made it the seat of government. 

In 1860, gold was discovered to the southward, at Wakamarina. When the 
rush came, four years later, the population doubled and the town had a 
tremendous boom; but though this was one of the richest fields ever 


discovered in New Zealand, prospectors were soon lured to the west coast. 
Wakamarina was “poor man’s diggings” — most of the gold being picked 
up out of crevices. 


Coal was discovered by prospecting diggers during the Wakamarina rush, 
but the deposit was so rich that they believed it had been left by a passing 
steamer, and nothing was done about it until its rediscovery, some years 
later. Then the Picton Coal Company was formed, but the mining was found 
too expensive, and it was abandoned. Yet no harbour in New Zealand was 
so well adapted for a coal port. 

Neither Government, nor gold, nor coal brought wealth to Picton, nor to 
Arthur Beauchamp. As it was, he found wealth of a different sort. 
Something held him for ever to New Zealand, bound him especially to the 
Marlborough Sounds, rover though he might be. It was said of him that he 
moved so often, his poultry went to sleep on their backs with their feet up, 
ready to be tied; yet he spent more than thirty years of his rover’s life on 
these Sounds. It was his one constancy. 

In his early years at Picton, he threw himself vigorously into the struggle 
that was then waging for the life of the town. Picton, despite its early 
settlement, had no real importance until 1861, when it became the seat of 
the Provincial Government. The rich Wairau and Awatere valleys to the 
south had originally been taken by a class of cultured and educated men 
bred to the belief that land-holding was the inherited privilege of the few. 
Among these was the Hon. Algernon Tollemache. These land-owners 
(“squatters”), endeavouring to retain the lands and protect the sacred rights 
of property, had contrived separation from the neighbouring Nelson, and — 
under the federal form of government then obtaining in New Zealand — 
had formed a separate, self-governing province which they named 
Marlborough. The port Waitoh they renamed Picton after Wellington’s chief 
lieutenant at Waterloo; and here they established the seat of government, 
shifting it from Blenheim, a larger inland town, the home of the Opposition, 
which was chiefly composed of townsmen and small farmers. The 
Blenheim party, led by a Mr. Eyes,’considered any legislation legitimate 
which might dissolve the old Council and turn the scales against Picton”; in 
consequence, the issue of “Picton v. Blenheim” dominated Marlborough 
politics. 


Arthur Beauchamp naturally took sides with the squatters. Here his early 
English associations provided his necessary support. He could take his 
place among these men without seeming to be a “climber.” He adapted 
himself readily to politics; his political attitude coincided with his interests 
and inclinations, and he quickly held a prominent position in the Council, 
and was regarded as Picton’s ablest champion— “a sound man.” 

To the Picton representatives it was a matter of life and death that the seat 
of government should be retained. If the government were moved, Picton 
would forfeit her glory, which depended entirely on pride of place. Still 
more important, she would lose “the opulence derived from a liberal 
expenditure of Government money.” 

Until the gold rush to Wakamarina, the squatters succeeded in holding 
their own; but the influx of population gave Blenheim more electoral votes, 
added to which land questions arose causing so much friction among the 
Picton members of the Council that some members threatened to go over to 
the Opposition unless matters mended. The Blenheim party seized the 
opportunity of this division, and on the second day of the 1864 session, Mr. 
Godfrey of Blenheim moved:’That the Council do now adjourn until 
Thursday, 29th instant, at three o’clock p.m., and hold its next and 
subsequent meetings at the courthouse, Blenheim.” 

Upon this motion, followed the most heroic debate in the politics of New 
Zealand. To Blenheim it was the culmination of years of discontent; to 
Picton it was a fight against extinction. For days the battle waged, both 
parties being heart and soul in an issue which concerned their interests so 
closely. This was the occasion which gave Arthur Beauchamp his fame in 
the early politics of New Zealand. Led by him, Picton made one last 
despairing stand. He himself took the floor. He was a young man — still in 
his thirties. Behind his endurance was experience in luring and holding the 
restless, lawless Melbourne diggers. Behind that training there were the 
Byron competitions with his father in Hornsey Lane. 

“He brought to the assistance of his party” (says New Zealand history)’a 
verbosity worthy of the occasion. Hour after hour he held the fort with a 
dogged devotion that would have done honour to Sir Thomas Picton 
himself.” Finally,” after speaking for the best part of a day, he struck terror 
into the hearts of those weary ones anxiously waiting the division, by 
explaining that ‘with these few preliminary remarks, he would now proceed 
to speak on the subject under discussion.’” But human endurance has its 


limits, and after ten and a half hours “of single-handed combat,” he 
collapsed. The substance of his speech is nowhere preserved, but the 
Opposition Marlborough Press, naturally vituperative to a rival, described it 
as “ten and a half hours of rubbish, ribaldry and Billingsgate.” 

Since the fatal division could no longer be delayed the Resolution was 
passed and forwarded to Superintendent Seymour, who replied that “the 
course pursued by the Council was contrary to the Constitution, which fixed 
the session at Picton.” 

Motions calling for the resignation of the Superintendent were only 
defeated by his friends leaving the room and depriving the Council of a 
quorum. But his Superintendency ended with that session, and the great 
battle of Blenheim. Picton was virtually over. The population of the 
province had increased in the sheep districts near Blenheim, giving it 
additional electoral power, and when the Council met in October, 
1865,”there was an assured majority to carry out the resolutions of the 
previous Council.” 

The last episode in this struggle was “the handing in by Mr. Beauchamp 
of a protest against the Council proceeding to elect a Superintendent.” Mr. 
Eyes, the main supporter of the Opposition, was proposed and elected, 
though “the Picton representatives showed their contempt for the 
proceedings by leaving in a body.” 

Within the next three weeks the seat of government was transferred from 
Picton, and “that little town suffered a relapse from which it has never 
recovered.” Its total population in 1886 was hardly more than 700; and 
when in the 1890’s, Katherine Mansfield paid the visit to The True Original 
Pa Man, her grandfather, which is so beautifully remembered in 7he 
Voyage, Picton had gone to sleep for ever. 

For a few more years Arthur Beauchamp continued in political life, being 
a member of the Marlborough Provincial Council from September 17th, 
1864, to September 8th, 1865; and from October 8th, 1865 to October 9th, 
1866. In 1866 he was elected to represent Picton in the New Zealand House 
of Representatives, taking his seat in the Fourth Parliament in April. But as 
a member of this Parliament, he was not very happy, and gave up his seat 
within six months, before making any definite mark. Apparently he did not 
even offer the customary reason for withdrawal, for the space after his name 
in the Parliamentary Records remained a blank. 


Some of his comments during debate have been preserved in the New 
Zealand Parliamentary Records. They faintly recall the fantastic humour of 
a figure who became a legend in his life-time, and fascinated the 
imagination of Katherine Mansfield. 

“Mr. Beauchamp said he had been listening to this debate with much 
pleasure, whether awake or asleep. Before going into the difficulties of 
Auckland, he would allude to the scientific discovery of the honourable 
member for Wellington City (Mr. Fitzherbert) that the shadow precede the 
substance. He had not thought it a just remark as applied to the honourable 
member for Avon. This debate was assuming now a theatrical form: there 
had been tragedy, melodrama, high comedy, and low comedy: but the 
exhibition that displeased him most was that of the honourable member for 
the Otago Goldfields (Mr. Vogel). He considered that the honourable 
member for Wellington City (Mr. Fitzherbert) made a very good speech 
though his arguments were hardly so weighty as they might have been. 
With regard to Auckland, it had once been in a very flourishing state; but 
during the war, though he could not state exactly the origin of it, there had 
been a kind of artificial prosperity, which had raised the expectations of the 
people. Auckland had a grievance, but it had not been stated: that was the 
removal of the seat of Government, although the Auckland members might 
not admit it. The removal of the seat of Government might have been 
expedient and politically necessary, but it was not the least unjust. Then a 
kind of collapse occurred in Auckland, which had prostrated the energies of 
the people. This debate evidently showed that something should be done for 
that province, with which he sympathized, for he had suffered in his own 
province by the removal of the seat of Government; but he had not caved in, 
and he would not advise the people of Auckland to do so. Their sufferings 
were, however, only temporary, and might be alleviated, but not by 
Separation. It would not do to tinker with the Native difficulty, for that 
would only disturb the Natives. With regard to Otago, its case was not half 
so good a one as that of Auckland. That province, at one extremity of the 
Islands, had joined with a province at the other extremity to tear out the 
vitals of the colony — a most injudicious proceeding. The honourable 
member for Raglan appeared to him to have set up a golden calf, which he 
wished the colony to worship; but he hoped it would do no such thing. He 
was to some extent a goldfields member: he meant to say that he was a 
member for a collapsed goldfield — Wakamarina. He was sorry, therefore, 


to see the conduct of some of the goldfields members, and believed it was 
not approved of by the miners generally. For his part, he wished to see a 
strong central Government. He had gone through poetries Nos. 1, 2, 3, and 
4; he would now go to poetry No. 5, the age of boyhood. Honourable 
members would recollect seeing a picture of a boy scratching his head, 
being puzzled over a sum. He thought it a world of art, in which fresh 
beauties could easily be discovered — he did not mean in the boy 
scratching his head. (The honourable member closed his speech with the 
following words: 


“* “Separation is a vexation: 
Division is as bad: 

The rule-of-three, it puzzles me, 
And factions drive me mad.’) 


“In another speech Mr. Beauchamp said he had intended to make a 
suggestion as to the form in which additional taxes, if necessary, should be 
raised, for he thought the Government had pursued a wrong course in 
saying that they would only have stamp duties, as it had placed many 
members in an embarrassment — among others the honourable member for 
Westland, who, after creating the Government, as it were, like Warwick the 
King-maker, found that, like Frankenstein, he had created a monster, which 
was going to stamp at him and master him. Noses had, he believed, been 
counted, so that perhaps it was not of much use continuing this discussion 
longer: but he thought the Government was like a spoilt child crying for 
stamps, and expecting the House to say, ‘There, then! it shall have stamps.’ 
(The honourable member then illustrated some remarks by telling an 
episode in the life of Jack the Giant-killer, and compared the similes of the 
Colonial Treasurer to soap-bubbles, and concluded after some further 
remarks of a humorous nature.)” 

If Arthur Beauchamp ever had much money, he probably lost it in Picton. 
Few men made much there; many lost fortunes. The final blow came in 
1879, when New Zealand was involved in the great world depression. Not 
only were the majority of Marlborough landholders ruined, but many 
business men also; and Picton finally relapsed into the inertia of a little out- 
of-the-way seaside town, where time ceases to be very important — the 
future too monotonous to bear contemplation: where life is “like living at 
the bottom of a well,” as a Picton spinster said. 
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Arthur Beauchamp carried on his “General Merchant Store,” and his 
auctioneering, for ten years there, paying his £50 per annum licence fee, a 
very substantial part of the town’s total annual revenue of £600. He added 
greatly to his auctioneer’s repertoire, during that time, and some of his 
mysterious jingles (“Dolly of milk no resembles”), and his verses of Maori 
place names have become New Zealand folk-lore: — 


“Ohau can I cross the river Ohau, 
O Waikanae not reach the shore? 
Otaki a boat and row me across 
In the Manawatu did before.” 


He died in 1910 at the age of eighty-three. There is a picture of him in 
one of Katherine’s letters: 

“My grandpa said a man could travel all over the world with a clean pair 
of socks and a rook rifle. At the age of 70 he started for England thus 
equipped, but Mother took fright and added a handkerchief or two. When 
he returned he was shorn of everything but a large watering can which he 
had bought in London for his young marrows. I don’t suggest him as a Man 
to be Followed, however.” 

No doubt this was the large red watering can which stood on one side of 
the door, with the pair of old bluchers on the other, when after The Voyage 
Fenella went up the dewy garden at Picton. While she stroked the white cat 
in the dusky sitting-room, she listened to grandma’s gentle voice and the 
rolling tones of grandpa. Then she went in. 

“There, lying to one side of an immense bed, lay grandpa. Just his head 
with a white tuft, and his rosy face and long silver beard showed over the 
quilt. He was like a very old wide-awake bird.” 
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Harold Beauchamp (who was to be the father of Katherine Mansfield) thus 
belonged to the first generation of New Zealand-born pioneers. It was the 
generation which still spoke of England as “home” (in the manner of its 
fathers), yet preserved a silence, very eloquent, concerning personal relation 
to the colony. If at heart the men still were Englishmen, they were in soul 
New Zealanders. 


The energy of the new generation was needed in the colony now. The 
tireless struggle of the older pioneers at the bottom of the world, remote 
from any real aid (since they would not and could not look to Australia, but 
only to England), brought the primitive stage of colonisation to an end only 
forty years after the Jory had anchored on the edge of a remote and savage 
wilderness. By this time (1879) Harold Beauchamp had been in Wellington, 
the capital, for three years. At eighteen, when he started out for himself, he 
rode on a brief tide of prosperity. The financial courage of Sir Julius Vogel, 
the Colonial Treasurer, who with the colony owing seven millions, dared to 
borrow ten, had brought eight years of commercial success. The wool 
market rose, trade increased, roads, railways and telegraphs were built. New 
Zealand became a modern country. 

“Hal,” as he was known to his contemporaries (he became “Sir Harold” 
forty-seven years later knighted for “distinguished public service, 
particularly in connection with financial matters”) began as clerk in an 
importing firm. He had been “privately educated,” in the usual school of the 
pioneer; but until he was thirteen, and his father left Picton for Wanganui, 
he attended the Picton dame’s school, a little house-boat standing high on 
stilts, taught by old Mrs. Currie — and a curious curriculum she did teach. 
At school he far outstripped the other six little Beauchamps, as his 
contemporaries at the school — Mr. Hornby’s daughters among them — 
well remember. He set the pace and easily held his own. 

His independence was soon manifest. After leaving the Collegiate School 
at Wanganui (where Arthur Beauchamp had been Government valuer and 
auctioneer from 1872 to 1876), he went his own decided way. He chose to 
remain in Wellington, while his father tried sawmilling in Manaroa in the 
Pelorus Sound. 

“Hal,” at eighteen, was a stocky youth, filled with his own fire, alert, 
elastic, careful to keep fit with walking and exercises even when busy, and 
finding leisure for football and boating. He was “musical,” too, though he 
never had learned to play any instrument. His bright blue eyes, rather 
prominent, often had a deceptive look of helpless- ness. To his father’s vein 
of humour, and his propensity for telling and enjoying a good tale, he added 
logic; and to his tenacious memory he added tenacious will. He had a flair 
for finance. Very early he determined to become both wealthy and 
influential in the new country. 


For a while he lived in lodgings in Molesworth Street, with five other 
boys, including Charlie Palliser — a blue-eyed Irish youth, towering well 
over six feet, after whose great-grandfather the New Zealand Cape and Bay 
were named. In the 1870’s Molesworth Street, running parallel to the Quay, 
was practically wilderness. The native Waipirau whare (site of the first 
Government house), lay at the lower end; but except for a store and a few 
boarding-houses it was only a sandy road still encroached on by native 
bush. The six boys held a sitting, one night, over a leg of mutton. Mutton 
was New Zealand’s main product. It could be had for a shilling a leg; and 
the landlady had served it for six consecutive evenings, cold. After the 
sitting, the court decreed that it be put out in the road; and when the 
landlady came down to carve, they told her where to go to find it. With it 
was a note:”No more cold mutton. We’re going to have our meat hot.” 

When he was twenty-six, in 1884, he married Annie Burnell Dyer, 
daughter of Joseph Dyer, who had been a pioneer of Australia, and the first 
resident secretary of the Australian Mutual Provident Society in New 
Zealand. Margaret Mansfield Dyer, his wife, and the youngest daughter, 
Bell Dyer, left the big house on the corner of Burnell Avenue, overlooking 
the Harbour, and went to live with the Beauchamps in Hawkstone Street. 

The Dyers were all beautiful women. Annie Burnell, finely made, seemed 
almost too slight and small to contain so much delight in sheer living. The 
thrill, the novelty of simply finding herself alive never had worn off for her. 
An opalescent morning, a cluster of rata blossom, the mock-orange tree at 
the gate — almost any slight or lovely thing could fill her with the 
exhilaration that another would find in glorious adventure. Yet her hold 
upon life was curiously slight — just this thin chain of casual delight. 

Of her — when she died, in 1918, with the same high and delicate 
courage with which she had lived, slipping off without telling a soul to a 
nursing-home for an operation which she knew might be, and which was, 
fatal — Katherine wrote: 

“She /ived every moment of life more fully and completely than anyone 
I’ve ever known — and her gaiety wasn’t any less real for being high 
courage — courage to meet anything with. Ever since I heard of her death 
my memories of her come flying back into my heart — and there are 
moments when it’s unbearable to receive them. But it has made me realise 
more fully than ever before that I love courage — spirit — poise (do you 
know what I mean? all these words are too little) more than anything.” 


Was it the ambiguous look of helplessness in Hal Beauchamp’s eyes that 
drew her to him? He seemed always to need her: to help him find his things; 
to reassure him; to support and companion him in so many ways. With her 
slimness, and small, finely-cut features beneath heavy chestnut hair, she 
looked frail beside his vigorous ruddiness, especially when (as at their first 
appearance at a “recital”) he sat leaning heavy against her shoulder. 

The younger sister, Bell, the “family beauty,” had the attitude naturally 
accompanying this distinction; but in “Grandmother” (Margaret Mansfield 
Dyer) was the flexible adaptability of a dramatic artist. But it was 
instinctive and unconscious: she adjusted herself naturally to the parts for 
which she was cast. She had married when very young, and worked as hard 
as the pioneer woman must for an eccentric husband, one son and three 
daughters. But her difficult, active life had not altered her. She was 
exquisite in personal habits — in old age — exquisite in person, 
immaculate, with clear fair skin and hair soft under her cap, which she wore 
as though it were an ornament. 

Annie had been “delicate,” and “chad a heart”; she was different from the 
other two girls. Grandmother Dyer easily stepped into the way of doing 
necessary things in the furnished house in Hawkstone Street. 

Vera Margaret was born the following year, and Charlotte Mary, the next. 
They all moved to Hill Street in 1886. Shortly before Kathleen Mansfield 
was born, in 1888, Harold Beauchamp built his first home, at 11 Tinakori 
Road, next door to Walter Nathan’s big one, No. 13, on the corner. (Walter 
Nathan was Mr. Beauchamp’s business partner in an importing firm.) No. 
11 was the standardised earthquake-proof style: a square, wooden box-like 
house; but with the distinction of a stained-glass door let into the little front 
porch. It was through 


Birthplace of K. M. 11 Tinakori Road, Wellington, New Zealand. 
this coloured glass that Kezia looked out at a “little Chinese Lottie” on 
that last night before they moved from Tinakori Road to Karori. 

“Tinakori” is a Maori phrase — not a place name at all, but a phrase 
meaning “lunchless,” or “unsatisfied,” from the Maori’s complaint:”O! tin a 
kore, tin a kore,” when the overseers suggested working through the noon 
hour to finish laying the last lap of road. Tinakori Road, upon which 
Kathleen Beauchamp was to live for ten years of her life and which was to 
be the scene of two of her finest stories, ran down the hill, past the 
Botanical Gardens, toward Lambton Quay and the windy Esplanade. It 
seemed to have bit into the gardens of the box-like houses, robbing them of 
all but a small square of grass between the front porch and the fence of 
painted palings or iron rails. A patterned balustrade, like lace, stretched 
across the second storey; often a matching web dripped down from the 
eaves. Running parallel with the road, the Tinakori Hills rose abruptly to a 
thousand feet —- wooded heavily toward Karori beyond the Botanical 
Gardens; mottled with brown and fresh green, splashed yellow with gorse 
toward the Harbour. 


The house at 11 Tinakori Road where Kathleen Mansfield Beauchamp 
was born and lived for her first six years, faced these hills. Behind it lay a 
deep rift, a gorge cutting toward the Harbour. Overgrown with “a wild 
tangle of green,” bordered with pines twisted by winds blowing up from the 
sea, it was the first thing she looked upon (uncomprehending) on the day of 
her birth. 


That Harold Beauchamp should have owned — should have had built for 
him — a home in 1888 indicated no little activity in one who had started 
with “nothing”; for those had been years of unbroken depression in New 
Zealand. When the world depression of 1879 struck the colony, New 
Zealand fairly reeled before it. The older generation, in many cases, paid 
with all they had. The depression in New Zealand was to last for sixteen 
years; yet to those born there it was a challenge by which to test their 
fighting strength. Curiously enough, the hardest year of all was 1888, in 
which Kathleen Beauchamp was born. In that year the Bank of New 
Zealand (with which Sir Harold was later to be identified) was tottering, 
involved by heavy mortgages on lands which had sunk in value. Only the 
legislation of Richard Seddon saved it in 1894, by procuring Government 
aid and control. 

Here, obviously, was neither time nor chance to cultivate the arts. 
Isolated at the bottom of the world, the New Zealand of Kathleen 
Beauchamp’s childhood had no “leisure” — no “cultured class.” When 
talent did appear, the artist was sent to study at “home” where — for one 
reason or another — he usually remained. Yet New Zealanders were proud, 
justly and sensitively proud, of what they had built up; so a situation arose 
which was to make it difficult for Katherine Mansfield, as she grew older 
— and difficult, indeed, for New Zealand to comprehend her, afterward. 

Years later,”’the little Colonial” still, looking back with longing from the 
various points of her exile, she was to rediscover the heritage she had 
received from the Pa Men. If England was to teach her how to write, New 
Zealand — Wellington, the Sounds, Karori — had given her what she was 
to write about. 


Chapter II: Wellington: 11 Tinakori Road 


“Coming continually on the spirit with a fine suddenness.” — Keats. 
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The True Original Pa Man coined a phrase which became part of the 
Beauchamp heritage: 

“The umbrageous hills kissed the waters of the South Pacific.” This was 
“very Pa,” Katherine Mansfield thought, and she laughed at it as one laughs 
at things because one likes them. She herself had a “special” feeling for 
certain places that she knew in New Zealand: Day’s Bay, and “the ferny 
paths” through the manukas and tree ferns; Anikiwa on Marlborough 
Sounds; Karori. As she looked back, they became “a kind of possession.” 
She belonged to that Island. Her navel string had been fastened to it, and 
from it she was nourished. 

The grandmother had so often told her of the storm on the day of her 
birth, that she more than half believed she remembered it, herself: 

“She had come forth squealing out of a reluctant mother in the teeth of a 
‘Southerly Buster.” The Grandmother, shaking her before the window, had 
seen the sea rise in green mountains and sweep the esplanade. The little 
house was like a shell to its loud booming. Down in the gully the wild trees 
lashed together and big gulls wheeling and crying skimmed past the misty 
window.” 

She was born at eight o’clock on Sunday morning, October 14th, 1888. It 
was early spring in Wellington, and azaleas were out in the Botanical 
Gardens. 

She might have been born of the wind and the sea on that wild 
morning.” The voice of her lawless mother the sea” called to her all of her 
life; she was “the sea child” of her early poem. 


“Into the world you sent her, mother, 
Fashioned her body of coral and foam 
Combed a wave in her hair’s warm smother 
And drove her away from home.” 


She never was happy far from it, not happy for long with it. When 
Cornwall, Ospedaletti, the South of France, reminded her of New Zealand, 
she was at home while the illusion lasted. But wind always frightened her. It 
brought back the night terrors of childhood and made it impossible for her 
ever to live long alone. 

From the time she was fifteen and first seriously trying to “write,” her 
notebooks were filled with such beginnings as: 

“The storm on the day of her birth. Now to plan it — She is born in New 
Zealand on the day of the storm.” 

The storm at her birth seemed to have some mysterious significance for 
her which was part of her being and must be expressed. 

In The Birthday, as it was first published with a New Zealand setting, she 
developed that storm into part of her story; but when she rewrote it for The 
German Pension, she transferred the setting to Germany. It was not what 
she meant: it was not “that Island.” It merely reflected her ironic state. In 
The Aloe she tried once more to describe it; but when she revised the tale as 
Prelude, she omitted the description. She felt, it seemed, that the storm at 
her birth had a meaning which lay beyond words. It belonged, in its 
elusiveness, with The Voices of the Air. 
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In later years, Katherine Mansfield was laughingly disappointed over her 
early appearance. When her sister “Marie” sent her a photograph of herself 
as a baby, it was a “dreadful shock” : 

“T had always imagined it — a sweet little laughing thing, rather French, 
with wistful eyes under a fringe, firmly gripping a spade, showing even 
then a longing to dig for treasure with her own hands. But this little solemn 
monster with a wisp of hair, looked as though she were just about to fall 
over backwards head overheels! On her feet she wears, as far as I can make 
out, a pair of ordinary workman’s boots which the photographer, from 
astonishment or malice, has photographed so close up that each tootsie is 
the size of her head. The only feature about her is her ears which are neatly 
buttonholed on to the sides of her head and not just safty-pinned on as most 
babies’ are. Even the spade she clasps with the greatest reluctance.” 

But it was hardly a fair picture, for she had jaundice at three months old, 
and was sent to Anikiwa, in the Sounds, where her cousins remember her as 
“a_ yellow, ill-looking baby” who took an inexplicable fancy to a certain 


stone in the garden, and refused to be quiet unless they sat on the 
uncomfortable seat and nursed her. 

Knowing (as did The Thoughtful Child) that “the right sort of people 
must expect children to sit on them,” she fortunately had a lap undisputedly 
her own for her first two years. She had been her grandmother’s child from 
the moment the old woman so unceremoniously shook her before the 
streaming window on the night she was born in the “Southerly Buster.” Her 
father was ordered “home” to England for a cure soon after her birth. Since 
he could never think of going far without his wife, Kathleen Mansfield was 
left in her grand-mother’s care. She was always to be more Mansfield than 
she was Kathleen. Margaret Mansfield Dyer was spiritual godmother to her, 
as well as grandmother. 

Most children pass in the accepted manner through the hands of the angel 
who (in the Garden Behind the Moon where they shine the stars) wipes 
each child’s mind clean with a sponge when he reaches the age of three. But 
there was one corner in the mind of Kathleen Beauchamp which never was 
erased. It was the memory of a morning two days before her second 
birthday: 

“Things happened so simply then, without preparation and without any 
shock. They let me go into my mother’s room. (I remember standing on 
tiptoe and using both hands to turn the big white china door-handle) and 
there lay my mother in bed with her arms along the sheet, and there sat my 
grandmother before the fire with a baby in a flannel across her knees. My 
mother paid no attention to me at all. Perhaps she was asleep, for my 
grandmother nodded and said in a voice scarcely above a whisper, “Come 
and see your little sister.’ I tiptoed to her voice across the room, and she 
parted the flannel, and I saw a little round head with a tuft of goldy hair on 
it and a big face with eyes shut — white as snow. ‘Is it alive?’ I asked. ‘Of 
course,’ said grandmother. ‘Look at her holding my finger.” And — yes, a 
hand, scarcely bigger than my doll’s, in a frilled sleeve, was wound round 
her finger. ‘Do you like her?’ said my grandmother. ‘Yes. Is she going to 
play with the doll’s house?’ ‘By-and-by,’ said the grandmother, and I felt 
very pleased. Mrs. Heywood had just given us the doll’s house. It was a 
beautiful one with a verandah and a balcony and a door that opened and 
shut and two chimneys. I wanted badly to show it to someone else. 

“Her name is Gwen,’ said the grandmother. ‘Kiss her.’ 


“IT bent down and kissed the little goldy tuft. But she took no notice. She 
lay quite still with her eyes shut. 

“Now go and kiss mother,’ said the grandmother. 

“But mother did not want to kiss me. Very languid, leaning against the 
pillows, she was eating some sago. The sun shone through the windows and 
winked on the brass knobs of the big bed. 

“After that grandmother came into the nursery with Gwen and sat in front 
of the nursery fire in the rocking chair with her. Meg and Tadpole were 
away staying with Aunt Harriet, and they had gone before the new doll’s 
house arrived, so that was why I so longed to have somebody to show it to. 
I had gone all through it myself, from the kitchen to the dining-room, up 
into the bedrooms with the doll’s lamp on the table, heaps and heaps of 
times. 

“When will she play with it?’ I asked grandmother. 


Grandmother Dyer, Baby Gwen & The Doll’s House 


““By-and-by, darling.’ 

“It was spring. Our garden was full of big white lilies. I used to run out 
and sniff them and come in again with my nose all yellow. 

““Can’t she go out?’ 

“At last, one very fine day, she was wrapped in the warm shawl and 
grandmother carried her into the cherry orchard, and walked up and down 
under the falling cherry flowers. Grandmother wore a grey dress with white 
pansies on it. The doctor’s carriage was waiting at the door, and the doctor’s 
little dog, Jackie, rushed at me and snapped at my bare legs. When we went 
back to the nursery and the shawl was taken away, little petals like feathers 
fell out of the folds. But Gwen did not look, even then. She lay in 


grandmother’s arms, her eyes just open to show a line of blue, her face very 
white, and the one tuft of goldy hair standing up on her head. 

“All day, all night grandmother’s arms were full. I had no lap to climb 
into, no pillow to rest against. All belonged to Gwen. But Gwen did not 
notice this; she never put up her hand to play with the silver brooch that was 
a half-moon with five little owls sitting on it; she never pulled 
grandmother’s watch from her bodice and opened the back by herself to see 
grandfather’s hair; she never buried her head close to smell the lavender 
water, or took up grandmother’s spectacle case and wondered at its being 
really silver. She just lay still and let herself be rocked. 

“Down in the kitchen one day old Mrs. MacKelvie came to the door and 
asked Bridget about the poor little mite, and Bridget said, “‘Kep’ alive on 
bullock’s blood hotted in a saucer over a candle.’ After that I felt frightened 
of Gwen, and I decided that even when she did play with the doll’s house I 
would not let her go upstairs into the bedroom — only downstairs, and then 
only when I saw she could look. 

“Late one evening I sat by the fire on my little carpet hassock and 
grandmother rocked, singing the song she used to sing to me, but more 
gently. Suddenly she stopped and I looked up. Gwen opened her eyes and 
turned her little round head to the fire and looked and looked at, and then — 
turned her eyes up to the face bending over her. I saw her tiny body stretch 
out and her hands flew up, and ‘Ah! Ah! Ah!’ called the grandmother. 

“Bridget dressed me next morning. When I went into the nursery I 
sniffed. A big vase of the white lilies was standing on the table. 
Grandmother sat in her chair to one side with Gwen in her lap, and a funny 
little man with his head in a black bag was standing behind a box of china 
eggs. 

““Now!’ he said, and I saw my grandmother’s face change as she bent 
over little Gwen. 

“Thank you,’ said the man, coming out of the bag. The picture was hung 
over the nursery fire. I thought it looked very nice. The doll’s house was in 
it — verandah and balcony and all. Gran held me up to kiss my little sister.” 

Of course, the picture over the fireplace would have helped to keep the 
recollection real; though, as a matter of fact, 1t did become a bit confused, 
for the cherry trees belonged to Karori, several years later — not to 
Wellington; and old Mrs. MacKelvie belonged to Karori, too. But the birth 
of the little sister, that spring, was really true, and that first sense of 


threatened security was poignant enough — the child’s first realisation of 
aloneness — of standing outside looking in upon the one loved and secure 
who had taken her place — was keen and sharp enough, to be remembered 
always. The Grandmother was her security, and was still to be, as she 
looked back, twelve years later, from illness and loneliness in Bavaria: 


“The only adorable thing I can imagine is for my grandmother to put me 
to bed and bring me a bowl of hot bread and milk, and standing with her 
hand folded, the left over the right, say in her adorable voice, ‘There, 
darling, isn’t that nice?’ To wake later and find her turning down the 
bedclothes to see if my feet were cold, and wrapping them in a little pink 
singlet, softer than cat’s fur.... Alas!” 

While she was still too little to “have taken to pothooks,” and so hadn’t 
yet folded herself away into books (though she was not too young to have 
heard The Child's Garden of Verses), what did this aloof, rather silent and 
dreamy child find to charm her into her own world? 

Let her tell it herself as she remembered, in flying fragments, and as she 
wrote it — before ever she had left New Zealand — for a friend who kept it 
until this day. In her memory, no doubt, it was idealised, sentimentalised 
even, but beneath it is the real movement of a child’s mind, and the 
movement of the mind of a real child. 

“The Child, standing on a chair by the window calls: ‘Father, Mother, the 
garden’s on fire.’ She is right. Over the white house a Virginia creeper has 
run like a thin sheet of flame and when she saw the sumac tree in the 
avenue: ‘I would like to warm my hands there; it would nearly make toast.’ 

“Her white furs have come out of the hat box—’ a little smelly, but such 
a comfy smell.’ She wears a small red jacket over her white frocks and—’ 
Look at my new woollen legs. Now I can walk twice as far as you because 
I’ve four.’ ... 

“Beyond the garden gate the road walks over a hill away from people and 
houses. 

“It’s running away from the shops,’ and we know, could we but walk far 
enough, it would run right into the sea. ‘Does it go on then?’ 

““Why, of course, right through a coral forest, pink and white where the 
Sea King’s daughters play “Here we go gathering sea weed grapes,” and 
blow the loveliest tunes through little silver shells. And, if you do not stop 
to comb your curls or eat a little anemone jelly you would come right out on 


the other side. There you would find ladies sitting under big umbrellas, 
reading “Little Black Sambo” to children with brown cotton gloves and 
veils over their faces — and that would be England.’ ... 

“Now from the top of the hill there is a whole valley full of trees; below 
us — pine trees — with their brown rug tucked round their big toes — a 
little bunch of oak trees — with an air of crisp daintiness about them which 
makes us shudder at the thought of the next wind storm. But the poplars are 
stiff and straight and naked already — like giant broom sticks for giant 
witches. ‘Oh, do not walk through a poplar grove at night in Autumn. Who 
knows but that you might see their huge, hag-like forms rooting terribly at 
the trees — tearing them out of the dull earth — riding up over the face of 
the world and snatching at the stars with their claw-like fingers.’ 

“Oh, look, a sparrow — a little boy sparrow. Whistling on the top of that 
willow tree. Look at his fur blowing about.... He looks as though he was 
waving a hanky at me. I wish I could hold him inside my jacket here, and 
take him home — he’d be so warm.’ 

“She walks all the way back, ‘because it’s down.’ ... 

“So she finds the world a kind place. She is not haunted by the decay of 
Autumn, not chilled by the paralysis of Winter. To her it is firelight, then the 
softest, gentlest sleep — and the white shroud is only a night gown; the bare 
earth — a bed for a little girl.” 

“The Child returned home from a visit to Aunt Emily’s. 


““It was so nice. She has three kittens with trousers and a lady cat with a 
music and they all waggle themselves and sing a song.’ 

“And one kitten has a blue necktie and a face like Mummy.’ 

“Then Aunt Emily sent the whole party in a box half as big as the Child’s 
nursery.... 

“In the afternoon ... she sat very still a big tattered book on her knees. 

“What are you reading?’ 

“Oh, just things.’ 

““Here, show me the book.’ The pages were turned, slowly, and little 
pieces read here and there: 

““Yes, that was a monkey with a hat on, feeding a baby with porridge in a 
spoon.... I should think it would be frightened. Stolen the baby’s hat? I’m 
afraid you’re right. And that was an old man with a bird’s nest in his 
beard.... No, Mummy would have been disgusted.... But they certainly 


couldn’t help having plenty of crumbs.... There was Jenny Wren at her 
wedding, with Cock Robin.... Why a hanky over her face? Oh, it was a veil 
that ladies always wear then.... How did she keep it on when she flew? She 
must have kept her head tucked under Cock Robin’s wing.... And that was 
the old woman flying up to the moon in a basket.... Yes, our clothes 
basket.’ 

“This was a very old book. It belonged to her mother when she was a 
little girl. 

“What is the fascination and charm of all these old old rhymes? 


“ “Comb hair, comb, 

Daddy’s gone to plough 

If you want your hair combed 
Have it combed now.’ 


“Oh, such a beautiful hymn.’ ... the little child, standing on a chair by 
the window, looking out over the garden to the fields, and Daddy, ploughing 
even at that early hour, would see a light at the windows and say, ‘Oh, 
that’s my little daughter having her hair combed.’ 

“Even the delicious adventures of Little Black Sambo and _ the 
irresponsible, intoxicated holiday glamour of Sam and Selina could not 
surpass these old verses: 


“Tittle girl, little girl, where have you been? 
Gathering roses to give to the Queen. 

Little girl, little girl, what gave she you? 

She gave me a diamond as big as my shoe.’ 


““But what does she do with the diamond — and it has no smell.... I 
would rather have the roses.’ 

“But here was another picture ... the little girl courtseying low, half 
hidden behind the great bunch of roses, and the Queen, on her golden 
throne stretching out her hands for the flowers — her white hands — but 
she is used to thorns — and beside her, the diamond in a neat parcel tied 
with a ribbon.... 

“The Child fell asleep ... and took her way along the little white road 
hedged with blossoming briar roses — past the green meadows where 
children played with white lambs and led them by a blue ribbon beside the 


buttercup fringed pools — past the wayside cottage where Mrs. Punch was 
pinning Toby’s clean neck frill on to the clothes line and Mr. Punch was 
reading ‘Ernie at the Seaside’ to the baby in long clothes. 

“Far away up in the air an old woman in a basket. She was descending 
rapidly. ‘Frightful lot of extra work these balloons are making,’ said she 
frowning and muttering. “They send the currents all wrong.’ 

““The currents,’ said the Child. ‘Is that where currants come from?’ 

““Oh,’ the old woman muttered, ‘there are currents and currants, which of 
course tells you I have a sister in the currant business— “Hot Cross buns 
the old woman runs.” ... 


“From a minute house came the sound of a great many babies laughing 
and crooning. Inside, a row of the prettiest babies imaginable. And at the 
end of the room the teacher, a demure little person with great horn 
spectacles and a birch rod in her hand. 

““T just wanted to say How do you do,’ said the Child, ‘and ask if the 
babies might sing the school song.’ 

““They’re all too young,’ said the Schoolmistress, ‘but perhaps you 
would sing it for them?’ 

“The Child put her hands together, shook her back hair, and sang in a 
clear high voice: 


“ “Little Nellie Nipkin, brisk and clean and neat 
Keeps a little baby school in the village street 
Teaches little pupils all that she can find 

And keeps a little birch that teaches them to mind.’ 


“Thank you,’ said Miss Nipkin, ‘but the birch is only a matter of form.’ 

“From the street came the sound of music ... and there was the lady cat 
playing the violin, and the three little kittens with trousers. The Child 
clapped her hands. 

“Hallo, hallo,’ she said. ‘I knew I would find you here.’ The lady cat 
nodded brightly. 

“What sweet little knickers your children have.’ 

“They are quite blithesome,’ said the lady cat, and as we walk down the 
street into the market place we hear her violin, now faint, now clear....” 
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Even when Kathleen was still of importance as “the baby” of the family — 
even then she often turned to her own duality for companionship as 
Katherine turned, later, to Kezia. Her company in those days was with “the 
shadow children, thin and small’; or the cabbage tree with its hair out of 
curl: 


“Never mind, cabbage tree, when I am taller 
And if you grow, please, a little bit smaller, 

I shall be able by that time, may be, 

To make you the loveliest curls, cabbage tree.” 


Later her sense of solidariness drew her very much deeper into a fantastic 
world. And then (as now, when she was small) her aloneness was closely 
connected with a certain fear: fear of wind, fear of night. From that earliest 
childhood she was haunted by fearful dreams that made her sleep poorly. In 
fact she preferred to go without sleep, at times — and trembled for the 
comfort of a candle in the hands of her mother or grandmother, when she 
was a child. 

There were occasions when: 


“The wind keeps going creepy-creep 
And waiting to be fed.” 


and 


“Like an awful dog we had 
Who used to creep around ...” 


The fear of the wind, when she was small, was joined in her mind with 
fear of the doctor’s little dog,’Jackie,” who snapped at her bare legs when 
she was two. It was connected with her earliest memory, and it was a fearful 
one which lasted all her life. The horrors were perhaps the worst when they 
strayed from the companionable world of fantasy and betrayed her by 
precipitating her back, terrified, into the world of grown-ups for protection. 

One of these strayed companions from her fanciful world watched her 
grimly as she said her solitary good-bye to the darkening house in Tinakori 
Road. This was later when she was five. But it was a characteristic episode 
of her early days: 


“Her old bogey, the dark, had overtaken her, and now there was no 
lighted room to make a despairing dash for. Useless to call ‘Grandma.’ ... If 
she flew down the stairs and out of the house she might escape from /t in 
time. /t was round like the sun, /t had a face. /t smiled, but /t had no eyes. /t 
was yellow. When she was put to bed with two drops of aconite in a 
medicine glass /t breathed very loudly and firmly and /t had been known on 
certain particularly fearful occasions to turn round and round. /t hung in the 
air. That was all she knew and even that much had been very difficult to 
explain to the grandmother. Nearer came the terror and more plain to feel 
the ‘silly’ smile. She snatched her hands from the window pane, opened her 
mouth to call Lottie, and fancied she did call loudly, though she made no 
sound — /t was at the bottom of the stairs, waiting in the little dark passage, 
guarding the back door — but Lottie was at the back door, too! ‘Oh, there 
you are,’ she said cheerfully.” 

Even “the same old nightmare” that often came from the grown-up 
world: “... the butcher with a knife and rope who grew nearer and nearer, 
smiling that dreadful smile, while she could not move, could only stand still 
crying out, ‘Grandma, Grandma’ ...” could not have been as terrifying to 
The Little Girl as those disembodied Ones that escaped to pursue her in the 
dark, and sped through her dreams at night. 

The Grandmother was the link between the children and the grown-ups. 
After the birth of Gwen, her fourth child, the mother seems to have lived in 
the condition of aloofness in which she appears in Prelude, The Aloe, and 
At the Bay. The first six years of her married life had drained her energy; 
she was surrounded by her family. Her husband, with his continual need of 
her support, took what time and life she had to spare. The children flitted 
about her in the little box-like house. She would go out among the flowers, 
for which she had a passion: arum lilies and pincushions around the little 
square mat of lawn in the front garden; and to the wild gully, at the back — 
filled with green and tree ferns; beyond that, the world appeared unreal. 

But the Grandmother was still in close touch with domestic life. There is 
work to be done in the New Zealand homes, where maids are few and 
inadequate. A succession of Alices,”Alice-the-hired-girl,” came and went, 
but the Grandmother, like all really good cooks, loved cooking, and by the 
time Kathleen was big enough to peel passion fruit for the little purple seeds 
to put in fruit salad, Vera was old enough to be a real help in the house. 


Vera Margaret was everybody’s favourite, and well she might be. She 
was one of those fortunate and contented children born to be “a comfort to 
her parents.” She had her mother’s rather effusive manner without her 
mother’s natural hauteur. They all had this manner, except the small 
Kathleen. The atmosphere was more that of an English than a Colonial 
home. The children were well-behaved — taught to say “Gran, 
Dear’”;’Mother, Dear”; Father, Dear’; and they all addressed one another 
indiscriminately as “darling.” If, at times, Vera seemed to the younger 
children to belong rather to the world of grown-ups, it was doubtless 
because — being the oldest, and having her father’s sense of responsibility 
— she felt accountable to the grown-ups for the younger ones.”To see Vera 
was to love her,” the Anikiwa cousins said:’to see Kathleen was to 
remember her.” Vera at eight was a tall, straight-backed girl (though she 
was threatened with curvature of the spine for a while); she had the high 
colour in her cheeks and lips that the Wellington wind whips into the faces 
of so many children. Her hair — brown like the mother’s — was in long, 
neat plaits. All the girls looked like the mother; but Kathleen had her 
mother’s colourless skin; the others had a touch of the father’s ruddy 
colouring. 

Charlotte Mary (“Chaddie” familiarly,’Marie” more respectfully) was a 
year and a half older than Kathleen, and apparently followed the course of 
the other two. She wore her hair in ringlets, at six, and walked with her feet 
turned out. She was a charming and affectionate child, easy and soft of 
speech. 

All three of the little girls were dressed alike. They wore jumper dresses 
on week-days, and freshly starched pinafores on Sundays. If company came 
for tea, the Grandmother slipped a fresh pinafore over the play frock. They 
had small black sandals with short socks, and bare knees that needed 
frequent scrubbing. 

Kathleen’s wavy dark hair was about her shoulders like Edna’s in 
Something Childish, when she was very small. She was rather lumpish, and 
often called to the others: Wait for me! I can’t hurry. I’m too fat—” One of 
the little Walter Nathans, of whom there were five, used to shout over the 
fence at her from No. 13:’Fatty! Fatty! Fatty!” To which she scorned to 
make reply. 

Yet even when she was small, she cast a small black shadow of her 
father’s temper. It was, she afterward thought, a little demon which 


possessed her — a “black monkey” : 


“My Babbles has a nasty knack 
Of keeping monkeys on her back.... 
“She comes and stands beside my chair 
With almost an offended air 

And says: ‘Oh, Father, why can’t I?’ 
And stamps her foot and starts to cry — 
“She throws about her nicest toys 

And makes a truly dreadful noise 

Till Mother rises from her place 

With quite a Sunday churchy face.... 
“Never a kiss or one goodnight 
Never a glimpse of candle light 
Oh, how the monkey simply flies 
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In many other respects she was her father’s daughter. They were alike in 
the wrong ways, and different in the right ones. But there was a twinkle 
between them and the bond of the “jolly voice” in which children “expect to 
be talked to” and in which he so often did talk to her. Kass shared her 
father’s humour as fairly as she shared his temper. The real bond between 
the Pa Man and the child was the True Original Pa Man, who had given 
them both their patrimony of wit. The children were brought up on his 
auctioneer’s jingles as other children are raised on their father’s old college 
songs. The small Beauchamps were veritably rocked to sleep on:’Ohau can 
I cross the river Ohau?” and 


“On the banks of the Wamangaroa 

They discovered the bones of a moa, 

The largest I ween that e’er was seen 

On the banks of the Wamangaroa. 

Its back measured two feet by the tape, Sir, 

And it was a most elegant shape, Sir — 

And he dug his own grave by the bright rippling wave 
On the banks of the Wamangaroa.” 


When he was feeling “jolly” and had exhausted his father’s repertory, the 
Pa Man occasionally tried extempore of his own: 


“Orua away gently in a small boat 
For you must beware of the Horowhenua afloat.” 


Or he rolled off the pleasant greeting phrases that he and his father 
learned from the Maoris: Kanui taku aroka atu kia oke (Great is my love to 
you) ... Kia whiti tonu te ra kirunga kiaoke (May the sunshine of happiness 
ever rest upon you). 

These celebrations were usually over the dinnertable when the children 
were allowed to dine with the grown-ups. 

Even when they were far too small to understand, the “jolly” voice rolled 
about them: 

‘Bread?’ Plain or coloured, Miss? Half a yard cut on the cross, I take it, 
with as little selvedge as possible.” 


The whimsical spirit of The True Original Pa Man presided over some 
feasts: 

““My father would say,’ said Burnell (as he carved), ‘this must have been 
one of those birds whose mother played to it in infancy upon the German 
flute. And the sweet strains of the dulcet instrument acted with such effect 
upon the infant mind ...’.” 

When, in after years, anything was “very Pa,” it meant (in Katherine 
Mansfield’s private language), something with a style of its own, something 
which could withstand the current mode — something having individuality, 
vigour, flamboyancy. 

There were the flashes when the father stopped for a twinkle with the 
children at home, and would draw for them strange and exciting dragons— 
“dragons with seven bellies”; and there were the brief and intoxicating 
visits to the strange place where he lived during the day: 

“My father’s office. I smell it.... I see the cage of the clumsy wooden 
goods lift and the tarred ropes hanging.” 

On his desk was a little brass pig, with a bristly mat of hair for wiping 
pens. It always stood on a pile of torn letters. When she had to stretch on 
tiptoe to look over the edge of the desk, it had been the first thing she 
reached for: the darling little gold pig! With her delight in small quaint 
things, it seemed to her too, too lovely! What was its significance, of what 
was it a symbol? 


When she went “home” to England for the last time it went with her. It 
stood on a pile of torn letters on her own desk all the rest of her life; and 
when she first knew she was to die, she said (among a very few other 
things):’Don’t let anything happen to my brass pig. I’d like Vera to have it.” 
In her will, afterward, she bequeathed it back to her father. This was 
strangely significant because very few possessions — in the material sense 
— were precious to her. She had few treasures during her lifetime, and 
these few she was likely to give away, impulsively, to any who seemed to 
be “her people.” But this was a kind of talisman, a “sign” between the two 
of them — which meant, perhaps, that the bond could never be forgotten. 

It had the same meaning between them — the same meaning for her, at 
least — as the little bunch of flowers that he left, years later, at the Casetta: 

“And here on the table are five daisies and an orchid that Father picked 
for me and tied with a bit of grass and handed me. If I had much to forgive 
him, I would forgive him much for this little bunch of flowers. What have 
they to do with it all?” 

The bond was there. And Kathleen believed that her father, who had his 
fortune to make, his own career to follow, and lived in a world beyond, was 
essentially, in his hidden self, of her kind. In her imagination, he was a child 
battling with giants; and she felt and suffered for him. She knew that behind 
the armour of the rising business man was the wincing and sensitive boy; 
and she was instant in sympathy with him. When on a visit to the Riviera, 
during which he came to see her at the Casetta, his money-wallet was 
stolen, she quivered in an agony of sympathy for his loss, as for a naked 
child in a winter storm: 

“T really literally nearly fainted when this swept over me and I ‘saw’ him 
with a very high colour putting on a smile. I do hope to God people don’t 
suffer quite as I think they do: it’s not to be borne if they do.” 

But the battle with giants was his life, as she knew it. He was the business 
man who left the children to the women of the family. There they were, and 
that was an end of it. 


Anikiwa 


Chapter III: Anikiwa 
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When Kathleen — or Kass, as everyone in New Zealand called her — was 
just five, the Grandmother took the three little girls for their first of a series 
of summers at Anikiwa on the Sounds. The cruise in itself was an exciting 
adventure:’to walk down the Old Wharf that jutted out into the harbour, a 
faint wind blowing off the water”; to take the Picton boat,’a little steamer 
all hung with bright beads”; to sail the thirty-five miles from Wellington, 
across Cook Strait to Queen Charlotte Sound at the head of the South 
Island, and down the Sound — to Picton where the grandfather lived. And 
there the Picton boat swung at anchor, for it could go no further. Great- 
uncle Cradock had his own row-boat. That was the only way to reach 
Anikiwa, five miles further down the arm of the Sound. 

It was calm water — a sea-fiord scalloped by sheltered bays — like lakes 
— almost surrounded by the steep hills. The bush: manuka, karaka, tree 
ferns, ran down to the water’s edge. Marlborough Sounds were really 
“drowned valleys,” reminders from a long-gone period — back beyond the 
giant kauri pines — back to the moa. This might even have been “ — the 
rippling wave where he dug his own grave ...” 

“Anikiwa” was the Maori word for “Cave of the Sea Birds.” The old 
homestead was set in the midst of wide paddocks, surrounded by bush- 
covered hills that sloped to the Sound water. It was only three-fourths of a 
mile across, tapering to its end half a mile below the farm. Sea-birds 
flocked there by thousands. Captain Cook, years before, had spoken of the 
harmony of so many different kinds of birds from the bush, singing together 
in the early morning. They all sang in a minor key, on a sad note.’”New 
Zealand birds, like New Zealand poets, have always been mournful.” Kass 
could hear them at day-break from the room that she shared with the 
Grandmother under the honeysuckle vine ... innumerable different notes: 
Tui, Bell-Bird, Thrush. She could hear the stream down in the paddocks. It 
was such a quiet sound after the surge of water under the wind that she 


always listened to from her room over the gully at Wellington. The air, too, 
was different. It was country air. The light over the paddocks was strange. 

The cousins, boys in their ‘teens, teased the little girls for their town 
ways, but they took them about with them while they did the farm work; 
and there was bathing, boating and fishing to amuse them. They were happy 
little girls, but Kass was mostly the silent, dreamy one. She was fat and 
appeared rather dull, but her big “mossy” eyes lighted with interest when 
one of the grown-ups took the trouble to speak directly to her, or told her 
about old Armena and the Maoris who had lived in the pah by the cemetery. 
She played over the farm, as the others did, but she was not interested in 
femininities. She didn’t care about the details of her dress, or of the 
butterfly bow ribbons the girls wore perched on their hair. When Chaddie 
sat making neat little stitches in her doll’s clothes, or Vera helped a bit in 
the kitchen, Kass preferred to talk to Armena or the grandfather, or play 
down by the streams. Her hands would never stay clean long enough for 
sewing, and she lost her ribbon bows. 

The grandmother spoke sharply to her, at times. Yet Kass loved her. She 
always called to her when she came into the house:’Gran, dear, where are 
you?” 

Great-uncle Cradock wore a long white beard like grandfather 
Beauchamp’s. Kass climbed on to his knee, one evening, and cast a quick 
little sidelong glance at Vera. Something very good was about to happen. 
Kass was going to plait Uncle Cradock’s beard. He bounced Kass up and 
down, and began telling her about some flowers. Strangely, all of the 
Beauchamps shared this passionate love for flowers. He had written some 
verses with a little moral — something about flowers having personalities; 
they never should be burned, never thrown into fire. Presently Vera slipped 
up softly behind them, and reached around Uncle Cradock’s neck.’’Don’t 
plait it,” said Kass fiercely;’He’s talking to me”; and she gave her sister a 
sharp little pinch. 


It was doubtless from either the grandfather at Picton, or from Uncle 
Cradock, there at Anikiwa, that she heard the stories of Pelorus Jack. Both 
the old men had crossed the track of the solitary white dolphin many times 
when they sailed from Nelson, at the head of the south island, across the 
Cook Strait to Wellington. New Zealand children who were small before 
1912 lived in a sort of fairy tale which had been begun three centuries 


before, according to Maori legend, when the god-fish Kaikai- 
awaro, flashing like fire in the darkness of the sea,” swam slowly before 
the mokihi (or raft) of dried flax stalks, korari, in which the chieftain 
Koangaumu was escaping from his enemies, and piloted him safely across 
Cook Strait into smooth waters. Old Kipa Hemi Whiro, the tohunga, Maori 
wise man of the Sounds, who lived at the head of Anakoha Bay close to the 
mouth of Pelorus, claimed direct descent from this chieftain; Pelorus Jack, 
the white dolphin of the Sounds, was the incarnation of his ancestor’s sea- 
god. The tohunga was the authority on ancestral history for the Maoris of 
the Sounds — quiet and earnest in manner, with a noble face — strong and 
intelligent. He had a club foot; the Maoris, for generations had set apart 
cripples and hunchbacks as tribal historians and priests. He was said to be 
the hereditary “owner” of Kaikai-a-waro, who during three centuries had 
answered the frantic harakai chant for aid in crossing the dangerous strait: 

“Ko wai, ko wai koa tera tangata e tere te moana?” (Who 1s that yonder, 
wandering on the face of the ocean?) 


Hinepoupou, the Maori chieftainess, over a century before, had chanted 
this powerful incantation to the sea-god, as she cast off her flax mats and 
dived into those rough straits from the island Rangitito, where she had been 
deserted by her husband Manini-pounamu. And, indeed, she would need 
aid, for — powerful swimmers as the Maoris are — the pass was thirty or 
forty miles across at that point. But she was supported safely by Kaikai-a- 
waro and reached shore as serenely as Oberon’s mermaid on a dolphin’s 
back. 

What other little girl ever lived in such a fairy tale? Pelorus Jack of these 
Sounds was one of the taniwhas, sea-deities of the deep who had been 
menheroes who had led the Maoris tribes; and now: 

“As Triton with his ‘wreathed horn’ preceded his ocean-riding father 
Poseidon, so the scythe-finned taniwhas of the Maori seas escorted their 
chiefs’ canoes; and so indeed to-day does Kaikai-a-waro, playing swiftly 
around the bows of the Trans-Cook Strait fire-canoes, — as if leading them 
on their way.” 

That was one of the tremendously exciting things about going to 
Anikiwa; for they went almost — not quite, but almost far enough to see 
Pelorus Jack for themselves. If, instead of turning down Queen Charlotte 
Sound, they had gone on due north toward Nelson in Tasman Bay — if they 


had sailed as far as Alligator Head, even — he might have appeared, 
ghostly and white, from the sea-cave beneath the rock Kaimahi, to lead the 
ship, beyond Pelorus Sound, as far as French Pass — Te-au-miti,’The 
Licking Current.” And as they clung to the rail, thrilled and tense, half 
expecting him to be incarnated from every white wave, they must have 
heard from some sailor or old traveller the mariner’s tale of how Pelorus 
Jack was “discovered” in the 1870’s by the master of The Southern Cross, 
and of how he barely escaped being harpooned because they thought he was 
a white whale-calf. It was not until later that he was classified as Risso’s 
dolphin, and eventually protected by a special Order in Council of the New 
Zealand Government. 

The day came when they actually did see him. They were taking a cruise 
with their family and the Seddons. The ship swung out from Lambton 
Harbour, north-west across Cook Strait toward “The Brothers” and the 
lighthouse. Here was where Captain Cook’s Endeavour was so nearly lost 
in the 1770’s. No ten-second flash winking then from Ngawhatu-kai-ponu, 
the Stinging Rocks which had long ago been made tapu by the Maoris, who 
veiled the eyes of strangers with three karaka leaves strung together “in 
deference to the mist-wreathed spirit of the rocks.” 

They sailed past the quiet Queen Charlotte Sound to the labyrinth of 
capes and headlands. They skirted the archipelago of rocky islands scattered 
along the rough outer coast; through the funnellike Straits down which the 
wind pours everlastingly to Wellington. As they reached Alligator Head, the 
Captain strolled by with:’ You can expect Pelorus Jack in ten minutes.” 

The grown-ups laughed, but before five minutes had gone they were 
standing behind the children, leaning tense and credulous over the prow. 

“Here he comes!” somebody called. 


Rolling like a disc over and under the waves, darting through them, 
leaping straight into the air like a porpoise, flashed a huge bluish-white 
dolphin tinged with purple and yellow. He made straight for the steamer’s 
bow, rolling round about and under; sometimes flashing ahead so swiftly 
that he was lost in the foam of the waves; then appearing magically at the 
ship’s side. 

Darkness came on, dropping, as it does in those islands, quickly without 
twilight, with only a queer distortion of images. Through the shimmer of 
phosphorescence at the boat’s prow plunged the white dolphin; and like the 


sea-creatures in that other sea 
track “was a flash of golden fire.” 

The Pa Man put a pin into this pretty bubble of legend. Jack was a 
grampus griseus who had left his school further south. Probably he was 
infested with lice. He rubbed his itching back against the prow of the ship 
as a flea-bitten cow rubs her shanks against a byre post to scratch herself. 


so different, so becalmed — his every 


2 


Cradock was a brother of Arthur Beauchamp; his daughter Ethel was 
second cousin to the three little girls. She was an extremely tall, angular 
woman with fine warm blue eyes, and an expression so naturally sweet that 
even false teeth could not stiffen it. She had been engaged to Grimsdale 
Anderson for several years, but a series of unexpected misfortunes falling 
upon this young English pioneer had prevented their marrying. Yet Ethel 
Beauchamp seemed only to grow more gracious with misfortune. Like all 
the Beauchamps, she had an almost inexhaustible supply of courage. 

Her sister, a plump little fantail, had married Mr. Greensill, explorer and 
prospector of the Malay States. In one raid while he was away fighting, she 
had stayed alone to protect the household goods, even under the knife of a 
Chinese. She had been shipwrecked many times. When she was 
asked:”Weren’t you frightened?” she said,”I never have time to think about 
that. | have to be wondering what’s going to happen.” 

Cousin Ethel, noticing that Kass was treated as “the difficult child,” made 
special efforts to interest her or tell her a little story. She told her how 
Mahakipuna, between the Sounds, was named “The Smoke Goes up 
Straight,” when the tall plume indicated fair weather and a propitious place 
for the Maoris who had just dragged their canoes onto land. She told her 
how Captain Cook had released the first pig in Queen Charlotte Sounds in 
1773. 

She took the child down to the old pah by the hill behind the homestead. 
Maoris had lived there when Cradock Beauchamp first settled, but now on 
the hill by the pah there was only the Maori burial ground. The rough 
wooden slabs were rotting under the trees. 

Old Armena, who worked for the Anikiwa Beau-champs, was the last 
Maori left. She had been a tribal chieftain’s daughter, of the best native 
blood; and she was devoted to the English. To hear her speak, one would 


believe that she had no use for Maoris. Yet when the cemetery had caught 
fire, she begged the Beauchamps to save it. 

“But you have no interest in it, Armena,” Cousin Ethel said in her gentle, 
solicitous way. 

““Armena have seven husbands there,” said the Maori. 

Kass liked to talk to Armena while she ironed the children’s pinafores. 
She ironed beautifully; and especially she liked to iron men’s shirts. When 
they asked her where she had learned, she said,” Down in the city.” She had 
paid five pounds to learn. Her last husband had been an Englishman, and 
she was very proud of him. When he died he left her a bit of land which she 
treasured and called in Maori,”’The Wedding Dowry.” She was fond of 
“Maggie” — as she called Ethel, whose name she couldn’t say — and she 
wanted to give her the title-deeds. But Cradock Beauchamp had the 
strictness of a prospector who never jumps his neighbour’s claim.” You 
can’t take it from them, Ethel,” he said sternly. So she returned the deeds to 
Armena. 

One morning Armena came crying down to Anikiwa. Her whare had 
burned, and the deeds with it. 

“Now the dirty Maoris will get my bit of land,” she cried in Maori, 
forgetting English in her despair. She had wanted it — the gift of a white 
man to her — to return to the whites. The land became valuable long 
afterwards — worth a fortune — when the Anikiwa homestead had to be 
sold for taxes. 
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One afternoon the three children had been catching “cocha-bullies” and 
“tiddlers” in a stream. They followed it through the paddocks, down the 
ravine, to the Anikiwa beaches. Kass wandered away by herself, dragging 
the leather doll Hinemoa. She was finding little tiny shells. There was 
something very special to her in these — so perfect, so small and delicate, 
and yet in every detail like the big ones. Her love for little tiny things — 
exquisite, minute flowers and shells — poised on the very lintel of a faérie 
world, scarcely to be known except through these, and very deeply, very 
secretly her own — was poignant all her life. 

She knelt by small pools along the beach, and gave herself up to this 
silvery world. Flowers no bigger than a pin prick on those trees waving 


beneath the water. Tiny silvery toadstools. Another world-within-a-world. 
She raised herself up and looked about, for a moment, longing for Uncle 
Cradock’s spectacles. But as she gazed down into that crystal country, she 
seemed to have become tiny, too — down beneath those flowery trees, 
beneath the silvery umbrella, to a world like the world within a drop of 
water. 

After tea that evening she remembered Hinemoa. The leather doll was 
sitting in a tree by the ravine, half a mile away. 

She began to cry. The grandmother called her sharply: 

“Kass! You’re a silly little thing!” 


“IT know it’s still hanging from a tree in the rain,” she sobbed. Cousin 
Ethel tried to talk to her, but she wouldn’t be consoled. She only cried and 
cried. 

Finally the cousin heard the rain splash on the eaves. She called one of 
her brothers, a boy of about ten or twelve, and persuaded him to go down 
for the doll. 

He came back from the half a mile in the wet, with a red face, dragging 
the leather doll by an arm. Though her cheeks were still stiff with the dried 
tears, Kass was sitting up by the fire. 
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When — like Fenella in The Voyage — Kass went to visit her grandparents 
at Picton — in the little square white house where they lived with her uncle 
Stanley, who wore a black velvet coat — she found a place quite different 
from Anikiwa, even though it was on the same Sound and only ten miles 
away. And Picton in the ‘nineties was quite other than Picton in the ‘sixties. 
Grass was growing in the narrow streets, and cows grazed in them, and 
strolled lazily among the shabby houses and old wooden shops. The lovely 
little seaport had gone to sleep for ever. 

The “General Merchant Store,” built for grandfather Beauchamp on 
Wellington Street, was only 150 yards or so from the boat jetties and wharf. 
From that water-front, Kathleen might have imagined herself on the shores 
of a lovely lake. In the sunlight it was blue and sparkling; but the town 
faces north, and sudden grey squalls rise quickly in the small harbour 
enclosed by the steep bush-clad mountains that throw their arms about 
Picton. Then it is dark and terrifying,” like living at the bottom of a well.” 


Towards evening the sense of being closed in, cut off from all the world, 
grows rapidly with the twilight. The western hillside looks dark and 
threatening in its own shadow. To the child it was like a great crouching 
lion, as if the bulk of shadow gathered its dark force ready to spring. Yet if 
she looked north, where it falls into the sea, that was the lion’s tail; and, 
since tails have a levity which make one laugh, the fantasy would pass. 


Chapter IV: Karori 


“T think the only way to live as a writer is to draw upon one’s real, familiar 
life — to find the treasure.... And the curious thing is that if we describe 
this which seems to us so intensely personal, other people take it to 
themselves and understand it as if it were their own.” — K. M. (Letter to S. 
M., Cape Town.) 
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Karori is a secluded valley 800 feet above the sea, closed in by rugged hills 
covered by gorse. In the ‘nineties, before the gorse had been planted for a 
thorn-hedge and had spread beyond control, these hills were still bush- 
covered. The very valley had once been a forest. Wakefield wrote in 
1842:”The floor of the valley was a tract of the very finest totare timber.” 
But by that year the pioneers had already begun to clear and settle, finding 
their way in by an old Maori trail. Generations before the Maoris, who 
always chose the best locations for their pahs, had settled in Karori. By 
1843, the road had crossed the steep part of Kaiwharawhara, and Karori 
was the first rural settlement connected with Lambton Harbour. The very 
name, Devious,” indicated the tortuous, difficult mountain road which 
wound for three and a half miles S.W. from Wellington. 

This was the road which the “store-man” followed on that windy night in 
1893, when he collected Kezia and Lottie from their old home at 11 
Tinakori Road and delivered them at “Chesney Wold.” The road began at 
Hawkstone Street, in Wellington; ran up Tinakori Road past the red fire- 
house to the Botanical Gardens, where it turned to the right (not the left as 
the newer tram-road does), around the horseshoe bend (where Lambton 
Harbour disappeared from view); to the “Shepherds’ Arms”; across the 
Kaiwharawhara Valley and its broad stream; up the rocky gully, and down 
the hill where the wild bush nearly met on either side; to St. Mary’s, the old 
Karori Church, and the white cemetery; on to the “Karori General Store”; 
then along the flat and out into the Karori valley. 

There a little village of white houses clustered, almost like the ring of 
tombstones on the flat. The first settlers had gathered together around the 


house of Chief Justice Chapman, whose stockade would serve as refuge and 
rallying place. It never had been necessary to use this for safety, but it had 
drawn the early homesteads together. 

The Beauchamps’ home was beyond, on the further side of the valley, not 
far from the South Karori Road. There was only one other homestead near. 
Mr. Beauchamp had bought “Chesney Wold,” a house built by Stephen 
Lancaster, an early pioneer. It was one of the first houses built in Karori — 
in the style of Colonel Wakefield’s, with low, sloping roof (which had been 
raised before the Beauchamps’ time), a broad verandah banked with 
periwinkle, and wide paddocks. The Karori stream wound below the house, 
down to the sea beyond the far hills at Tongue Point. There were orchards 
of damsons and old apple trees below the garden. It was an historic place 
and an old landmark; the first church service in Karori had been held in this 
house in 1852. 

It was most unusual, in the ‘nineties, for a family to move out to Karori 
from Wellington, especially when the father had his business in town. 
Those who were children then still remember their delighted astonishment 
when the doll’s house arrived on the dray with the Beauchamps’ goods. 
Karori was an old settlement. Most of the residents had lived there for two 
generations. 

The move to Karori meant that Mr. Beauchamp must be driven twice 
every day by the new gardener, Pat Sheehan, over the mountain road; or he 
must walk the distance. It took an hour to walk down to the Government 
Buildings on Lambton Quay; but the land would be valuable one day. And 
Karori — with its seclusion and its freedom, its fresh sea and mountain air 
— was a most healthful and desirable place in which small children could 
grow up. 
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Whether or not Karori had people who were “her people,” it certainly had 
many “characters” of the kind which Katherine Mansfield was to 
understand and illuminate later in The Aloe, and Prelude, and The Doll’ 
House. 

About a mile up the Karori Road beyond “Chesney Wold” was “the 
monkey tree cottage” where Barry and Eric Waters, the two boy cousins, 
lived. Eric was a thin, almost effeminate child.” His shoulder blades stuck 


out like two little wings.” But Barry, like his pioneer namesake, was “all 
boy”; and “Spot,” the beautiful silky cocker spaniel, was his shadow. 

Their father, Frederick Valentine Waters, was a man more at home in the 
child’s world than in the world of adults. His wife, who had been a Dyer, an 
older sister of Kathleen’s mother, was exactly as “Doady” was described: a 
beautiful, distinguished-looking woman with a patrician bearing, the heavy- 
lidded eyes and long, narrow face of the wife of Andrea del Sarto. Frederic 
Waters was drawn more out of line — more, as Katherine Mansfield 
thought later, like a Cezanne: 

“One of his men gave me quite a shock. He’s the spit of a man I’ve just 
written about, one Jonathan Trout. To the life. I wish I could cut him out 
and put him in my book.” 

The children’s earliest recollection of their aunt was in a darkened room, 
lying on a sofa with crossed hands and a general air of resignation. The 
room was sweet with eau-de-Cologne from a handkerchief over her eyes, 
and their mother was saying:’You poor dear! You always have such 
headaches!” 

Her husband was as different from her in temperament as he was in 
appearance. The house simply rang with his gaiety when he was at home; 
and it seemed an empty shell — without even an echo — in his absence. 
The story is told that his marriage to her was unexpected. She was to have 
married another man. She was even at the church, with bridesmaids, 
flowers, guests all assembled. 


The Karori Store (1893) 
And the bridegroom didn’t appear. Shortly afterward she was married to 
Frederick Waters. 

He never had much respect for men. He was too chivalrous. When he saw 
soldiers walking with their arms about girls’ waists, he was infuriated.” Men 
are always taking advantage of poor girls,” he said. He forever took the 
girl’s part and believed it was the man’s fault. If a tram in the town went a 
minute or two early, he champed up and down:”Some poor old lady might 
have wanted to get on it”; or “some one might be sick and would be too 
late.” He was a man of charm and kindness, yet he never got ahead. For 
years he was Assistant Secretary to the Post and Telegraphs, when he 
should have been head of a Government department. Opportunities came 
for him to advance; his charm advanced him, but his kindness held him 
back. There was always someone who, he thought, was entitled to 
promotion before him, or someone who, he thought, needed it more. So his 
real life was lived in his hobbies. He had two. One was music. He was 
baritone soloist with the Wellington Musical Union (under Mr. Parker); and 
organist at St. Mark’s Church; and he led the choir at Karori. His other 
hobby was gardening — or perhaps it was his excuse for playing with the 
children — for his results were as varied and unexpected as his changes in 


appearance. He tied a handkerchief over his head, donned dungarees for his 
work, and was always wheeling something in a barrow; but the children 
never knew what face he would be wearing. 

They flocked over, when they saw him in the garden, all ready to ride in 
the barrow or on his back. The three little Beauchamp girls would drift in, 
dressed alike in galatea blouses, white or striped; and blue smocked jumper 
dresses. They were very careful of those dresses; they always wore them for 
a whole week, and yet they looked neat and fresh. Lena Monaghan’s mother 
used to point out how clean the little Beauchamp girls were. Lena’s dress 
lasted only two days. But Lena didn’t know — her own mother didn’t know 
— the “terrible times” that Kass had over hers; and the conspiracies with 
the grandmother over clean pinafores and lost hair-bows. But all was 
forgotten at Uncle Fred’s. If Vera, grown up and lady-like, hurried on, and 
Chaddie, gay and elfish, danced ahead, while Kass lagged behind 
crying,’ Wait for me!” Uncle Fred had some surprising transformation. She 
forgot to say,’ can’t go fast like the others; I’m too fat’; for he could go 
fast or slow to suit the child. And he made the most astonishing changes in 
his hair! Sometimes he had a little beard, sometimes a moustache, 
sometimes little sidewhiskers. Then when they had got used to the two of 
those, he would appear with only one. He was like the little beds in his 
garden: some were beautifully tended; others were bristling with weeds. 
Great times the children had in the paddocks with him. Wherever he was 
there was a party. The house and the garden rang with fun. He loved to get 
up little theatricals for the children, and he seemed to have boundless 
delight and energy for everything. He would dress up for the parts, and his 
long thin legs seemed to be everywhere. 


When a ball was held at the Parochial Hall, they dressed in some of these 
costumes. Kass was “Mrs. Tom Thumb,” with the grandmother’s cap and an 
antimacassar apron over her neat long black dress. Marie was “Mr. Tom 
Thumb.” She was allowed to wear the uncle’s chain and tie, and he made a 
tremendous white walrus pioneer’s moustache and glued it on for her. 

Rose Ridler helped on these occasions. Rose was an orphan who had 
been taken by Mrs. Waters for a maid when she was eighteen; and she had 
become not only a daughter, but a manager and staff and companion, all in 
one. She was a small dark person, with a quick dry wit. She and Mr. Waters 
always had a joke between them. In fact, they had a joke that ran like a 


serial with new chapters added from day to day. And Rose never forgot any 
of it. She adored him as the children adored him, and she followed him 
about at home as children collected after him when he went down the street. 
Every Karori child went to Rose with a cut finger, as they went to Mr. 
Waters for sympathy and fun. 

Rose helped in the garden, too; but in the house she not merely helped, 
she managed it all. Mrs. Waters could cook well; she said she “could make 
soup with her eyes shut,” and good soup it was, too. But Rose Ridler’s 
gingerbread was Karori history. The children were allowed to scrape the 
dish and lick the spoon; and they invariably wondered why — when it all 
was the same dough — the top tasted smooth and shiny and sweetish and 
like top; and the underneath tasted like underneath — bity and saltish and 
rough. 


On Sundays, Rose Ridler taught Sunday School at the Parochial Hall, at 
half past two in the afternoon. The little girls went in their Sunday 
pinafores. The Grandmother took them to church in the morning, and they 
sat in a stiffly starched row listening to Mr. Waters as he led the Karori 
Church Choir. If they went in the evening with their father, they had always 
to carry a lantern. There were only foot-paths and no street lights in Karori. 
At home they used big lamps of the same sort as the little lamp in the doll’s 
house. 

When the aunt lay in the darkened room, with her air of resignation — 
while Rose Ridler managed the house, and Mr. Waters charmed the children 
— had she a real premonition of tragedy, after all? Yet when it came, she 
met it valiantly. It seemed almost as though she had performed her suffering 
beforehand, while she had time for it. 

In November, 1918, Vera came, on the Niagara, on a visit to Wellington. 
By some trick of fate, that ship brought the first of the post-war influenza to 
New Zealand. When word came that Vera was ill, Mr. Beauchamp and Mr. 
Waters got permission to go to her. A few days afterward both men were 
stricken with the disease. A week later Mr. Waters was dead. 
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What was remarkable about Pat Sheehan that he should for ever afterward 
stalk through the pages that told of Karori? To the grown-ups — nothing. 
Patrick Sheehan was the handy man whom Mr. Beauchamp had found to 


drive him to town with the phzton and the grey mare; to care for the 
pony, General,” which he thought “too dangerous for the children to ride’; 
to work in the paddocks and orchards of “Chesney Wold.” He was just an 
Irish immigrant to New Zealand — another of the floating ones. 

To the children, his distinction was in his Irishness: his power through 
fun and fantasy to enter their world. 

His Irishness appeared in his stories; and the small girl, who long before 
had been companioned by “the shadow children thin and small,” found 
familiar country here: 

“On those late evenings he had wonderful stories to tell of a little old man 
no bigger than his thumb with a hat as high as the barb-wired fence, who in 
the night crept out of the creek, climbed up the blue gumtree, picked some 
leaves from the topmost branches, and then crept down again. ‘You see,’ 
Pat would say ... ‘it’s from blue gums that you got eucalyptus, and the old 
man suffered from cold, living in such dampness’.” 

When she was very small she was like another Katya in Tchehov’s A 
Tedious Story, which — when she found it in later life — became part of 
herself: 

“Her eyes invariably expressed the same thing: ‘Everything that goes on 
in this world, — everything 1s beautiful and clever’.” 

Like another Katya, too, she was gradually to discover that thieves had 
been at the “bag full of rainbow hopes” which she thought to have hidden 
safely. 


But Pat belonged to the time of rainbows, and all that he did was 
remarkable, and curious, and full of delight: 

“He used to hoist me up on the table and recount long tales of the Dukes 
of Ireland whom he had seen and even conversed with. We were most proud 
of our gardener having rubbed shoulders with Ireland’s aristocracy, and in 
the evening when Pat was at tea in the kitchen we would steal out and beg 
him to show us the manners of the people in Ireland. Standing in a row, 
hand in hand, we would watch while Pat put some salt on his knife, tapped 
it off with his fork, the little finger of his right hand well curled ... the way 
in which the Dukes of Ireland balanced salt upon their knives.” 

Pat had the power to enter not only the children’s world, but the world of 
Kezia, which was another country entirely: 


“IT played a game which had no end and no beginning, but was called 
‘Beyond the Blue Mountains.’ The scene was generally placed near the 
rhubarb beds, and Pat officiated as the villain, the hero, and even the 
villainess, with unfailing charm.” 

Already this little girl had begun to know loneliness. She was surrounded 
by three sisters and a small brother; by a father, mother, grandmother, aunt. 
She lived in a busy, healthy household, among happy people. Yet it was not 
enough. She was of the lonely ones who must discover (at a heavy price) 
that so few — so far between — are “her people.” She was of the unique 
ones who must create their own world: 

“T thought of the time when I was quite a child” (she wrote in her first 
year at College),”and lived in the great old rambling house that has long 
since been removed and its place taken by other houses more useful but far 
less dear. The old house had an extraordinary fascination for me. I always 
thought of it as a species of ogre who controlled all our garden and our 
meadows and our woods. 

““May I go and play in the hayfield to-day?’ I used to say, and gaze up 
timidly at its stern, unblinking face, and it never failed to give me an 
answer. The great thing about it that puzzled me was that it never closed its 
eyes... 

“Down at the bottom of our garden ran a little stream, and here I spent 
many happy hours. With my shoes and socks off, and my frock tucked high 
all around me, I used to wade, and attempt to catch certain very tiny fish 
that swam and played in its depths — or rather, its shallow places. If I did 
catch one, I always put it into a glass jar and carried it home to keep till it 
should grow into a whale. Alas, it never did grow, though it was not for lack 
of care and attention. 

“During my childhood, I lived surrounded by a luxurious quantity of 
flowers, and they were my only companions.... How I loved my life. My 
greatest delight was to find fresh flowers to love, and my greatest sorrow 
was if they should die. I remember the year the spring was late in coming. I 
had stolen out into the garden in the dead of night to cover by a blanket a 
snowdrop that had flowered the day before. 

“In the summer when the trees in our wood were in full leaf, and the 
bracken was high and dainty and green, I used to linger for hours. One day, 
how well I remember it, I brought with me a tall lily I had found lying 
across the garden path, and I began to talk to it in a low, dreamy voice. 


Suddenly I paused. Someone was coming toward me, singing a strange little 
French song. It was a woman dressed all in a white, soft gown open at the 
throat, and long, loose-hanging sleeves. In her hands she held roses — red, 
red roses. I was so hidden in my little bracken nest that she could not see 
me. My heart beat fast and I felt the colour rush to my face. I had dreamed 
of her — no ordinary, living woman, but a fairy, or a Goddess of the Wood. 
Nearer and nearer she came, with her head held high, and a strange, sweet 
light in her eyes. Then I stretched out my arm and plucked at her sleeve. 
She looked down at me, startled. ‘Only a little child,’ she said. ‘Is this your 
wood? Why are you here all alone?’ But I hid my face in her dress and 
sobbed. In a minute she was down beside me. She took me on her lap and 
pushed my thick, heavy hair back from my hot face, and kissed me, and 
begged me to tell her what was the matter. ‘Nothing, nothing,’ I sobbed, 
‘but they don’t understand me at home.’ ...” 

To the family she was “the difficult child,” and “hard to understand.” 
When her father saw the plump little figure sitting hunched over, idly 
dreaming, wastefully doing nothing, he called to her sharply:’Sit up 
straight, Kass! You’ll never grow that way!” 

And as she grew older she rebelled outright, at times, and became the 
outlaw: 

“She stood at the scullery door and called, ‘Pat, Pat.” The sun streamed 
over the courtyard. The pincushion flowers stood limply and _thirstily 
against the wall of the feedroom.... 

“.. ‘Pat, make it all right with the family if they kick up a shindy. I am so 
dead sick of them all — I must go off.’ She laid her hand caressingly 
against the arm of his old blue shirt. ‘Done, Miss,’ said Pat. And he stood in 
the paddock and watched her mount and ride out of sight. Riding was as 
natural as walking to her. She held herself very loosely and far back from 
the waist like a native riding — and fear had never entered into her 
thoughts. 

““T like riding down this road with the sun hurting me,’ she mused. ‘I 
love everything that really comes fiercely — It makes me feel so fighting, 
and that’s what I like. 

““T wish I hadn’t quarrelled with Father and Mother again. That’s a 
distinct bore — especially since it’s only a week to my birthday’.” 

The family doubtless had no idea of the quick perception of this fat little 
girl who could be jolly and play with the other children in the usual fashion. 


In fact, those who were grown-ups then — teachers, aunts, friends — say 
that Kass Beauchamp was “the last child in the world they ever expected to 
become a writer.” To them, she was “careless,” “lazy,” “impatient,” 
“indifferent,” “dull,” “slow and fat.” They felt she needed prodding to 
quicken her perception and to make her more alert, and sweeter— “like her 
sisters.” That she should be hypersensitive enough to remember for years a 
chance look between the grown-ups — passed over her head — would 
certainly have seemed to them incredible. As it would have seemed had 
they been told she bore it hard that her sisters seemed preferred before her, 
since everyone responded to their soft sweetness. 

There were occasions such as this: 

“On the way home from school” (after Kass had won the green-plush- 
bracket-and-frog “poetry prize,” and had given it up to Chaddie, instead — 
because Chaddie never won anything)”’we passed the Karori bus going 
home from town full of business men. The driver gave us a lift, and we 
bundled in. We knew all the people. 

““Pve won a prize for po’try!’ cried Mary in a high, excited voice. 


“Good old Mary!’ they chorused. 

“A gain she was the centre of admiring popularity. 

“Well, Kass, you needn’t look so doleful,’ said Mr. England, laughing at 
me; “you aren’t clever enough to win everything.’ 

““T know,’ I answered, wishing I were dead and buried. I did not go into 
the house when we reached home, but wandered down to the loft and 
watched Pat mixing the chicken food. 

“But the bell rang at last, and with slow steps I crept up to the nursery. 

“Mother and grandmother were there with two callers. Alice had come up 
from the kitchen; Vera was sitting with her arm around Mary’s neck. 

“Well, that’s wonderful, Mary,’ Mother was saying, ‘such a lovely prize, 
too. Now you see what you really can do, darling.’ 

“That will be nice for you to show your little girls when you grow up,’ 
said grandmother. 

“Slowly I slipped into my chair. 

““Well, Kass, you don’t look very pleased,’ cried one of the tactful 
callers. 

“Mother looked at me severely. 

“Don’t say you are going to be a sulky child about your sister,’ she said. 


“Even Mary’s bright, little face clouded. 

“You are glad, aren’t you, dear?’ she questioned. 

“Pm frightfully glad,’ I said, holding on to the handle of my mug (‘A 
silver mug — the handle of mine being silver, was always red hot, so that I 
had to lap up what was inside, like a kitten!’), and seeing all too plainly the 
glance of understanding that passed between the grownups.... Mary’s bed 
was in the opposite corner of the room. I lay with my head pressed into the 
pillow. Then the tears came. I pulled the clothes over my head. The sacrifice 
was too great. I stuffed a corner of the sheet into my mouth to keep me from 
shouting out the truth. Nobody loved me, nobody understood me, and they 
loved Mary without the frog, and now that she had it I decided that they 
loved me less....” 

Yet it would be as inexact to say she always felt left out of the family, as 
it would be to say she felt completely one of them. But, apart from her 
temperament, the very time of her birth made her “the odd one” : Vera and 
Marie, being the oldest and more alike, paired off; the two babies played 
together. This inevitable division among the children certainly accentuated 
Kathleen’s natural consciousness of isolation and aloofness. In a New 
Zealand family,’the oldest” has great preference. The third child is of 
comparatively little importance — except while she is “the baby.” There 
had been a new baby when Kathleen was four and a half; and soon after the 
family moved to Karori, the long-hoped-for “Boy” was born. 

Leslie Heron Beauchamp was not merely the only boy; he was an 
adorable, laughing, fair-and-curly-haired baby, besides. When he was 
christened at the Karori Church, he was given the best names the family 
could provide. He was named Leslie after C. R. Leslie, who had painted 
great-grandmother Stone, and Heron after great-uncle Henry Herron 
Beauchamp of Australia (the father of his second cousin Elizabeth). It was 
only after the baptism that his father discovered a mistake made in the 
spelling of one name: the “Boy” had been christened Leslie Heron. 

He and Vera were the chosen children of the five in the subtle ways of 
living. But in the ordinary sense — in the visible ways — they all played 
together and had a great deal of fun, as on the day of the great Appollinaris 
adventure: 

“Now let’s go and play shipwrecks,’ suggested Beggles. There’s a huge 
Appollinaris case in the back yard. We’II drag it round to the Dead Sea.’ 


“They found the case in the coal house, and pushed and pulled and 
groaned till they reached ... a strip of waste ground where docks and long 
straggling grass grew in profusion. 

““Now for provision,’ said Jinks (who was Kass) climbing through the 
pantry window.... They slipped everything into Lul’s sunbonnet.... 

“A few minutes later, three Englishmen, armed to the teeth, were seen 
stealing round the Jungle. They seemed to be rather inconvenienced by 
numerous oceans, which they swam with great exertion and puffing.... 

““One man wounded,’ said Beggles, with great satisfaction, viewing 
Jinks’ knee.... 

“She sat in the bottom of the boat and Beggles doctored her. First he laid 
on the cool leaf, which they believed was used by the ancient Britons for 
medical purposes, and then tightly bound round the handkerchief. The rest 
of the morning they cruised around Fiji, had a look at Queen Victoria, an 
unimportant fight off the coast of China, and arrived home in time for 
lunch.” 

Or they played “ladies and gentlemen,” which involved being “married in 
a daisy chain with the wedding service read from a seed catalogue.” Or they 
made mud-pies. Katherine’s recollection of this heavenly occupation — its 
peculiar terrors and unique delights — was vivid. 

“In the days of our childhood we lived in a great old rambling house 
planted lonesomely in the midst of huge gardens, orchards and paddocks. 
We had few 
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Vera, Marie (as Tom Thumb), Kathleen (as Mrs. Tom Thumb), Jeanne. 
toys, but — far better — plenty of good strong mud and a flight of 
concrete steps that grew hot in the heat of the sun and became dreams of 
ovens. 

“The feeling of making a mud pie with all due seriousness, is one of the 
most delicious feelings that we experience; you sit with your mixture in the 
doll’s saucepan, or if it 1s soup, in the doll’s wash-hand basin, and stir and 
stir, and thicken and ‘whip,’ and become more deliciously grimy each 
minute; whilst the sense of utter wickedness you have if it happens to be on 
clean pinafore days thrills me to this hour. 

“Well I remember one occasion when we made pies with real flour, stole 
some water from the dish by the dog’s kennel, baked them and ate them. 

“Very soon after three crushed, subdued little girls wended their way 
quietly up to bed, and the blind was pulled down.” 

Or they played ladies and gentlemen and mud-pies all at once, as in the 
great game in Prelude where Kezia, as the servant, beat up a beautiful 
chocolate custard with half a broken clothes-peg. 

Selected children from the Primary School — selected neighbour 
children — were allowed over to play with them; and then they had great 


parties in the garden, while the tall pines in front of “Chesney Wold” threw 
a cool shadow across the road. In the afternoon the children stayed to a 
“proper tea’ in the nursery, with the Grandmother presiding. Afterward, 
they went to the drawing-room “all cleaned up,” and sang. Chaddie was 
close to the piano. Kass hung back. The mother played for them when they 
were quite small. Later, Vera accompanied. 

But the best times, those which afterward became part of her 
“possession,” were the hours spent in the garden with Pat. 

“Sometimes to make it more real, we had lunch together, sitting on the 
wheel-barrow turned down, and sharing the slice of German sausage and a 
bath bun with sugar loaf on it.” 

Long afterward, when life had become for her something quite other, 
how she turned back to the companionship of those warm, sun-filled days in 
the back garden of “Chesney Wold” ! Pat was associated in her mind with 
all that was glowing and warm and paradisal. Of her garden of Eden, he 
was the gardener. 

“Sparrows outside are cheeping like chickens. Oh heavens! What a 
different scene the sound recalls! The warm sun, the tiny yellow balls, so 
dainty, treading down the grass blades, and Sheehan giving me the smallest 
chick, wrapped in a flannel to carry to the kitchen fire.” 

and 

“T am all for feathery-topped carrots — don’t you love pulling up carrots, 
shaking them clean and tossing them on a heap! And feeling the 
cauliflowers to see which one is ready to cut. Then Out comes your knife. 
When I was about the height of a garden spade I spent weeks — months — 
watching a man do all these things and wandering through canes of yellow 
butter beans and smelling the spotted broad bean flowers and helping to 
plant Giant Edwards and White Elephants.” 

By then she had forgotten the flaw, if flaw there was at the time: 

“Pat was never very fond of me. I am afraid he did not think my character 
at all desirable. I pro- fessed no joy in having a bird in a cage; and one day 
committed the unpardonable offence of picking a pumpkin flower. He never 
recovered from the shock occasioned by that last act of barbarism. I can see 
him now, whenever I came near, nodding his head and saying, ‘Well, now 
to think. It might have become the finest vegetable of the season, and given 
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us food for weeks’. 


She remembered only what Pat really “meant” : understanding of the 
child’s world, with the power to enter it himself. 

He vanished from their world as unexpectedly as he had come: 

“When we left that house in the country and went to live in town, Pat left 
us to try his luck in the gold-fields. We parted with bitter tears. He 
presented each of my sisters with a goldfinch, and me with a pair of white 
china vases cheerfully embroidered with forget-me-nots and pink roses. His 
parting advice to us was to look after ourselves in this world and never to 
pick the flowers out of the vegetable garden because we liked the colour.” 
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The five MacKelvies were well-known “characters” in Karori in the 
‘nineties. Mrs. MacKelvie, a stout neat little Cockney with “an Australian 
voice,” was the village washerwoman. She was amusing, and a great talker. 
Everyone hired her; she knew everything and everyone, and talked to all 
alike. One of the reasons she was given such free range was that she was 
either too witty or too wise to gossip indiscriminately. She told a good 
story and people were always repeating her philosophic comments on life. 

On the day that Mrs. MacKelvie came to wash, the mistress of the house 
was likely to drift down to the wash-house to listen, while the fat red arms 
splashed in and out of the foaming tubs, and the Australian voice rose and 
fell. 

She told Mrs. Waters that Zoe, the second eldest, should have been her 
child. No one knew why. Zoe was apparently rather feeble — not quite bad 
enough to be exactly “mental.” But Mrs. MacKelvie thought her wonderful. 
She looked like her mother, with her great wad of crinkled black hair; yet 
she was untidy and had a silly smile. Lil, the eldest, was the only normal 
one; she married, later, and had seven children; but she apparently was too 
normal to interest her mother.”Our Else,” the artistic one, was the mother’s 
favourite. She called her “The Heavenly Child.” They all looked after her. 
Else used to paint on glass, and Mrs. MacKelvie gave the results about to 
the people she worked for. This pathetic “little wishbone of a child” cared 
for only the one thing: she loved to paint. Later, someone taught her to do 
chromos, and she made huge, unearthly castles, tottering on the brink of 
dark precipices. Could the child have made up these strange things? Yet 
they were well drawn. She had undoubted talent of some kind. Framed in 
ornate gold, they hung on the MacKelvie’s parlour walls; and Mrs. 


MacKelvie said:”What I ‘aven’t room for on the wall, I ‘ang under the 
bed.” 

The grown-ups even used to call at the neat little shack, as they came 
back from the South Karori 
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Chesney Wold, Karori. 


Karori Hills — Home of the Mackelvies. 

Road, after visiting the “Bird Man” with the children, or from a picnic. 
Some one of them surprised the MacKelvies one day when the extras were 
“hung” not only under the bed, but all over the parlour. The mantelpiece 
had fallen in the night, and the chairs were loaded with gilded willow twigs; 
with wax sprays; with velvet stuffed hearts; with china knick-knacks. A 
tortoise-shell cat leaped madly through the willows and showered painted 
glass, and water, and last year’s catkins. But Mrs. MacKelvie dusted the 
cleared chair with her apron. Her Australian voice rolled on, unperturbed 
and hospitable: 

“Mum, Our Lord lived in a stable; didn’t He? I met Dad on the wharf on 
Saturday, and married him on Monday, and we lived in a tent. Lil, clear the 
combustable off that table. Let ‘er ‘ave ‘er tea.” 

“Dad” MacKelvie was a little dried man, a “proper” gardener. He trailed 
in the wake of his wife to work in the gardens while she washed; and if she 
intrigued the grown-ups, Mr. MacKelvie filled the children with 
astonishment and admiration. 

He had a bushy whiskered face like a cinema close-up — contorting, 
registering surprise, chagrin, wonder, delight. As he leaned on his hoe over 
the weeds and rolled his eyes for the children, he made the most 


extraordinary sounds. When he sneezed, when he cleared his throat, the 
children stood petrified into dolls by delicious horror and surprise. How 
such a loud sound could come from such a small man! And his thunderish 
voice was made to carry against the Wellington wind. 


“T tried to marry once before,” he roared at the children. 

“Why didn’t you, Mr. MacKelvie?” 

“She said ‘no,’ not ‘yes.’” 

Finally he went blind, and Mrs. MacKelvie had him put into the “Home 
for /n-curables,” as she called it. There she spent all her time when she 
wasn’t washing. Once, one of the Karori children, who by then was a 
grown-up herself, was walking through the Home, when she heard the 
familiar “Australian voice” : 

“Isn’t that Miss Edy? Come see ‘im, Miss Edy. Mr. MacKelvie’ll be 
wantin’ to see you. Our Else is married, but ‘e seemed a bit soft in the ‘ead. 
I didn’t think as she could get on alone, so I sent Zoe, too; an’ you might sy 
as ‘e married the both of ‘em. But ‘e got so bad we sent ‘im to Porirua [the 
asylum]. Now you’ve got something to go ‘ome an’ tell the family!” 
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In 1893 Kathleen Beauchamp entered the first standard of the Karori 
Primary School. It was then a rough frame building of three rooms, 
surrounded by pines, about a mile up the road from “Chesney Wold” — an 
easy walk for the children in the fine weather; in the bad, Pat drove them to 
school in the cart. The school building stood back from the road on a slight 
rise above a gully where the children played, and in the dinner hour ate 
“their thick mutton sandwiches and big slabs of johnny cake spread with 
butter.” All the Karori children 


At the Karori School, 1898 
Vera, Charlotte Mary, Kathleen, Jeanne, Leslie. 


— boys and girls — went to the Karori School except a few who lived 
near the South Karori Road. The playground for the little boys was marked 
off by “tarred palings” from the playground for the little girls; and this was 
the only evident division among them. 

Kathleen shared a seat with Lena Monaghan. The rows were tiered, built 
up on flat, wide steps; and the seats were made for two. Kass was plump 
and liked to sit in her own special way: with her knees tight together, both 
feet on the floor, and her elbows hugging her sides. Lena was a thin little 
thing with sharp, protruding bones. She was perky, like a bird, quick and 
sudden in movement and in speech — a nervous trigger type with an air 
assuming that all she might say was right. Her sudden movements 
sometimes brought her sharp little bones into Kass’s soft thighs. Lena felt 
that Kass was “too fat and took more than half the seat.” This may have 
been the basis of a memory which became somewhat symbolic: 

“To me it’s just as though I’d been going home from school and the 
Monaghans had called after me, and you — about the size of a sixpence — 
had defended me and p’raps helped me to pick up my pencils and put them 
back in the pencil box. (I’d have given you the red one.)” 


And one day around the memory of it all Katherine Mansfield’s 
experience was to crystallise. The moment came when she wrote in 1916: 

“T begin to think of an unfinished memory which has been with me for 
years. It is a very good story if only I can tell it right, and it is called 
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‘Lena’. 


But what subtle changes the memory had still to undergo before it was 
created into The Dolls House are beyond discovery, and probably even 
beyond Katherine’s own knowledge. 

The little MacKelvies did not enter the Karori Primary School until a 
year after Kathleen. At the end of 1895 the South Karori School, which they 
had previously attended, was closed, and they began the daily trail to school 
and back past the gates of “Chesney Wold,” of which The Dolls House is 
the enduring record. 

With the Beauchamps and the Monaghans and the MacKelvies were the 
Waters boys: Eric, timid and sensitive, who had inherited his father’s love 
of music, Barry, the dashing and original, who after an adventurous career 
in Australia and Africa, returned to New Zealand to die of tuberculosis. He 
was Pip of Prelude. He it was at the Karori School who burned holes in the 
frames of the slates for the sponge-string. 

“Did you ever burn a hole in the frame? It was Barry Waters’ speciality, 
with his initials burnt, too — and a trimming.” 

“And a trimming.” It was what Shakespeare meant by “the flourish set on 
youth,” which Time transfixes. There was a touch of the flamboyant in 
Barry which endeared him in especial to Kathleen’s memory. 

She now learned to read and to write on a slate and entered her second 
enchanted world. She took books to bed with her at night and read until the 
Grandmother had to carry away the candle left to keep off her “old bogey 
the dark” and the animals that she dreamed rushed at her “while their heads 
swelled e-normous.” She put the book under her pillow and waited for the 
light to come again. Finally, she read herself into headaches and had to wear 
little steel-rimmed spectacles which made her dark, searching gaze even 
more disconcerting than before. The grown-ups felt she was reading their 
minds when they used Maori words or ambiguous phrases and parts of 
quotations over the children’s heads. The other children were fascinated by 
the rather owlish appearance of the plump, dark little girl with her serious, 


intent look, and her penetrating brown eyes framed in little silver frames. 
She herself was proud of the distinction. 

She was eight years old when she won the school composition prize for a 
composition on “A Sea Voyage.” Was it, one wonders, a sea voyage of her 
own — the first form of her enchanted description of a voyage across the 
Strait to Picton? Or was it an imaginative report of the traveller’s tale of her 
father and mother. They had but lately returned from one of their journeys 
home, and the mother had brought back for Kass a magic glass to spy upon 
the wonders of the world. 

“When mother came back from Switzerland in 1894, she brought me a 
tie-pin made like a violet, and one shut one’s eye and looked through it at 
the Lion of Lucerne!” 

Kathleen liked the Karori School; but there was one mistress, a young 
and extremely pretty woman, who had a disconcerting way of hurling her 
commands:”Slates — one, two, three!” Kass was likely to be dreaming, and 
she jumped as the slates clattered from the backs of desks. But she turned 
hers quickly too. The penalty for missing three sums out of five, or for 
misspelling many words (and spelling was Kathleen’s secret weakness) was 
the Dunce’s Cap. She managed to avoid it. She was quick in arithmetic; to 
the end of her life she could do “marvellous accounts — you know, pages 
and pages where everything is reduced and then turned back again.” While 
for the spelling, she devised a method. 

A new girl had come into the form — a girl named Turner. The teacher 
said coldly:”Sit by Kass Beauchamp, please!” After one quick look at her, 
Kathleen moved to the extreme end of the seat and was silent. But she 
observed that the new girl could spell — also that she couldn’t add. Though 
she had the whole seat to herself while Turner stood on the floor wearing a 
yellow paper cap with red letters: Dunce, she easily visualised their 
positions reversed after a spelling class. 

The next time that Turner glared helplessly at her slate, Kathleen nudged 
her. The teacher was looking.”What are you staring at, child?” she said 
sharply. 

“T can’t do all the sums.” 

“Are you getting on all right, Kass-y?” 

Kathleen stood up:’ Yes, thank you, but this new girl doesn’t know all the 
rules. If you don’t mind, I shall show her.” 


The teacher only turned away to explain the class problem; so under 
cover of the instruction, Kass pushed her slate across the desk. On it she 
had written: What sums can’t you do?” 


Speaking in school meant staying in, so Turner wrote the numbers. Kass 
did them and passed over the slate. Then when spelling hour came, Turner 
wrote out the spelling words for her. 

One of the little boys was in danger of the Cap on a charge that seemed 
unfair. Kass raised her hand:”’Please, he didn’t hear the question!” Then she 
sat and stared at the Mistress who was sounding her a’s and r’s in a manner 
so affected for Karori. She sponged the sums off her slate, and wrote out a 
poem to show to Rose Ridler, when she stopped at the Waters’ for a piece 
of gingerbread on the way home from school: 


“Old Mother Lockett is full of conceit: 

She struts about on her pigeon-toed feet. 
Old Mother Lockett by this time must know 
If conceit were consumption 


She’d be dead long ago. — Kass.” 

Rose was so delighted with the verse that she never forgot it. 

The American elocution teacher had a special distinction: she had a 
husband who was said to be an author. Kass loved her because she loved to 
recite poetry. There was some strain in her of The True Original Pa Man 
who had stood on an upturned box, quoting Byron for an hour and a half. 
When she was small, this was more an instinct and an emotion than a 
developed talent; but as she looked back at her own ardour and delight in it, 
it seemed to her that she must have been really moving: 

“Jinny Moore was awfully good at elocution. Was she better than I? I 
could make the girls cry when I read Dickens in the sewing class, and she 
couldn’t. But then she never tried to.” 

This was later in the Third Standard; but even those girls didn’t 
remember her reciting, though they always remembered her epigrammatic 
turn of phrase, and things that she wrote. 

She had a beautifully pitched voice, as she grew older; and she spoke 
exquisitely. At home she had learned sweetness of tone from the mother and 
the grandmother; and “Gran Dear” had taught her a certain fastidiousness of 
phrase. Here she was learning precision of speech, and clearness of 


enunciation. The children were not to say “How-doyoudo,” all run into one; 
but “How do you do?” each word clear and distinct. 

Lena Monaghan practised it on Mr. and Mrs. Beauchamp the next time 
she saw them riding in their pheton. Very distinctly and clearly:’°How do 
you do?” 

The following day at playtime, Kass told her the result:”Last night at tea, 
Mother said: ‘I saw Lena to-day, and she said,”How do you do?” to me.’ 
But Father said: ‘No, she said it to me.” 

It was only a sympathetic and understanding mistress who took Kathleen 
out of herself, in those days, but this one understood her: 

“I saw Teacher’s face smiling at me, suddenly — the cold, shivering 
feeling came over me — and then I saw the little house and ‘the little 
window where the sun came peeping in at morn’.” 

and 


“To stand before all those girls and Teacher, knowing my piece, loving it 
so much that I went in the knees and shivered all over, was joy.” 

“On poetry afternoons grandmother let Mary and me wear Mrs. 
Gardener’s white hemstitched pinafores because we had nothing to do with 
ink or pencil. Triumphant and feeling unspeakably beautiful, we would fly 
along the road, swinging our kits and half chanting, half stinging our new 
piece. I always knew my poetry, but Mary, who was a year and a half older, 
never knew hers. In fact, lessons of any sort worried her soul and body. She 
never could distinguish between ‘m7’ and ‘n.’ ... 

“T was a strong, fat little child who burst my buttons and shot out of my 
skirts to grandmother’s entire satisfaction, but Mary was a ‘weed.’ She had 
a continuous little cough. 

“Poor old Mary’s bark,’ as father called it.... 

““T can’t bear lessons, she would say woefully. ‘I’m all tired in my 
elbows and my feet.’ And yet, when she was well she was elfishly gay and 
bright — danced like a fairy and sang alike a bird. And heroic! She would 
hold a rooster by the legs while Pat chopped his head off. She loved boys, 
and played with a fine sense of honour and purity. In fact, I think she loved 
everybody; and I, who did not, worshipped her. I suffered untold agonies 
when the girls laughed at her in class, and when she answered wrongly I put 
up my hand and cried ‘Please teacher she means something quite different.’ 
... But on poetry afternoons I could not help at all....” 


Learning poetry by heart was to remain a passion with Katherine — a 
solace in some of her bitterest and loneliest hours. If this story is 
autobiographical — and doubtless it is — it must have cost her no small 
sacrifice to surrender to Chaddie the prize— “the green plush bracket with a 
yellow frog stuck on it” — which she had won by reciting Tom Hood’s “I 
remember, I remember’ without a mistake. And, at least once again in her 
life, a frog was the precious thing surrendered: when she gave J. D. 
Fergusson her little brass “paddock” for a token that she acknowledged him 
(as she always did) as one of “her people.” For some reason such little 
figures were dear to her. At one time she possessed two charming little 
lizards of weathered bronze which lived (or appeared to live) in a shallow 
bowl of water on the floor before the fire. Probably, they also were given 
away as tokens. 

Her most “secret” possession of the days at Karori School was never 
brought to the light of day in any of her stories. It was the memory of Tim 
Logan, her first sweetheart. They used to walk home together from school, 
in the ditch beside the road, hidden under the pine boughs holding hands. 
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75 Tinakori Road, Wellington 


Chapter V: 75 Tinakori Road 


“Life never becomes a habit to me. It’s always a marvel.” — K. M. 
(Letters.) 


1 


When Kathleen was nine and a half, Mr. Beauchamp moved the family 
back to town to No. 75 Tinakori Road, several squares further up the hill 
toward the Botanical Gardens. Again this was a home more quickly 
welcomed by the children than by the adults: 

“Our house in Tinakori Road stood far back from the road. It was a big, 
white-painted square house with a slender pillared verandah and balcony 
running all the way round it. In the front from the verandah edge the garden 
sloped away in terraces and flights of concrete steps — down — until you 
reached the stone wall covered with nasturtium that had three gates let into 
it — the visitors’ gate, the tradesman’s gate, and a huge pair of old iron 
gates that were never used and clashed and clamoured when Bogey and I 
tried to swing on them. 

“Tinakori Road was not fashionable; it was very mixed. Of course there 
were some good houses in it, old ones, like ours for instance, hidden away 
in wildish gardens, and there was no doubt that land there would become 
extremely valuable, as Father said, if one bought enough and hung on. 

“It was high, 1t was healthy; the sun poured in all the windows all day 
long, and once we had a decent tramway service, as Father argued.... 


“But it was a little trying to have one’s own washerwoman living next 
door who would persist in attempting to talk to Mother over the fence, and 
then, just beyond her ‘hovel,’ as Mother called it, there lived an old man 
who burned leather in his back yard whenever the wind blew our way. And 
further along there lived an endless family of half-castes who appeared to 
have planted their garden with empty jam tins and old saucepans and black 
iron kettles without lids. And then just opposite our house there was a 
paling fence and below the paling fence in a hollow, squeezed in almost 
under the fold of a huge gorse-covered hill, was Saunders’ Lane.” 


The children were strictly forbidden to venture into that narrow and 
mysterious lane where women with shawls over their heads slipped 
furtively. Its grubbiness as Little George Street, afterward, was nothing to 
what it had been as Saunders’ Lane. 

The new house faced it ... almost looked down upon it, in fact, but they 
could learn to pretend it was not there. They could look across, at the 
Tinakori Hills. 

The girls had a room so high up it was like being on a ship; and they 
might see the Harbour again as they used to, at No. II, when they were very 
small. Kathleen loved hanging out of this window, like a bird from a 
branch, at those secret hours which open a new world: late at night, when 
the city enclosing the Harbour was a city of stars, and the Southern Cross 
dipped low in the sky. The coal hulks far beyond Pipeta Point were 
indistinct shapes, each with one green and one red light; and the tiny ships 
“all hung with bright beads” put out across the Harbour toward the South 
Island. 


And early, early: 

“Four o’clock. Is it light now at four o’clock? I jump out of the bed and 
run over to the window. It is half-light, neither black nor blue. The wing of 
the coast is violet; in the lilac sky are black banners and little black boats 
manned by black shadows put out on the purple water. 

“Oh! how often I have watched this hour when I was a girl! But then — I 
stayed at the window until I grew cold — until I was icy — thrilled by 
something — I did not know what.” 


Below in the garden — beneath the tennis courts (where they had 
tournaments some days), beneath the lily lawn, was the violet bed and the 
old peartree: 


“To you remember the enormous number of pears that used to be on that 
old tree?’ ... 

““And how after there’s been a Southerly Buster we used to go out with 
clothes baskets to pick them up?’ 

“And how while we stooped they went on falling, bouncing on our backs 
and heads?’ 

““And how far they used to be scattered, ever so far, under the violet 
leaves, down the steps, right down to the lily-lawn? We used to find them 


trodden in the grass. And how soon the ants got to them. I can see now that 
little round hole with a sort of fringe of brown pepper round it.’ ... 

““They were so bright, canary yellow — and small. And the peel was so 
thin and the pips jet — jet black. First you pulled out the little stem and 
sucked it. It was faintly sour, and then you ate them always from the top — 
core and all?’ ... 

“Do you remember sitting on the pink garden seat?” 

“It always wobbled a bit and there were usually the marks of a snail on 
it.’ 


“Sitting on that seat, swinging our legs and eating the pears’.” 

Perhaps it had as much magic for her as any “wildish garden” which 
Kathleen Beauchamp — or Katherine Mansfield — ever knew. 

There was the mother, walking about, pointing to some stem, some 
branch of blossom:’Look, dear! Isn’t that lovely! See! how lovely!” 
Flowers seemed to have more reality to her than anything outside her own 
family. As soon as she entered the big gates below the flight of concrete 
stairs, she would call:’Children! Children!” And in the evenings, as they 
played about the garden, she was on her husband’s arm: 

“The stillness, the lightness, the steps on the gravel — the dark trees, the 
flowers, the night-scented stocks — what happiness it was to walk with him 
there. What he said did not really matter so very much. But she felt she had 
to be herself in a way that no other occasion granted her. She felt his ease 
and although he never looked at what she pointed out to him it did not 
matter. His ‘Very nice, dear!’ was enough. He was always planning, always 
staring towards a future. ‘I should like later on.’ But she — she did not in 
the least; the present was all she loved and dwelt in.” 

Her life revolved inside the palings of her home, illuminated by the 
flowers in her garden, which overflowed into her house. Was it from her 
that the girls got this way of noticing some flower, some twig — even with 
unappreciative people? They all did it. They all noticed them in this way. 
Kathleen Beauchamp, as she grew up, was for ever pointing out 
something:”Look! How lovely!” It was not — as many people afterward 
thought — because New Zealand abounded in strange and gorgeous bloom. 
In fact, New Zealand has few, few wild flowers, and those few are small 
and white: 


“Oh, how I love flowers! People always say it must be because I spent 
my childhood among all those gorgeous tropical trees and blossoms. But I 
don’t seem to remember us making daisy chains of magnolias — do you?’ 
(she wrote to Chaddie, years later). 

It was rather the quality of her feeling for the ones she had — both in her 
childhood in New Zealand — and during her life, afterward: 

“To feel the flame at your throat as you used to imagine you felt the spot 
of yellow when Bogey held a buttercup under your chin.” 

She saw Karori — saw Wellington — almost as though she looked at 
them through a flowering bush. And at 75 Tinakori Road, the parlour, the 
dining-room, were seen through this flowering bush too. She wrote to 
Chaddie (Marie): 

“Cinerarias ... blue ones — and the faint, faint pink kind. Mother loved 
them and we used to grow masses in a raised flower bed. I love the shape of 
the petals. It is so delicate. We used to have blue ones in pots in a rather 
white and gold drawing room that had green wooden sunblinds. Faint light, 
big cushions, tables with ‘photographs of the children’ in silver frames, 
some little yellow and black cups and saucers that belonged to Napoleon in 
a high cupboard and some one playing Chopin — beyond words playing 
Chopin.” 

and 


“It’s strange we should all of us Beauchamps have this passion for 
flowers.... I have a large bunch of good old-fashioned marigolds on my 
table, buds, leaves, and all. They take me back to the black vase of ours at 
75, one that you (Marie) used to like to put mignonette in. It was a 
charming vase and well in the van of fashion, wasn’t it? Do you remember 
the brown china (bear) on the top of the black what-not? I can see it!” 

It was not the flowers in themselves that Katherine was then 
remembering — but flowers as the setting and the passion of the family at 
No. 75 — flowers as the key to the life of the family there. At the memory 
of the flowers,” all the life of that house flickers up, trembles, glows again, 
is rich again.” Those were words written by Katherine to John Galsworthy 
in praise of his picture of the Soames’s house in Bayswater Road, to which 
she responded as one who had also known and savoured the rich reality of 
Victorian middle-class life. She, too, could go back into a kindred past, 


“back to the dining-room at 75, to the proud and rather angry-looking 
seltzogene on the sideboard, with the little bucket under the spout. Do you 
remember that hiss it gave and sometimes a kind of groan? And the smell 
inside the sideboard of Worcester sauce and corks from old claret bottles?” 

In this family, and the life they lived so closely together — with “things” 
so important to them, there was a kind of unity, partly because of the 
harmony between the father and mother — because she satisfied his needs 
so well and asked for nothing further — partly because (as in all New 
Zealand homes) the children were trained by the parents, not by a nurse. 
They were brought up in “the English tradition,” the miud-Victorian 
tradition, really; yet the contact between children and parents was much 
closer than in most English homes because in New Zealand the scarcity of 
maids for the household, and nurses for the children, demands a still closer 
contact. So there was a sense of living their lives together, of overlapping 
almost, of the whole family revolving about in one main current. It was in 
this way that Kezia — that Laura — remembered No. 75: 

“The father in his dressing-room — a familiar talk. His using her (the 
mother’s) hair brushes — his passion for things that wear well. The children 
sitting around the table — a light outside; the silver. Her pity as she sees 
them all gathered together — her longing for them always to be there.” 

and 

“Aunt Beryl, Aunt Harriet and Mother sat at the round table with big 
shallow teacups in front of them. In the dusky light, with their white puffed- 
up muslin blouses with wing sleeves, they were three birds at the edge of a 
lily pond. Beyond them the shadowy room melted into the shadowy air; the 
cut glass door-knob glittered — a song, a white butterfly with wings out 
spread — clung to the ebony piano.” 

It was this very sense of the tide sweeping in, sweeping out, bearing them 
all together in its swing to and from the beach and out to the sea again — 
the sense that their rhythm was from their unity — that they all seemed 
caught together in the ebb and flow of their lives — it was this sense which 
made Kass (“the odd one’’) feel her separateness. The very things which 
bound the others together, seemed to help to cast her out. She was 
“different.” They had simply “the family feeling”; she was inoculated with 
something foreign: 

“*... [remember one birthday when you (Jeanne) bit me! It was the same 
one when I got a doll’s pram and in a rage let it go hurling by itself down 


the grassy slope outside the conservatory. Father was awfully angry and said 
no one was to speak to me. Also the white azalea, bush was out. And Aunt 
Belle had brought from Sydney a new receipt for icing. It was tried on my 
cake, and it wasn’t a great success because it was much too brittle. I can see 
and feel its smoothness now.” 

Her life was becoming a medley of living in the family’s way, and living 
in strange, fierce, inexplicable ways of her own. 
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The Wellington Girls’ College was a ten- or fifteen-minute walk down from 
Tinakori Road toward the Quay. It was a huge grey frame building, built 
about a year before Kathleen was born — the second girls’ school to be 
established in Wellington. The first (built on Fitzherbert Terrace nearly ten 
years previous) was the more “exclusive” Terrace School to which the girls 
were sent three years later. 

When Kathleen Beauchamp registered for the Second Form on May 25th, 
1898, at nine years and seven months, the Wellington Girls’ College was 
still a private school. The Prep. School was at the front of the building, on 
the top floor, at the left of the high wooden tower. Seven girls sat in that 
small square room on the hard wooden benches of the Second Form. A 
large fireplace at the south end warmed them when the winds whipped 
across Lambton Harbour and whirled about the barn-like, unprotected 
school. Kathleen, from where she sat, could watch the waves lifting — 
lifting as far as she could see; and the white line of foam running up to the 
scalloped bays. She loved a choppy sea; it was her favourite sea — brilliant 
blue with an edge of white. But she hated the Southerly Buster in winter, 
when newspapers flew like kites down Thorndon Esplanade. The 
phutukawas (which in Auckland flaunted crimson plumage so proudly) 
were bowed abjectly on the Esplanade, too twisted and bent to bloom. In 
spring she could watch the leaves shaking in the tree tops about St. Paul’s. 
There was “a kind of whiteness in the sky over the sea,” then. She loved 
such days. 

Marie, with her sandy hair dragged back by a comb she abominated, was 
in the same form. She and Kass were dressed alike. Vera was threatened 
with a disease which kept her away from school for the second and third 
terms. The five other girls were Alice, dark with Irish eyes (her father was 
Governor of the Fiji Islands); Esma Dean, her cousin, a fair, self-centred 


girl who lived with her; Zoe (Kass liked Zoe for some reason), slight and 
sweet, with wavy brown hair and a fringe; Irene, swarthy, straight-haired, 
appearing even darker in her short purple frock as she stood before the 
others reciting The Revenge in a deep voice with a great deal of gusto; and 
Marion Ruddick, Kathleen’s special friend. How excited she had been on 
the day she exclaimed to Marion:”I’m so glad you’re just the kind of a girl 
you are!” and Marion had said the same to her. 

Mr. and Mrs. Beauchamp had returned from their last trip to Canada on 
the same ship with the Ruddicks; Mr. Ruddick was in the Government 
service in Wellington. When the mother introduced Marion to the children, 
they greeted her politely in the way they had been taught; but Kass stared 
solemnly at the new girl. She was so prettily dressed. Little girls of New 
Zealand wore clumsilycut, home-made frocks which made them appear 
even fatter than they were from the good butter and jams and cream buns of 
their six-times-tea. 

Marion was a slim Canadian child in a well-cut sailor suit and pretty 
shoes. She had a style, a way of wearing her clothes, unknown among 
Wellington children. Her hair was in a fringe and loose dark curls. She had 
the glamour of a girl who had come across the South Sea from a country 
which had snow at Christmas. So Kass decided to like her and to speak to 
her.”Do you have parrots in Canada?” she said. 

Marion shared many things with her in playtime and at school. The best 
was the Green Gate. The worst was Miss Wilson — the strictest Mistress at 
the Prep. School — a stern-looking woman with crinkly black hair and a 
bright purple blouse. She never was satisfied with Marion’s light, spiderish 
handwriting; and when in sewing class, Kathleen’s plump, inky fingers 
damply infused the stain into the white fabric, the results were tragic. Both 
girls stood in awe of Miss Wilson, but they quickly saw through the 
defences of another Mistress who came to them for one class; and all that 
they suffered at Miss Wilson’s hands, they gave back (with the interest of a 
few added inventions of their own) to her. She found — not seven well-bred 
little girls with a lesson learned — but a rooster, a bee, a donkey, a laughing 
jackass, a “more pork,” a kitten, a cuckoo. And — after rapping a row of 
little dents in the desk with her ruler — after mildly protesting that “this 
wasn’t a Zoo” — she left at the end of the hour reduced to despair, almost 
in tears. 


At play-time, though the Prep. School had no real right in the Gym., 
Marion and Kass usually were first down. A rope, knotted at both ends, 
hung suspended from the ceiling. Each clinging to an end, they took turns in 
leaping from the mantelpiece and swinging out wildly the length of the long 
room and back again. One day they got into an argument as to who should 
swing first. Marion leaped into space with her end. Kass, not waiting for her 
to swing back, plunged furiously after her, and they met in mid-air with a 
terrific impact. Marion, the light child, was hurled to the floor, where she 
lay stunned, until Irene ran to revive her with water. 

After the Karori Primary School the girls found even this elementary 
Prep. School difficult, for their preparation was uneven. They had to take 
some of their classes with Form I. Kass had been so clever in arithmetic at 
Karori; but here she descended to the First Form, though she was top of it 
at the end of her third term. 

That was a proud prize-giving day for Kathleen Beauchamp — 
December, 1899. It was a summer evening. Her father, mother, 
grandmother, Marie, and Vera went with her to the big school hall, 
decorated with flags and foliage from the bush. While the College girls sang 
Christmas carols and two-part songs, Kass and Marie sat with their father 
and mother on the long form benches, twisting the corners of their starched 
Sunday pinafores, until their names were called out by Dr. John Innes for 
the awards. The visitors applauded dutifully, while the girls went up to 
receive, from the Chief Justice, the prizes they had won. Kass went up for 
three: one in Form I. for English (which meant literature, composition, 
history and geography); and two for Form I. — arithmetic and French. 
Marie had a prize for needlework for Form I. Even though some other girl 
had won the special recitation prize, it was a famous time. The winners 
were named in The Dominion that evening; and they were listed in The 
Reporter, the school magazine, which included Kathleen’s second printed 
“story.” 

Mr. Beauchamp had been Justice of the Peace in Karori. He was visiting 
Justice in Wellington. In view of his later almost unprecedented move: 
sending his daughters “home” to college — the speech which followed the 
prize-giving was perhaps one of the most important which Kathleen 
Beauchamp ever sat through: 

“Sir Robert Stout congratulated the students; he said reports showed 
parents that the children obtained the best possible education at the school; 


that it was now recognized they must have not only higher education, but 
also higher education for women. Men and women were on the same 
platform now in almost everything and it would be a disgrace to the 
community if it did not make as ample provision for the higher education of 
girls and women as it did for that of boys and men. They were still far 
behind other countries in that respect. If they examined statistics of the 
United States they would find that relative to population, N.Z. did not have 
at her high schools and colleges half the number of boys and girls or lads 
and lasses that she ought to have receiving higher education. He knew the 
great struggle there had been in Wellington even to maintain the Girls’ H.S. 
He said the G.H.S. was praised for the high place students had gained in 
Wellington College. In conclusion, after some words of counsel to the 
students, he urged the claims of the school to the support of the citizens, 
who, he hoped, would strain every nerve to give their children higher 
education. Parents who gave their children higher education gave them 
better dowry than money.” 

Even after thirty years, Vera remembered Kathleen’s excitement that 
night over her printed “story.” The first printed criticism of her work had 
appeared the year before (1898) when she was nine. It was written by the 
Sixth Form Editor of The Reporter as a footnote to her first published 
sketch: 

“This story, written by one of the girls who have lately entered the 
school, shows promise of great merit. We shall always be pleased to 
receive contributions from members of the lower forms. — Ed.” 
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In their short holidays the children followed the little scalloped bays along 
the shore to Island Bay. Island Bay was just a suburb of Wellington around 
the point toward Happy Valley. It was all inlets and rocky caves; a wild man 
lived in one of them (so they said). He made the expedition uncertain and 
daring; but unlike Old Underwood, he hid himself well away and so was 
rarely cornered. Long afterward, Kathleen wrote to Mr. Ruddick: 

“Does Marion remember Island Bay, I wonder, and bathing her doll in the 
rock pools with me? ... I wonder if she has forgotten our games at Miss 
Partridge’s, or old Miss Partridge’s way of saying: ‘Oh, I’m so tired!’ Or the 
cream buns we were given for tea. I must say I think the cream buns should 
have been withheld from me, though.” 


The girls learned to swim and dive, in those days, at the Thorndon Sea 
Baths, below the Quay, where they were taken three times a week. For years 
they remembered the seaweedy odour, the gritty marmalade sandwiches 
which they devoured afterward, and the lemonade they drank while the 
elders drank tea. 

There were games: tennis on the hard court at No. 75; and, while they 
lived there — billiards. 

“.. Billiards.... It’s a fascinating game. I remember learning to hold a 
cue at Sir Joseph Ward’s, and I can see now R.’s super refinement as if she 
expected each ball to be stamped with a coronet before she would deign to 
hit it.” 

There were a few parties, usually for tea, but an occasional one in the 
evening when they were “invited out,” and brought “slippers in a satin 
bag.” Sometimes there were dances of the kind authorised then: 

“Somewhere quite near someone is playing very old-fashioned dance 
tunes on a cheap piano, things like the Lancers, you know. Some minute 
part of me not only dances to them but goes faithfully through Ladies in the 
Centre, Visiting, Set to Corners, and I can even feel the sensation of 
clasping warm young hands in white silk gloves, and shrinking from 
Maggie Owen’s hand in Ladies’ Chain because she wore no gloves at all.” 

After they had moved back to town, Mr. Beauchamp bought the country 
place at Day’s Bay, near Mirimar, for the children’s long holidays. 

There was no road around the edge of the Harbour then; the only way to 
reach the Bay was by The Duke or The Duchess, sailing across Lambton 
Harbour. Often the girls held each other’s heads for that rough half hour. 
Day’s Bay was a quiet place, a paradise for children. Zoe was at a cottage 
near the Beauchamps’ and the Walter Nathans were not far away; but 
except for a pavilion occasionally open for entertainment, these few 
families had the Bay to themselves. Kass and Marion spent their December 
summer holidays there. To the Canadian child, this semi-tropical life was 
filled with surprise : 

“When we weren’t paddling in the sea, we were digging sand castles with 
marvellous moats and draw- bridges. Zoe initiated us into the joys of 
shrimping in the rock pools; and we loved seeing shrimps back, in their 
silly way, into the nets. We thought it cruel to have them plunged into 
boiling water alive, but the assurance that they were killed instantly, and the 
lovely salmony pink colour they turned to from a dull greenish grey, 


compensated us for the boiling process. From delving in the rock pools, we 
evolved the idea of rock pool gardens; each selecting a pool, we collected 
seaweed, pearly shells, coloured stones, sea anemones and star fish. I 
vaguely remember Christmas at the Bay. I gave Kass a thimble in a green 
plush case, and felt at the time that she would have much preferred a book. 
To Jeanne I gave a pink and white dolls’ teapot, which she still talks about. 
‘Chummie’ had a toy dancing bear, and that is all I remember except a 
present that I received of a large mauve box of chocolate almonds with a 
pair of gilt tongs on top. It was my first real box of sweets — from a friend 
of my father — and Kass and I were both quite overcome by such 
magnificence.” 

The quietness of Day’s Bay became, for Katherine Mansfield, a standard 
of stillness. It was only of the heightened sense of absolute stillness 
produced by isolation and illness and “a sky like lead” that she could say it 
was “much quieter than Day’s Bay.” That meant a superhuman, or even an 
inhuman stillness — the quietness that descends upon one who has drifted 
out of life itself. The quietness of Day’s Bay represented a perfection of 
human stillness, friendly and benign. It was of Day’s Bay and her summers 
there that she was thinking when, in a mood of happiness in a Paris spring, 
— when, as she walked,” the air just lifts enough to blow on your cheeks. 
Ah, how delicious that is!’ — she tried to make a present of her happiness 
to a friend. 


“There is a wharf not far from here where the sand barges unload. Do you 
know the smell of wet sand? Does it make you think of going down to the 
beach in the evening light after a rainy day and gathering the damp 
driftwood (it will dry on the top of the stove) and picking up for a moment 
the long branches of seaweed that the waves have tossed and listening to 
gulls who stand reflected in the gleaming sand, and just fly a little way off 
as you come and then — settle again?” 
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At Karori, her own country had lain “beyond the Blue Mountains.” When 
she returned to Tinakori Road, it lay beyond the Green Gate. She was 
always — all her life long — to have this escape — this country of her 
mind. For years it was the Heron, that perfect house beneath the flowery 
trees where I she would create her own world, live in the company of those 


radiant beings,”her people.” Nearer the end of her life when her disease had 
made her even more of an exile, it became “the silent world”; then “no one 
knew where she was” : 

“... [have felt very often lately as though the silence had some meaning 
beyond these signs, these intimations. Isn’t it possible that if one yielded 
there is a whole world into which one is received? It is so near and yet I am 
conscious that I hold back from giving myself up to it. What is this 
something mysterious that waits — that beckons?” 

The Green Gate was far on this side of those borders; yet it was beyond 
the known land. Behind it were flowers, and enchantment. It was guarded 
(both she and Marion liked to believe) by a fiery dragon. Many times the 
two girls passed it as they flew up Hill Street to the Golder Hill house, 
where Kathleen was allowed to visit Marion Ruddick. Many times they 
crept to the Green Gate, longing yet fearing to open it; always something 
drew them back in time. 

In the Golder Hill garden they sat in the acacia tree eating little fluted 
cakes of Canadian maple sugar brought by Marion from Canada. From their 
high leafy perch, they could look into the Convent square; they could even 
see the ripple across the grass, across the beds of freezias. Was it the wind 
shaking them, or were they heavy with bees? Kathleen was never in that 
garden more than once or twice; yet from the acacia tree she was at home in 
that square. They could see the Harbour from their high seat. On some rare 
days the water turned the colour of New Zealand jade — jade that the 
Maoris mined in the South Island. In 1915 her brother gave her a tiki * made 
of it, which she wore round her neck till she died. 

Marion told stories of her own country:”’sliding down snow-covered hills 
on sleds and driving in red sleighs with jingling bells through forests of 
living Christmas trees”; and she remembered, afterward, that: Every tree in 
the Golder Hill garden contained a wood nymph and every flower a fairy. 
The big rata tree with its shaggy red blossoms we called ‘the fire tree’ and 
its flowers were burning tongues of flame.” They tried poetry, as they sat in 
the tree 


Day’s Bay 
looking out over the Convent garden and the Harbour. Marion remembers 
their struggle with an Ode to a Snowdrop. They kept that kingdom to 
themselves. 

There were other “moments, glimpses, even, before which all else pales.” 
Up through the wild bush at the back of Day’s Bay were the “ferny paths” 
winding lazily through tree fern: umbrella fern with dark green leaves 
spreading out from the centre like a star fish; lace fern, aromatic in the hot 
sunshine; the real climbing fern, Mange-Mange, twisting over bushes and 
trees with its stem so uniform that the Maoris wove baskets from it, and 
used it as rope to fasten the thatch to their roofs. There was King Fern with 
little boat-shaped seeds; and Crown Fern with a perfect little crown in each 
section of stem. 

Over the second range beyond the Bay was a beech grove — nothing but 
beeches over the whole hill top. The leaves were like lace — like dark 
brown lace. Light coming through them made another world, like the light 
beneath water. The girls walking in this wood were tempted to step very 
high (as they stepped to escape crabs in the rock pools at the Bay). To walk 
through this odd light was like walking through the clearest of rain water; 
the slim tree-trunks glistened whitely, like stems beneath water, too; small 
roots twining lacily over the bare ground were like roots washed bare at the 


bottom of the sea. Did they merely imagine that the bell bird sounded 
different here? That it was like a bell heard across lonely water? 

In spring, the fern-like dark beech leaves with flaming Iceland poppies, 
and boronia — little tight bunches heaped in the huge baskets with daphne 
— were sold down on the corners of Lambton Quay. 

People stood talking, gesturing with unwrapped flowers. 

As she pinned boronia on her coat, Kathleen thought that nothing could 
bring the woods down into the city as that beech fern — as those minute 
bronze bells of boronia, splotched with their own sunlight and with a 
fragrance like none other on earth. On early mornings, when the flowers 
had just come heavy with scent from the Hutt Valley, she stood pressed 
against the windows of flower shops and “gazed into them as small boys are 
supposed to gaze into pastry-cooks.” 

Nothing could so bring back New Zealand spring — (azalea bushes in the 
Botanical Garden, beds of cinerarias at Tinakori Road, or flower baskets on 
Lambton Quay) — as the heavy scent of boronia: 

“Td like to send you seeds from the far corners of the earth and have a 
boronia plant below the studio window. Do you know the scent of boronia? 
My grandmother and I were very fond of going to a place called McNab’s 
Tea Gardens, and there we used to follow our noses and track down the 
boronia bushes. Oh, how I must have tired the darling out! It doesn’t bear 
thinking about.” 

In their own garden at No. 75 there were “glimpses,” too: 

““T remember ruffling the violet leaves.... Do you remember that some of 
the pears we found used to have little teeth marks in them?’ 


“Who bit them?’ 

““It was always a mystery’.” 

As, years later, at Hampstead, she had “moments” of that same faériness 
intruding over the borders from another world: 

“There is nobody in the house, and yet whose is this faint whispering? On 
the stairs there are tiny spots of gold — tiny foot-prints.” 

The Green Gate hid the enchanted garden — for how long? Yet (as 
Marion remembers) the day came when they must know: 

“Cautiously we pulled the latch and pushed it slowly open. There was our 
garden, a riot of colour, but there also was the dragon in the form of a 
gardener. With a roar of rage he advanced toward us with a rake in his hand, 


and we needed no second warning. We simply flew up the hill, not stopping 
once until we were in my mother’s sitting-room, where cambric tea awaited 
us and thin slabs of bread and butter with many coloured ‘hundreds and 
thousands,’ so beloved of Kass and me.” 

Kathleen was nearly twelve, then; her childhood was almost over. Her 
father was arranging to send the three girls to the more “exclusive” Terrace 
School on Fitzherbert Terrace. Marion was going to the South Island to a 
boarding school. Kathleen saw Marion for the last time at an exhibition, 
where she went with Gran and Marie to watch Marion dance a minuet with 
three other girls. Already she was conscious of the breaking away of things 
which had bound her — conscious of new tides rising in her. It was less 
than half realised; she only knew a certain strange stirring. 

She said good-bye to Marion:’You lucky girl to be going away to 
school!” 


Chapter VI: The Terrace School 


“When does one really begin a journey — or a friendship — or a love 
affair? It is those beginnings which are so fascinating and so misunderstood. 
There comes a moment when we realize we are already well on our way — 
deja.” — K. M. (Letters.) 
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When the three Beauchamps entered the School in Fitzherbert Terrace, in 
June, 1900, their Wellington High School friends felt that “the girls looked 
down on them.” Miss Swainson’s Terrace School was a step up the social 
ladder. Also, it was an advance to a new terror. 

“Ole Underwood” would come singing from Wadestown, hide behind the 
wind-blown evergreens that lined the centre of Fitzherbert Terrace, and 
jump out at the children, chasing them shrieking into school. He was a 
prospector — a gold-hunter from early settlement days — no one knew just 
what. Swarthy more like an Italian than an Englishman — he always 
wore a postman’s cap; and gleaming out from his long black hair was a pair 
of little gold earrings. While he was let alone he paid scant attention to 
other people — just drifted down from the hills, through the town to the 
Chinaman’s Shop, where he sat among cases of fruit and argued in a loud 
voice with the quiet, discreet Chinamen. He had one sensitive point: he 
couldn’t endure a whistle. Yet he seemed magnetised back and back again 
to the Terrace where the small brothers of the Terrace School girls: Leslie 
Beauchamp, Cheviot Bell (who were in the Primary School) strolled along 
nonchalantly, whistling to themselves. Then with a howl of rage he would 
tear bark, twigs, anything, from the trees that concealed him, and rush after 
them. In consequence the girls arrived at this “exclusive” school flushed 
and panting and dishevelled, until Mr. Beauchamp — who was a visiting 
Justice of Peace — had him “charged as a rogue and a vagabond to serve 
some time in jail.” 

The school had been built at 20 Fitzherbert Terrace in 1878 by Mrs. 
Swainson. Three years before the Beauchamp girls entered, Miss Mary 
Swainson had taken charge of it, but she was not the stuff of which Head 


Mistresses are made; and the following year she engaged Mrs. Henry Smith 
as Head Mistress. Mr. Robert Parker taught music — though Miss 
Swainson, herself, led the singing — and Eva Butts taught elocution, 
arithmetic and geography. 

Two of these served Katherine Mansfield as characters later. All four 
were distinctive individuals; and — as afterward at Queen’s College in 
London — Kathleen Beauchamp was more interested in their individuality 
than she was in the instruction they dispensed. She easily pierced through to 
their “secret” as she sat in the Form, gazing up at them while they taught. 


Eva Butts was a young school-mistress at the age when she would be 
“just one of the girls” — a trifle out of their ken, of course — a leader, 
glamourous, radiating light. She was one of those who must hold court, 
must have an entourage. 

Often she arrived a trifle late in the morning — late to prayers and to 
class. She made an entrance, sweeping her train behind her. Her purple 
tweed was flecked with white, giving it a dusty look; it fitted close, showing 
her figure.”’Figures” were in style then; and though she was thin, her tweed 
was cut to rise and fall in the proper places. Her long strands of hair were 
wound round and round and round about her head; and very light eyelashes 
gave her blue eyes a wide child-like candour in surprising contrast to the 
studied sophistication. She was one of the few people to whom light 
eyelashes can add distinctiveness. 

A certain Mary — who was “the model pupil” while Kass was “the 
rebel” — looked discreetly down at her paper as she sat at “attention.” 
Though her expression would never have betrayed her, she was thinking 
privately that she didn’t believe Eva Butts knew much, or that her mind was 
on her teaching; she went out to dances in the evening; her mind must be on 
them — not her work. 

Kass was leaning on her elbows, chin in her hand, looking up through her 
lashes at Miss Butts. She didn’t trouble to veil her slightly ironic smile; she 
scorned “attention” as humiliating. 

Yet she tolerated —- even sometimes liked — Miss Butts, who didn’t 
attempt to make her conform, like Mrs. Henry Smith. Miss Butts “tried to 
correct her comps” and told her “they never are on the subject assigned”; 
yet she was sometimes amused by them, though she thought Kass untidy 
and careless and lacking concentration. Kass was one of her “circle’?» — 


rebellious spirits, six or eight — rebelling against what they considered 
narrowness and provincialism. 

Kathleen and her friend “Diddy” (Hilda) Nathan tried to “reform” the 
girls at the Terrace School. Diddy had entered from the Convent on the rise 
above Hill Street, and Kass came up from the Girls’ High School. They felt 
there were too many “barbarians” in Miss Swainson’s. Diddy was a sweet- 
looking girl, rather chunky, like Kass. Unlike Kass, however, she took many 
things for granted. She had a fund of sympathetic and romantic feeling, and 
this drew the two together; though Kass sometimes hurt her by unexpected 
changes in attitude which she was unable to understand. 

Diddy hadn’t noticed what Miss Butts did when the last bell rang at 
school; but Kass threw a little sidelong glance at Mary. Mary looked away; 
she was thinking privately that Kass wasn’t bright — that she never could 
spell. She must be difficult to teach, just sitting, wondering whether to 
agree, or not; it was disconcerting to the teachers. 

Kass was watching Miss Butts who had changed into a riding habit. A 
horse was waiting at the door. She mounted, and rode grandly up and down 
Fitzherbert Terrace before everyone. 
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Mrs. Henry Smith expected to stay at school until late, even though she had 
her home as well as the school to manage. She had married beneath her 
socially, and “had a hard life.” It made her abnormally strict, though she 
was really a kind and a just woman. In some matters she was in advance of 
her day: she introduced school-journalism, and encouraged a group of girls 
to form their own club, and to write and edit their magazine. But she 
believed in rules and in implicit, unquestioning obedience. The girls had to 
march like soldiers, to rise in a body when she, the Head Mistress, entered 
the room — irrespective of what they might be working upon at the 
moment. She was a straight, tiny, determined-looking woman with a sense 
of humour rigidly concealed beneath a sense of duty. She built her schools 
so firmly upon discipline that one which she had owned went to pieces 
when her successor tried “to rule by love.” She believed in personal 
discipline, too. One girl who mumbled was kept standing on the platform 
for hours, reading slowly and distinctly: yet the “discipline” never improved 
her enunciation. 


Mrs. Henry Smith remembered Kathleen Beauchamp because she began 
and edited the first magazine at Miss Swainson’s. It was called The School, 
and was to remain as a permanent institution, though the name was later 
translated into Maori. Kathleen was the leader of a group that met upstairs, 
under the eaves (rather influenced by Little Women perhaps) and keeping 
the “literary club” and its activities secret. The School was composed of 
jokes collected from grown-up papers and “original” stories. Kathleen’s 
was a story about a dog:’The door opened and in-flu-Enza.” The first issue 
(for club members only) was copied in Kathleen’s irregular, rather 
distinctive hand, on large double sheets of foolscap. Several of the girls kept 
their copies for nearly thirty years because of one contributor who they 
believed would “do something” in the future; but as she never was heard of 
again, the copies of The School were gradually destroyed. There may be 
one in existence, somewhere, but it seems doubtful. 

Mrs. Henry Smith thought Kathleen was “a thundercloud” among the 
other girls of the family. Vera was pretty and affectionate. Several times she 
showed affection for Mrs. Smith; but there never was a sign of it from 
Kathleen. Jeanne looked like Alice-in-Wonderland — quaint and dainty. 
The Beauchamps were affectionate among themselves:’an affectionate 
family.” But Kathleen seemed to her “‘a very unpolished diamond, while the 
others were too polished.” She was “plain,” “a surly sort of a girl”— 
“imaginative to the point of untruth.” Even the other girls used to say of her 
stories:”Oh, wait till to-morrow and it will be different!” 

Kathleen didn’t conceal her dislike when Mrs. Henry Smith returned her 
compositions with severe criticism. Like Miss Butts, she told her they were 
poorly written, poorly spelled, and careless. Then she added a few points of 
her own: they were “too prolific” — she wrote so much that she spoiled her 
writing— “though it had something original about it.” Kathleen had been 
given two subjects for compositions.”One,” said Mrs. Henry Smith, ‘was 
good. The other wasn’t because it was about school life, and no girl should 
write about school girls: she put herself in too much.” 

Long afterward, the Head Mistress explained:’°The family was very 
conventional; Kass was the outlaw. No one here saw that the 
unconventionality and rebellion had something behind it. Nobody, I think, 
understood that or her. They just tried to make her conform: reprimanded 
her for errors in spelling, carelessness, and poor writing. But that was ‘the 
method’ in those days.” 


Yet it was not all suppression. When Kathleen arranged and directed 
“Mrs. Jarley’s Wax Works,” a school benefit for the Polynesian Missions, 
some of her newly awakening life was allowed wings. She was influenced 
by her reading, of course: but she added her own inventions. Excitement 
was added to the performance by a visitor from England (the Rev. Charles 
Prodgers) who didn’t conceal his amusement and delight in Kathleen 
Beauchamp’s unique exhibition. He was perhaps the first to realise 
something of the promise in her individuality. Before he returned to 
England, he wrote in her album: 

“With every good wish for ‘Mrs. Jarleys’ future success.” 
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Mr. Robert Parker taught Kathleen pianoforte for two years. Vera was the 
better musician, the better student of music; but even thirty years later he 
remembered Kass— “Well ... very well. I can see her sitting there at the 
piano ... her very attitude. It is remarkable how she noticed details at her 
age. The pale picture of Rubinstein (there it is) did hang above the 
mantelpiece, though there was no inscription; and the picture of Solitude 
was over the piano. She has the room down exactly in that — what shall I 
call it? — that very sentimental little piece about me in The Wind Blows.” 

But Mr. Parker was renowned for sentiment. He leaned over a little as he 
talked, rubbing together those pale, slim, well-groomed hands. His slightly 
stooped shoulders seemed bent rather from hovering above his guests — so 
courteously, so solicitously — than from any stoop of age. His beautiful 
long hair was brushed smoothly back. It gleaned with its own light. His 
features, aquiline; his mouth, full and a trifle loose; but it was his eyes — 
the meaning glance in them. In the “quiet cave” of his studio, a music 
lesson with Mr. Parker could be a sedative, it could be a cocktail. 
Unimportant the composition: 


“ “Nellie Bly 
Caught a fly 
Put it in her tea 


'? 


“This exquisite morceau was in my pianoforte Tutor, words and all. Who 
could have composed it?” 


He had the rare power of transmitting his own delight in music; and 
music was his life — taught at Miss Swainson’s School. He was on the staff 
until he was nearly eighty years old; even then he was as courtly as ever; 
and even after that his own students still felt that his look had some special 
meaning, some significance for them, alone. 

Miss Mary Swainson herself took music lessons from him for years; and 
she sang to his accompaniment at St. Paul’s. The girls even told how the 
sexton had overlooked them when they were rehearsing one evening and 
locked them in the Cathedral. 

If her singing class dragged, the girls wished Mr. Parker would look in, 
for then all lessons stopped; and they could have a little chat while the 
Mistress swept forward with her best outside-of-school smile. Kass glanced 
sideways at Diddy, when she saw the door open; but Diddy looked back at 
her, smiling pleasantly and raising her brows in a question:’What do you 
mean?” Mary looked discreetly down her nose. 
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There was one other at the Terrace School who claimed Kathleen’s special 
notice. Martha-Grace,”Princess Maata” among her own people, was a half- 
caste Maori girl a form or two above Kass at school. 

The Maoris, from the first, had been accepted in New Zealand on an 
equal social basis with the English, and were absorbed into the white 
population. They became a kindly, a courteous and an amiable people, with 
a leaning toward beauty, a flair for fantasy, a greater receptivity. They took 
on most of the physical characteristics of the English — a fair skin, blue 
eyes, often — but their eyes were limpid; they had a softer, warmer look — 
a look of kindliness and sympathy and humour. It was by this that the Maori 
blood might be detected as well as by deep kindness, gentleness and 
sweetness of nature and instinctive courtesy. 

Maata was not typical, either of the Maoris or the blending of Maori and 
English blood; partly, perhaps, because her social position was unique. 
Maata was said to be a Maori princess in her own right, as well as heiress to 
Maori holding, and very wealthy. She had lived in the city, and had been 
educated as an English girl; yet there was little of the English in Maata’s 
assured presence; and none of the English in her hot, glowing eyes. 

They were wide-set, amazing in their dark fiery beauty. She knew how to 
use them, too. Something in the way her lips curved upward when she 


smiled was very telling. She appeared rather Spanish with her warm skin, 
and nose a trifle spatulate, yet fine; and the rich, bright colours she wore. A 
glowing, passionate stream coursed through her veins; her skin looked 
warm; it was hot to the touch from the secret fire that flashed so beautifully 
in her eyes. The Maoris would have said she possessed mana— “personal 
magnetism.” 

To all the girls there was something romantic about Maata —- something 
in herself, even apart from the title of “Princess.” And Kathleen loved her. 
Maata imparted to her a warmth as no one else could at that time. She 
caught some of the fire and felt it fly through her own blood. She felt ardent 
toward Maata — she felt she adored her— “she worshipped her.” 


Yet because Kathleen had been conventionally brought up, the girls were 
forced to keep their meetings clandestine. 

Years after — in the autumn of 1913 — Katherine Mansfield drafted a 
novel with Maata, for its central character. In Paris that winter she wrote the 
first chapters of Maata, catching something of the flame and the passion — 
something of the Maata of those days when they both were in their teens; 
but her writing was interrupted unexpectedly, and she never was able to 
complete the “novel.” 

Maata, herself, despite her fiery beauty and her expensive education in 
“town” — or perhaps because of these things — lived a brief and varied 
and unhappy life. Her conjugal history was not unlike that of Armena down 
in the country of Marlborough Sounds. 


Chapter VII: First Love 


“All love is sweet; 

Given or returned. Common as light is love, 
And its familiar voice wearies not ever. 
They who inspire it most are fortunate 

... but they who feel it most 

Are happier still.’ — PB. S. 


Kathleen M. Beauchamp 27/6/03. (Album.) 
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By 1903, when she was thirteen, Kathleen Beauchamp was developing 
emotionally with almost terrifying rapidity. Perhaps her friendship with 
Maata had begun her awakening. She began to be self-conscious, to 
perceive, and even to analyse the effect of her own emotions. As she looked 
back three years later at this consciousness, she recorded some of the moods 
and emotions, thinly veiling the record as a “novel” in which she called 
herself “Juliet.” 

There had already been the birthday when she was given a doll’s pram, 
and “in a rage let it go hurling by itself down the grassy slope outside the 
conservatory.” And one of her friends remembered that: 

“She was very excitable in those days and often in a furious rage. I 
remember one day she gave a squeel of rage and pinched her sister Vera for 
some small trifle.” 


She, though finding these moments inexplicable at the time, afterward 
with searching sincerity before herself, concluded:’’Strangely enough these 
fits are Father and Leslie over again.” 

But this was her immediate record in Juliet: 

““We’ve told Father all about it, Juliet,’ said Margaret. “And Father’s 
fearfully angry.’ Mary nodded. Juliet slipped the thing down the front of her 
sailor blouse. She had no definite idea of what she had been intending, but 
her head was full of strange, unreasonable impulses. She was feeling 


slightly sorry for her breach of self-control in that it incurred a long 
interview with her Father and with all probability some degrading issue — 
no jam for a week, or to bed at seven o’clock until she apologised. She 
walked slowly to the house, up the broad staone steps into the wide hall — 
and knocked at the Morning-room door. 

“At two o’clock in the afternoon, Juliet had thrown a heavy book at her 
eldest sister Margaret — and a bottle of ink at her elder sister Mary. At six 
in the evening she was summoned to the Morning-room to explain these 
offences. After her too wholly successful acts of violence, she had retired to 
the sloping lawn at the extreme end of the garden, where she lay down 
comfortably and had some jam — Margaret and Mary, still smoking from 
the shock to their sensitive little systems, had rather rejoiced in the search 
for her, and especially in the knowledge that Mr. Blakewell was foaming up 
and down ...” 

Behind it, in part, was the childish longing — of which Katherine spoke 
often in later life — to be understood: to feel the warmth of immediate and 
instinctive protection, of the nest of safety which she invariably found with 
her Grandmother, less frequently with her mother. In childhood, save with 
the Grandmother, she was a prey to the feeling that she was a pariah. Part of 
the preciousness of the portrait of her Grandmother as a newly-married 
bride which she possessed was that it had been given to her by her mother 
“at a time when she loved me.” The phrase is eloquent. 

“It was the freedom of those days” (she wrote in London in 1908)’the 
knowledge that — an she would — she could shake from her all the self- 
forged chains — banish all — and pillow her head in her Mother’s lap. All 
that unbelievably gone now.” 

“An she would” — but she had the sensitive pride of the child who is 
marked as being “different”; and she wore (even then, at times) the mask 
which was to become her frequent protection before strangers in later years. 
She was not — and she knew she could not be — an exhibition child. She 
could not play the part which too often grown-ups unconsciously demand 
that their children shall play. But her longing to have her own role, and to 
give love and to receive it, was soon to find expression. It was only too 
ready to burst forth in a passion of adolescent love. 
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As nothing can stale the wonder of love as it suddenly flowers at fourteen, 
so there is nothing to prepare for it. It is a miracle. All else has had its 
warning, its intimations, some faint echo in the consciousness from 
experience at an age before perception; or some “memory” before 
consciousness began. But adolescent love comes from the unknown. Who 
can say it is less “real” than “real love” (when it comes); that it is less keen? 

“IT am alone in the house.... Footsteps pass and repass — that is a 
marvellous sound — and the low voices — talking on — dying away. It 
takes me back years — to the agony of waiting for one’s love.” 

When Katherine first heard Arnold Trowell play the ‘cello, he was 
already a “wunderkind.” Gerardy had heard him; he must be sent to 
Frankfort (the Master said) to study at the Hoch Conservatorium under 
Hugo Becker. Not only was he to be the youngest pupil receiving 
instruction from that celebrated teacher (Arnold was fifteen), but the first to 
become a pupil without having gone through a preparatory course at the 
Conservatorium. He was Wellington’s acknowledged genius; the city itself 
was raising the funds to send him abroad to study. 

Katherine met him at her own house at a “musical” (as Juliet calls it in 
her “novel’). What must have been the effect on one who had all the 
unawakened responses to art in a country which had had no art to offer? It 
is doubtful whether she had ever heard a ‘cello (she herself says that she 
had not). There was no music; there were no plays or pictures or new books 
in Wellington in those days. 

Fortunately, we possess in the first chapter of Juliet, Kathleen’s own 
account of her meeting with Arnold Trowell. It is youthful, as it should be 
— the writing of a girl: yet somehow this self-portrait of a girl is 
completely convincing. 

“Juliet sat in front of the mirror brushing her hair. Her face was 
thoughtful and her hands trembled per- ceptibly. Suddenly she bent forward 
and stared at her reflection.... Her face was square in outline, and her skin 
very white. The impression which it gave was not by any means strictly 
beautiful. When in repose it conveyed an idea of extreme thoughtfulness; 
her mouth dropped slightly at the corners; her eyes were shadowed — but 
her expression was magnetic — her personality charged with vitality. She 
looked a dreamer — but her dreams were big with life. 

“But Juliet noticed none of these characteristics. Since her very early 
days she had cultivated the habit of conversing very intimately with the 


Mirror face. 

“Her childhood had been lonely — the dream face her only confidant. 
She was the second in a family of four. The eldest girl, Margaret, was now 
seventeen. Juliet was fourteen — and then two babies, Mary and Henry, 
aged seven and six, respectively. The mother was a slight, pale little 
woman. She had been delicate and ailing before her marriage and she never 
could forget it. 

“Margaret and she looked after the babies and Mr. Wilberforce, a tall, 
grey-bearded man with prominent blue eyes — large, ungainly hands, and 
inclined to stoutness, was a general merchant, director of several 
companies, chairman of several societies, thoroughly commonplace and 
commercial. The great part of his life had been spent in New Zealand, and 
all the children had been born there. 

“Juliet was the odd moment of the family — the ugly duckling. She had 
lived in a world of her own — created her own people — read anything and 
everything which came to hand — was possessed with a violent temper, and 
completely lacked placidity. She was dominated by her moods which swept 
through her and in number were legion. She had been, as yet, utterly idle at 
school — drifted through her classes, picked up a quantity of heterogeneous 
knowledge and all the pleadings and protestations of her teachers could not 
induce her to learn that which did not appeal to her. She absorbed 
everybody and everything with which she came in contact, and wrapped 
herself in a fierce white reserve. I have four passions,’ she wrote in an old 
diary—’ Nature, people, mystery, and, the fourth no man can number.’ Of 
late she had quarrelled frequently with the entire family through lack of 
anything definite to occupy her thoughts. She had no defined path, no goal 
to reach. She felt compelled to vent her energy upon somebody, and that 
somebody was her family. 

“The large bedroom where she slept looked very dim and dark. There 
was a small fire in the grate, and a big rocking chair before it, but these 
were the two positive luxuries the room boasted of. Pictures were 
conspicuous by their absence, and all those little familiar things which 
marked the sum total of so many girls’ bedrooms found no place here. The 
long, unvarnished bookshelf was nailed above the bed, and a most 
miscellaneous collection of volumes found a resting place there. A glass of 
red roses stood on the dressing-table, and all her party clothes were 
carefully laid out on a chair. She dressed very deliberately in her white 


muslin frock — open at the neck — showing her full, round throat — and 
tied her broad silk sash. Her hair hung in two great braids, unadorned with 
combs or ribbon. She put up her hands and patted its smooth, heavy folds. 
Juliet’s hands were as distinctive as any part of her. They were large and 
exquisitely modelled. Her fingers were not very long — and blunted at the 
tops, but no amount of work could change their beauty. She gesticulated a 
great deal, and had a habit of sitting always nursing one knee — her fingers 
inter-locked. 

“Before leaving her room, she crossed over to the window. Outside a 
great pine tree was outlined against the night sky — and the sea, stretching 
far in the distance — called to her— ‘Juliet — Juliet.’ 

““O night,’ she cried — leaning far out and turning her face up to the 
stars. ‘O adorable night.’ ... 

“Then she picked up her long cloak and ran lightly downstairs. In the 
hall her Mother and Father were waiting. Mr. Wilberforce, wrapping up his 
throat in a great silk handkerchief, with all that care and precision so 
common to perfectly healthy men who imagine they wrestle with weak 
constitutions. 

““We shall drop you at Mrs. Cecil’s on the way, Juliet,’ said her mother, 
carefully drawing on her long evening gloves, ‘and then at ten o’clock you 
can call for us at Mrs. Black’s, and we shall come back together. You can 
wait in the hall if we’re not ready. It’s only a musical party.’ 

“The girl replied, and they walked out of the house, down the broad stone 
steps, and up the long moonlit road. In the presence of so many stars and so 
many trees, Juliet utterly forgot all the petty grievances of the day. She 
walked along beside her parents and ‘let it all sink in.’ 

“Do be careful of your clothes, child,’ the mother said, as Mr. 
Wilberforce held the gate open for her, ‘and don’t be late.’ ... In front of her 
was the brilliantly lighted house; sounds of merriment came to her — 
uproarious laughter, shrieks of excitement. And for two hours she played as 
vigorously as the rest; then — inwardly rebelling and very satisfied when 
the clock pointed to five minutes to ten. The ‘party’ stood and watched her 
from the door — cried to her not to be afraid — to remember ‘ghosts in the 
garden,’ but she laughed, and holding her coat tightly around her, ran the 
whole length of the way. 

“On the doorstep of Mrs. Black’s, she paused to recover breath, and a 
faint, a very faint wave of music was wafted to her. 


“The drawing-room seemed extraordinarily bright after the night outside. 
She was a little confused at first. The maid had said that they were all at 
supper, and she was to wait there. She went over to a table, and bent over a 
bowl of flowers, but the sound of a chair being pushed back in a corner 
caused her to look up, startled. A boy of very much her own age was 
watching her curiously. He stood beside a great lamp, and the light fell full 
on his face and his profusion of red-brown hair. Very pale he was, with a 
dreamy, exquisite face, and a striking suggestion of confidence and power 
in every feature. 

“Juliet felt a great wave of colour spread over her face and neck. They 
stood staring into each other’s eyes; then he walked up to the table where 
she stood, a faint smile playing around his lips. 

““If you are fond of flowers, there are roses just outside the window,’ he 
said, ‘and you can reach out your hands and touch them; the scent is 
perfect. Come and see.’ 

“Side by side they crossed over to the great open window. Both leaned 
out. O the late roses below them — thousands, there seemed to Juliet.... 

“Will you tell me your name?’ 

“* Juliet — and yours?’ 

“David. I am a musician. I have been playing to-night — a’cellist you 
know. I am going to Europe next year.’ 

““T, too, but not for music — to complete my education.’ 

“Do you want to go away?’ 

““Yes — and no. I long for fresh experiences — new places — but I shall 
miss the things that I love here.’ 

“Do you like nights, Juliet?’ 

““T feel like a chrysalis in the daytime — compared to my feelings after 
sunset ...” said Juliet sadly. ‘There are few opportunities ... and a’cello; I 
have never heard a’cello.’ 

““... ‘Then I shall be the first to show you what can be,’ he said. 

“... The walk home was silent. Margaret was awaiting their arrival, and 
immediately began telling Mrs. Wilberforce how ‘used up’ the babies 
seemed. Henry had certainly a beastly little cough, and Mary looked so 
pasty. 

““We shall leave town in a couple of days,’ Mrs. Wilberforce said. ‘To- 
morrow that young boy is coming here to play, and father has asked a few 


’ 


men. 


“Juliet bade them goodnight and fled up to her room. Her heart was 
beating furiously. She could hardly repress a feeling of the most intense joy 
that bade her cry out. She sat on the side of the bed, staring at the darkness, 
her breath coming quickly. Sleep was impossible. The world had changed, 
and he was coming again to-morrow and she should hear him play. She 
crept into bed and lay still thinking. A curious sensation stole over her — as 
though she was drifting into a great fiery sea of thoughts — and every 
thought was sweet. 

“When she pulled up the blind next morning the trees outside were being 
tossed to and fro ... and the sea lashed into fury by a wild south-easterly 
gale. Juliet shuddered. The wind always hurt her — unsettled her. It was a 
Saturday, so there was no thought of school. She wandered about all the 
morning, and in the afternoon put on her reefer coat and went for a walk up 
the hills that spread like a great wall behind the little town. The wind blew 
fiercer than ever. She held on to bushes and strong tufts of grass, and 
climbed rapidly, rejoicing in the strength that it required. Down in a hollow, 
where the gorse stirred like a thick green mantle, she paused to recover 
breath. The utter loneliness of it filled her with pleasure. She stood perfectly 
still, letting the wind blow cold and strong in her face, and toss her hair. The 
sky was dull and grey, and vague thoughts swept through her ... of all the 
Future ... of her leaving this little island and going so far away — of all that 
she knew and loved — all that she wished to be. ‘O I wish I was a poet,’ 
she cried.... She walked home more slowly. Now that the excitement of 
climbing had left her, she felt tired and depressed. Clouds of dust whirled 
up the road. Dry particles of dust stung her face. She longed for the evening 
to come, yet almost dreaded it. 

“When tea was over, Juliet went back to her room — tried to read and 
failed, and walked up and down — nine steps one way, nine steps another. 
The feeling soothed her. 

“She heard the front door bell ring, and knew that the guests had come, 
but stayed there until Margaret brought her down with great indignation. 
The room seemed full of people, but Juliet was not shy. She held her head a 
little higher than usual, and an expression of absolute indifference came into 
her face. David stood by the piano, unfastening his music case. She shook 
hands with him, and threw him a quick, keen glance of recognition. Then 
she curled herself up in a corner of the sofa and watched the people with 
amusement and interest. She liked to listen to little pieces of conversation, 


and create her idea of them. There was the usual amount of very second rate 
singing concerning ‘Swallows’ and ‘Had I Known’; Margaret played 
several nondescript pieces on the piano. At last David, himself, came.... 
She became utterly absorbed in the music. The room faded — the people 
faded. She saw only his sensitive, inspired face — felt only the rapture that 
held her fast.... Suddenly the music ceased. The tears poured down her face 
and she came back to reality. She put her handkerchief to her eyes, and 
when she looked around, became aware of the amused glances of the 
company, and heard the steady, almost prophetic-sounding voice of David’s 
Father—’ That child is a born musician.’ ... Mr. Wilberforce praised the 
boy and said, “You might come and give my little daughter a few lessons 
and see if she has any talent.’ She never forgot their leave-taking. The wind 
was furious, and she stood on the verandah and saw David turn and smile at 
her before he passed out of sight.” 

It must be remembered that this account of the meeting between Kathleen 
and Arnold Trowell was written in 1906, four years after the event. The 
event in the life of the girl of thirteen is transformed into the experience of 
the young woman of seventeen. The Kathleen Beauchamp who was 
enraptured by the boy’cellist was still a child. There is a contemporary 
record of her feelings in a little manuscript book of verses, called Little 
Fronds, which she composed on the voyage to England. They are quite 
naive; nor do they show any particular promise. The gulf between the 
author of Little Fronds and the author of Juliet was immense; so was the 
gulf between the girl-admirer of the boy musician on the voyage to England 
in 1903 and the distinctly sophisticated young lady on the voyage back in 
1906. 

Meanwhile, before the family left New Zealand, she persuaded her father 
to let her take’cello lessons from old Mr. Trowell. Mr. Beauchamp, too, was 
musical; his wife and Vera were pianists; Kathleen of course, had taken 
desultory piano lessons from Mr. Parker. Her father was very proud of this 
new enthusiasm of hers, and bought her the expensive instrument and paid 
for her tuition. She threw all her suppressed ardour into learning to play; it 
became her passion. She even dressed in brown, when she could, to “tone” 
with her’cello. For the first time in her life she surrendered herself 
completely : she felt that she was a violoncello. 

In January, 1903, the Beauchamp family sailed for England in the s.s. 
Niwaru, going the long route round the Horn. At the first port Kathleen 


wrote back to Arnold Trowell in Wellington — a letter so glowing, so gay, 
so vividly casting the picture of Mexicans against the gorgeous tapestry of 
their country — that he awoke to her existence as he never had awakened to 
it when she lived in Tinakori Road. 


The Beauchamp Family, 1903 

Top Row — Kathleen, (Sir) Harold, Officers of S.S. Niwaru, Vera 
Second Row — Charlotte Mary, Annie Burnell, Captain Niwaru, 
Bell Dyer 


Third Row — Leslie Heron, Jeanne 


He himself had never been further than the South Island of New Zealand. 
All his imaginative dreams were thrown out toward this new world that he 
was to discover; she was already a part of it — who was already there. He 
identified her, as he read her descriptions, with this gorgeous Unknown. He 
thought all the outer world must be like that; and she belonged to that 
world. Their correspondence continued, almost uninterrupted, for the next 


six years. Kathleen felt that “he was the first person with whom she could 
really be herself.” Arnold felt that “she really understood him.” They “told 
each other everything.” 

On the Niwaru the Beauchamps and the officers made a family party, of 
which record remains in a photograph. In the little budget of immature 
verses which she wrote on the voyage, we hear of a tiger-cub which the 
Chief kept during the day in No. 2 hold and exercised at night upon deck, to 
the alarm of the women-passengers. But of that incident apparently no 
memory remained nearly twenty years after, when she wrote to her father: 

“T envy you your voyage in the ‘Aquitania.’ I must be a most interesting 
experience to travel in one of those huge liners — very different to the good 
old ‘Star of New Zealand.’ Still I have a very soft corner in my heart for the 
‘Niwaru,’ for example. Do you remember how Mother used to enjoy the 
triangular-shaped pieces of toast for tea? Awfully good they were, too, on a 
cold afternoon in the vicinity of the Horn. How I should love to make a 
long sea voyage again one of these days! But I always connect such 
experiences with a vision of Mother in her little sealskin jacket with the 
collar turned up. I can see her as I write.” 


About six months after the Beauchamp girls, the Trowell boys sailed for 
Europe. They gave two farewell concerts in Wellington at the end of June, 
1903,”before their departure from Wellington to prosecute their studies in 
Leipsic,” as the enthusiastic press notice put it. But it was not to Leipsic 
that they went, but to Brussels. 


Chapter VIII: London 


“No indeed, for you are called sweet Kate, gentle Kate.” — Taming of the 
Shrew (K. M.'s Album). 
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When they arrived in England, after a month spent in visiting various 
relations, the Beauchamp girls entered Queen’s College in Harley Street in 
April, 1903. It was the natural place for them. Cousins of theirs were at the 
College. Probably it was regarded by Miss Swainson as the ideal of all that 
a “ladies’ college” at home should be. Certainly it represented the first great 
effort of Victorian England to meet with due decorum the new demand for 
the adequate education of women. It had been advanced; but advanced 
within the bounds of the Victorian tradition, to which the Beauchamp 
family adhered — the more loyally because they had to cling to it across a 
hemisphere. 

The College had been founded in 1848. It owed its existence in part to the 
Governesses’ Benevolent Institution, and in part to the exertions of 
Frederick Denison Maurice, that pioneer of education. In the’forties 1t was 
advanced indeed; but now, in 1903, by remaining faithful to itself, it had 
become a conservative academy, in need of drastic reorganisation, which 
was to overtake it some years after- wards. But when the Beauchamp girls 
entered it, the heads — the old Principal, and the Lady Resident, Miss 
Croudace — were elderly, and the methods a survival from a past 
generation. 

It had about forty boarders,’ Compounders” they called themselves. They 
lived under the care of Miss Clara Phenessa Wood, in an old Harley Street 
house, No. 41, adjoining the College at No. 45. Long stone stairs and dark 
cold passages led to odd cubicle bedrooms tucked away in every available 
corner. From the top of No. 41 a narrow dark passage where the boots were 
kept, connected the boarding-house with No. 45, where the overflow 
boarders were accommodated in the top floor of the College Hall. 

Miss Wood had undoubtedly been efficient in her day — but now, in the 
transition period, she clung to the traditions of the past — the traditions of 


her mid-Victorian prime, and to the girls, restless at the beginning of a new 
generation, her ways seemed stern beyond measure. Feeling this 
restlessness, yet not understanding its cause,”’Woodie” was, perhaps even 
stricter than she had been twenty years previously; in addition, she was 
severely handicapped by impediments of advancing age. 

There were two assistants besides the four maids : little “Robin,” Miss 
Robinson, rather like a spry bird. When, finally, she married one of the men 
who brought things to the back door, and thus escaped, the girls were glad 
for her; though her marriage turned out to be unlucky. When “Robin” left, 
Bell Dyer, the Beauchamp girls’ young aunt, took her place to help Miss 
Wood in the Hall. Bell Dyer was thought beautiful by those who knew her; 
and she had ways, such as tucking a scarlet rose into her lovely red hair, 
which seemed exotic to the girls. Her hair was memorable :”it was the 
colour of fresh fallen leaves, brown and red with a glint of yellow.” But in 
New Zealand this beauty had gone unappreciated. Bell had no chance for 
wide acquaintance there — in particular, no opportunity to meet eligible 
men. As Kathleen looked back, she felt sorry for Bell Dyer. When ships had 
come into Wellington harbour, and there were officers to dinner she 
remembered how Bell stood where the lamp threw a light on her beautiful 
hair. She was stationed in the Beauchamp home for a while, helping 
grandmother Dyer; then she trained to be a nurse, but the threat of 
tuberculosis made nursing impossible. Now here she was in London as a 
sort of chaperon for the three girls; yet she had her own life to consider. 

The second assistant to “Woodie” was “Hatchet,” old unlucky Miss 
Hatch, an inoffensive person who crept about her own unimportant 
business, but very much in the girls’ way for no fault of her own: her 
cubicle was one end of the only bath-room. It was partitioned off with half 
the bath-room window in Miss Hatch’s room; and the girls were continually 
having to run up to see if “Hatchet” was in when they wanted to bathe. Not 
that she would be likely to spy out of her half window; yet they somehow 
felt happier if they knew she was not there — though they didn’t mind if 
she was in when they practised — the piano being in the bath-room, too. 


The four maids had so much work caring for forty girls and a big house 
that they were harried and abrupt. One, a grim person responsible for 
washing the girls’ hair, was notorious for leaving it soapy and stiff. It was a 


time when girls were still proud of their long, lovely hair, and it was still the 
fashion to wear it in a soft veil falling over the shoulders. 

Such was the personnel of the boarding-house. The only other person 
responsible for the welfare and happiness of the boarders, apart from the 
academic staff, was the Lady Resident, old Miss Croudace, who belonged 
to the same régime and the same period as Miss Wood. She was assisted by 
the porter, Alfred, who became, in retrospect, at least, a quaint and 
legendary figure. 
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Every morning on their way to Queen’s College, the “compounders” saw 
two figures slowly moving far down Wimpole Street, but they were too 
familiar to attract attention. Every morning for years they had gone down 
Wimpole Street to 45 Harley Street — one leaning upon the arm of the 
other. They were the Baker girls, May and Ida, daughters of Colonel Baker, 
a Welbeck Street doctor. They had been “compounders” at Queen’s since 
Ida was seven. 

The two were utterly unlike. May, crippled from an accident in infancy 
when Colonel Baker was stationed as army doctor at Burma, was alert, 
decisive; Ida Constance, tall, bending toward May, as May leaned upon her 
arm, moved with the abstract air of one whose spirit is absent. It was not 
that she was dreaming, or living in some past or future episode real or 
imagined; not that she lived in Burma while she walked down Wimpole 
Street. It was rather that she had not yet lived anywhere — that she waited 
in a state of suspension. Since there were in her the elements of a living, 
growing being, she herself was dimly conscious of this void. It may have 
been a vague awareness — unfocussed as yet — a diffused hunger of the 
soul. She was unself-conscious, and almost wholly undeveloped at fourteen; 
but she turned, magnetised, towards the vitality in certain strong 
personalities. Through them, when she could make the connection, she had 
momentary glimpses; in those instants she found fulfilment; but the contact 
gone, she lapsed again into abstraction. 

There was a time, later, when she and Katherine rode together in taxis 
which Ida provided as a convenience and a luxury; and Katherine 
looking up through the gloom to the bright little taxi mirror — saw Ida’s 
anxious eyes staring out, dark from her white face, and cried:”’Oh! Your 
face looks like a lemon!” The pale oval seemed to hang suspended in the 


dark taxi, and she was frightened of it — or not — as the moment seized 
her. Sometimes she was afraid to look. Yet she forced her chin up until her 
eyes met the mirror, just as she forced herself to drain every experience — 
lovely and fearful — to take its full meaning into her until she had passed 
through it; and all the while a part of her was looking on, aloof — seeing it 
as a writer — recognising it as “material.” Years afterward, in Zhe 
Daughters of the Late Colonel, she found use for this moment : 

“And Constantia, pale as a lemon in all that darkness, said in a frightened 
whisper, ‘Done what, Jug?’” 

Katherine always felt she “could write endless stories about her.” 

At other times, all was taken for granted. The tall girl, with a mane of fair 
hair to her waist, solicitous of the sister, was rather like a nun, with her 
abstract air — like a Sister of Charity. She had promised her mother that she 
would care for May; and Ida would have given anything for her mother’s 
sake — understanding, as she looked on, her mother’s protective love for 
May, and May’s return of passionate devotion. 

Mrs. Baker was the centre of their home; she might have been said to be 
the whole meaning of it during the time the girls were in the primary school 
at Queen’s. Dr. Baker was “difficult,” but his wife seemed to understand 
him, and he to depend completely upon her. In her relation to the children 
she was unusual in her day. Most English homes of their station kept on the 
nurse, and took a governess; their friends the Paynes, whose father was a 
physician in Welbeck Street, seldom saw their parents; but Mrs. Baker, 
from preference, filled both positions herself, besides managing the house. 
She dismissed the nurse when the children were still small, and she sat with 
them, teaching and reading to them and kept the circle very close. Each of 
the four had a special need of her — her husband from his tempera- ment, 
May to supplant her physical disability, Ida to fill her indefinable seeking. 
The brother was still a little child. 

During the January holidays of 1913, about the time that the Beauchamp 
family sailed from Wellington “home” to England, Mrs. Baker went with 
her children for a holiday in the country. Before the January term opened 
again, she had died from typhoid fever. 
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It was curious, since they were to be life-long friends, that it was Ida Baker 
(then living in a little high room at the college, since her mother’s death) 


who happened to be the Monitor called to take the three Beauchamp girls to 
their room. They climbed to to the top of No. 41, fumbled through the dark 
boot passage, on to the top floor of No. 45, above the French room, 
overlooking the Mews. It was next to the bath-room, convenient, if not the 
perfect setting, for Kathleen’s practising. 

The girls found their room curtained into three divisions, but since they 
were sisters the curtains were not drawn to make the usual cubicles. Each 
girl, in her division of the room, had a bed, a washstand and mirror, and a 
wall space which she might decorate to her taste with photographs and 
postcards. 

To these new girls it was thrillingly novel, at first — though they 
disdained to show it. Their air was considered critical; in fact, even 
scormful; they had their mother’s hauteur, then, with her fastidiousness; and 
their attitude toward the college surroundings had much to do with their 
popularity later. Vera was grown-up and sedate, as she would always be; 
Marie, glowing and cheerful, still dressed like her younger sister. She was 
so dissimilar in expression though in contour like her — very plump. 
Kathleen’s bright look was often lost in a dark brooding; but she could be 
madly gay — in a whirl of irresponsible happiness; and she gave herself up 
to this mood new — consumed with delight in the experience and the 
fascinating chance of creating a new life, appearing as she wished to appear 
among those who never had known her as Kass Beauchamp. 

She threw off the big soft black velour hat which her father had just 
bought for a guinea to replace the Wellington sailor-straw with the 
Swainson school band; she threw off the nautical coat, with its pipings of 
red, and its brass buttons down the front and on the shoulders. Dressed in a 
high-necked white blouse with long sleeves protruding at the shoulders like 
wings, and the dark skirt pinched in at a small waist, she leaned out of the 
window to look over London. How often in the next three years she leaned 
out over Mansfield Mews. Something seemed to fly from her, escaped and 
free as she listened to the far-away London sounds : hurdy-gurdys, 
rumbling of hansom cabs, muffled call of coal and flower vendors. When it 
rained, she spread a towel on the sill, crying,’Don’t bother me, girls : I’m 
going to have a mood!” 


‘““Away beyond the line of dark houses there is a sound like the call of the 
sea after a storm — passionate, solemn, strong. I lean far out of the window 
in the warm, still night air. Down below, in the Mews, the little lamp is 
singing a silent song. It is the only glow of light in all this darkness. Men 
swilling the carriages with water; their sharp, sudden exclamations; the 
faint, thin cry of a very young child, the chiming of a bell from the church 
close by — these are the only other sounds, impersonal, vague, intensely 
agitating...” 


II 


“T lean out of my window. The dark houses stare at me and above them a 
great sweep of sky. Where it meets the houses there is a strange lightness — 
a suggestion, a promise. 

“Silence now in the Mews below. The cry of the child is silent, even the 
chiming of the bell is less frequent, no longer so persistent. But away 
beyond the line of the dark houses there is a sound like the call of the sea 
after a storm. It is assuming gigantic proportions. Nearer and nearer it 
comes — a vast, incontrollable burst of sound. 

“And in its essence it is the faint, thin cry of the very young child. It is 
the old, old cry for the moon that rises eternally into the great vastness ...” 

This first time she looked down over Mansfield Mews, it was mid-April. 
The smoky haze was like bloom on fruit : it had so much of purple and 
yellow — not mere grey, as she had supposed. New Zealand air was never 
like this : but keen and clear — or opalescent, tinged with rose, 
opaque.” Home,” London, was infinitely more exciting. And how strange to 
find seasons reversed : spring instead of autumn! 

In the “novel,” Juliet, begun three years later, before she left Queen’s, she 
described (with minor variations) her first hour at No. 41 : 

“Juliet looked curiously around her room. So this was where she was to 
spend the next three years — three years. It did not look inviting. She 
noticed two texts ornamented with foxgloves and robins ... and decided 
that they must come down. The three large windows looked out upon the 
Mews, below — the houses built all around in a square. She wondered who 
would share this sanctuary. Some strange girl, stiff and prim who would 
torture the walls with pictures of dogs and keep a hockey stick in the corner. 
‘Heaven forbid,’ she thought.... How strange the night was. She was close 
in London — glorious thought. Three years of study before her. And then 


all life to plunge into. The others were actually gone, now. She was to meet 
total strangers. She could be just as she liked. They had never known her 
before — oh, what a comfort to know that every minute saw the others 
farther away from her! ‘I suppose I am preposterously unnatural,’ she 
thought and smiled. Then the porter brought in her large boxes, and behind 
him Miss Mackay hovered, and told Juliet she must have everything 
unpacked before bedtime. It was quite one of the old customs. 

“Does the glory of England rest upon old customs? She rather fancied it 
did — when to start overcoats and when to stop fires — have boiled eggs 
for Sunday supper and cold lunches. She knelt down on the floor and 
unstrapped her luggage. From the pocket of her great coat, she drew out 
David’s picture.... ‘Dearest and ever dear,’ she said.... ‘I feel that life is 
helping me write now.’ 

““... When she had undressed, she suddenly longed to write just a few 
lines of her impressions. So she slipped into her kimono and drew out her 
notebook. 

““Tf I could retain my solitude,’ she wrote, ‘I should be profoundly happy. 
The knowledge that sooner or later I shall be hampered with desirable 
acquaintances takes away much of the glamour. The great thing to do is to 
start as I mean to continue — never for one moment to be other than 
myself, as I long to be — and I never yet have been except with David ...’.” 


The “self” that she “longed to be” was not yet consistent, or constant, 
indeed, but undeveloped like the rest of her. Katherine at fourteen was not 
the lovely woman she was to become seven years later. As Juliet said of her 
face in the novel,”the impression which it gives is not by any means strictly 
beautiful’; but there were glimpses of future loveliness — in her changing 
expression; watching hazel eyes that altered suddenly from dreaminess to 
sparkling attention; and in a clean-cut, sensitive mouth. Her expression 
altered as frequently as did her handwriting. One who knew her well could 
instantly recognise her state by the appearance of her page : when she was 
happy, the letters leaped upright, tall and firm; when she was dispirited or 
ill, they crawled, indistinctly; when she wrote excitedly, they streaked 
across the page in curves like shorthand, the letters unformed; only when 
she was desperate or angry, she wrote with clear distinctness, small and 
sharp. Her handwriting, that first college year, and her notebooks, were the 
despair of her “sponsor,” Evelyn Payne, who wrote precisely, like printed 


script, while Kathleen’s pen streaked across the page at lightning speed to 
keep pace with her thoughts, her principal mark of punctuation being 
always the dash. But Evelyn found herself unable to impress her cousin 
who was going her own way, evolving standards for herself — showing a 
scornful pride when these standards were threatened. 

Consequently she was not popular. With her chosen friends, her manner 
was eager and precipitate, but from most of the girls she seems to have 
held herself aloof somewhat from the hauteur of her own family, and 
because she had become withdrawn even within its circle. 

The impression which she created upon those about her varied 
considerably. Ida, when she came to know her, saw the promise of future 
loveliness; but “Mimi,” another of her friends, slim and quick— “her 
eyebrows raised, her eyes half veiled” saw her as “‘a stocky build’. Her 
appearance (she said in retrospect) did not attract me. She interested me 
very much, but that’s different.” 

Yet part of this aloofness was drawn from these very differences in 
temperament and attitudes of her acquaintances and friends. She exulted in 
watching the enacting of the play : far more deeply thrilling to her at that 
time to watch than to act. Just as in Carnation (her one story of Queen’s 
College, though she had intended to write many, and though many of her 
later characters were based on the girls she had known there),”fanciful 
Katie” watched all of it whirling about her, making fascinating patterns : 
exotic “Eve,” who was Vere Bartrick-Baker (“Mimr’);”Francie,” Frances 
Maurice, grand-daughter of the Founder, who was for ever inking herself; 
Sylvia, her cousin, with her innocent, virginal look sheltered in her calyx of 
light reddish hair; Ida, about whom she “could write endless books.” 

So to those who first made her acquaintance, Kathleen Beauchamp 
seemed very reserved. Few “knew” her. She was still living a life of which 
they could guess nothing; for she did not immediately become attached to 
London in spite of the fascination it had for her. At times, in those first 
months, she turned ardently back toward New Zealand,”the little Colonial” 
again : 

“April Ist. — To-day the weather has been very dull and gray. I woke this 
morning at four and since then I have heard nothing save the sounds of 
traffic, and feel nothing except a great longing to be back in the country, 
among the woods and gardens and the meadows and the chorus of the 
Spring Orchestra. All day during my work, I have found myself dreaming 


of the woods, and the little secret nooks that have been mine and mine, 
only, for many years. A girl passed under my window this morning, selling 
primroses. I bought great bunches of them, and untied their tight chains, and 
let them stretch their poor little tired clamped selves in a sky-blue dish that 
had been filled with primroses every year. But they were not like country 
primroses. As I bent over them, their weary, pale faces looked into mine 
with the same depth of wondering, strange, fearful perplexities that I have 
sometimes seen on the face of a little child. It was as though Spring had 
entered my room. But with her wings broken, and soiled, and her song quiet 
— very quiet. This evening I have sat in my chair with my reading lamp 
turned low, and given myself up to thoughts of the years that have passed. 
Like a strain of minor music they have surged across my heart, and the 
memory of them, sweet and fragrant as the perfume of my flowers has sent 
a strange thrill of comfort through my tired brain.” 

It is too deliberately romantic, too manifestly a chosen attitude to be itself 
evidence of more than indulgence in a mood. But since all save one of her 
stories in the College magazine have New Zealand for their setting, the 
nostalgia was real beneath the artifice of the writer to be. 


Concealed somewhere within her, Ida had a fund of unfocussed ability; 
but it always needed some personal devotion to call it forth. Because she 
had been at Queen’s for six years, she had been allowed to compete for the 
Professors’ scholarship, although she was in fact a year too young to be 
eligible. Evelyn Payne, remembering the fascination which questions on the 
Doomsday Book had for Professor Cramb, the examiner, reminded Ida of 
this subject. The expected questions were asked, and Ida won the 
scholarship by three marks. That was the exploit of a prodigy. But Ida’s 
abilities were real. That they lapsed into a kind of dream under the spell 
which Kathleen was unwittingly to exercise upon her was a charge made 
against Kathleen in her college days. 

Kathleen herself was to ponder this matter on more than one occasion, in 
later years, for it had been she who made the first direct advance — she 
who suggested that they choose each other.’Let’s be friends,” she said, and 
for the moment startled the dreaming Ida out of her void. 

“Be friends!” thought Ida.”But you can’t just be friends. A friend is 
something you become!” 


For a long time she hadn’t known Marie and Kathleen Beauchamp apart. 
They dressed alike : both wore the big soft black velour hats, flowing ties, 
and blue nautical coats They were “the Paynes’ cousins.” Her friend was 
Marian Creelman, a Canadian girl with a fund of keen humour; and 
Ida,” looking for the perfect thing,” thought to find it in her — until Marian 
returned to Canada. There had been a few indefinite “signs”; a book of 
verse which she found upon Kathleen’s bed and remarked upon; a glimpse 
that Kathleen had of her ardour over the cool leaves unfolding above ivy- 
twined trunks in the Square. But she took less for granted than the 
Beauchamp girls did, until — meeting them on the stairs one day, during 
the next term, she realised their casual acceptance of her when Vera said 
sweetly, a propos of friendship,”’But we are your friends. We’re friends 
already.” 

Even so early the girls adopted the names by which they were to be 
known in after years. As they sat on either side of their name-carved 
wooden desk Kathleen passed to Ida a slip with huge leaping letters — 
inches high : Katherine Mansfield."My grandmother’s name,’ she 
added,’and my nom-de-plume.” She did, in fact, sign many of her Queen’s 
College stories (appearing each term in the Queen's College Magazine) K. 
M. Beauchamp. And Ida kept the slip until after that name had become 
universally known. Ida’s mother had been Katherine Moore, and Ida had 
thought to adopt this name herself; but Kathleen, having chosen Katherine, 
found for her another — Lesley — which suited her, and did as well; so she 
became thereafter “L. M.,” to Kathleen and her friends. 

It may have been that New Year — it may have been another — when the 
two girls, Kathleen and Ida, roamed over London to find a church holding a 
midnight service, because Kathleen longed to go. The mysticism which 
burned in her, later, with so fine a flame was then crudely flaring. She was 
drawn by the mystery of Christianity; a crucifix hung between the two 
Watts prints over her bed. 


The New Year, itself, had always a poignant significance for her. She felt 
that if a friend wished her “fa happy new year,” that happiness was sure to 
follow. She felt that when the bells rang, a gate opened — and she could 
nearly — just walk away. With her keen awareness of the elusive and 
intangible, many things came to have for her this “special” significance of 
good or evil Like “holding thumbs” for luck, when something was at stake; 


like the evil of Wednesdays, and the danger of Octobers. But the mystery of 
the New Year she could — and did — share with Ida during the early years: 

“The ghost of L. M. ran through my heart, her hair flying, very pale, with 
dark, startled eyes.” 

And there were New Years later when she shared the mystery with her 
husband. 

This first New Year at Queen’s College she made — as she always made 
the New Year — a turning point in her consciousness. The same night, after 
the service, she wrote of it; but she already was living beyond the 
immediate event : 

(Jan. I, 1904)”It is twelve o’clock. All the bells in the village churches 
are pealing. Another year has come. Now, at the entrance of this New Year, 
my dearest, I propose to begin my book. It will not be at all regal or 
dramatic, but just all that I have done. You who are so far away know so 
little of what happens to me, and it is so selfish of me not to tell you more. I 
have just returned from a midnight service. It was very, very beautiful and 
solemn. The air outside was cold and bracing, and the Night was a beautiful 
thing. Over all the woods and the meadows Nature had tenderly flung a 
veil to protect from the frost, but the trees stood out, dark and beautiful 
against the clear, starry sky. The Church looked truly very fit for God’s 
house to-night. It looked so strong, so hospitable, so invincible. It was only 
during the silent prayer that I made up my mind to write this. I mean this 
year to try and be a different person, and I wait at the end of this Year to see 
how I have kept all the vows that I have made to-night. So much happens in 
a year. One may mean so well and do so little. 

“T am writing this by the light of a tiny peep of gas, and I have only got 
on a dressing gown. So decolleté. I am so tired, I think I must go to bed. To- 
morrow is the first of January. What a wonderful and what a lovely world 
this is. I thank God to-night that I am.” 


Chapter IX: Queen’s College: 


““’.. Nobody saw it, I felt, as I did. My mind was just like a squirrel. I 
gathered and gathered and hid away, for the long ‘winter’ when I should re- 
discover all this treasure — and if anybody came close I scuttled up the 
tallest, darkest tree and hid in the branches.” — Journal. 


1 


The Giraffe Hole was on the floor below the Beauchamp girls’ room. How 
often the boarders leaned over the railing to look down that large square 
opening to see if their professor had come yet — to watch the professors 
cross to the Professors’ Room. It was the personalities of these eminent men 
— each distinguished in his own field — which drew the girls to class and 
which made them work — when they worked at all : for while “Woodie’s” 
rules were strict, the College had no regulations. Responsibility for 
attending lectures rested upon themselves : they might wander in and out of 
classes, or cut them, or go unprepared. Twice a year — at the end of the 
Michaelmas term for the professors, and at the end of the Easter term for 
external examiners — they wrote papers. But the habit of study was not 
required at Queen’s, as Kathleen had reason, later, to regret : 

“T was thinking yesterday of my wasted, wasted early girlhood. My 
college life, which is such a vivid and detailed memory in one way, might 
never have contained a book or a lecture. I lived in the girls, the professor, 
the big, lovely building, the leaping fires in winter and the abundant flowers 
in summer. The views out of the windows, all the pattern that was — 
weaving. Nobody saw it, I felt, as I did. My mind was just like a squirrel. I 
gathered and gathered and hid away, for that long ‘winter’ when I should 
rediscover all this treasure — and if anybody came close I scuttled up the 
tallest, darkest tree and hid in the branches. And I was so awfully fascinated 
in watching Hall Griffin and all his tricks — thinking about him as he sat 
there, his private life, what he was like as a man, etc., etc. (He told us he 
and his brother once wrote an enormous poem called the Epic of the Hall 
Griffins.) Then it was only at rare intervals that something flashed through 
all this busyness, something about Spenser’s Faery Queen or Keats’s 


Isabella and the Pot of Basil, and those flashes were always when I 
disagreed flatly with H.G. and wrote in my notes : ‘This man is a fool.’ And 
Cramb, wonderful Cramb! The figure of Cramb was enough, he was 
‘history’ to me. Ageless and fiery, eating himself up again and again, very 
fierce at what he had seen, but going a bit blind because he had looked so 
long. Cramb striding up and down, filled me up to the brim. I couldn’t write 
down Cramb’s thunder. I simply wanted to sit and hear him. Every gesture, 
every stopping of his walk, all his tones and looks are as vivid to me as 
though it were yesterday — but of all he said I only remember phrases—’ 
He sat there and his wig fell off—’ Anne Bullen, a lovely pure creature 
stepping out of her quiet door into the light and clamour,’ and looking back 
and seeing the familiar door shut upon her, with a little click as it were, — 
final. 

“But what coherent account could I give of the history of English 
Literature? And what of English History? None. When I think in dates and 
times the wrong people come in — the right people are missing. ... But 
why didn’t I listen to the old Principal who lectured on Bible History twice 
a week instead of staring at his face that was very round, a dark red colour 
with a kind of bloom on it and covered all over with little red veins with 
endless tiny tributaries that ran even up his forehead and were lost in his 
bushy white hair. He had tiny hands, too, puffed up, purplish, shining under 
the stained flesh. I used to think, looking at his hands — he will have a 
stroke and die of paralysis.... They told us he was a very learned man, but I 
could not help seeing him in a double-breasted frock-coat, a large pseudo- 
clerical pith helmet, a large white handkerchief falling over the back of his 
neck, standing and pointing out with an umbrella a probable site of a 
probable encampment of some wandering tribe, to his wife, an elderly lady 
with a threatening heart who had to go everywhere in a basket-chair 
arranged on the back of a donkey, and his two daughters, in thread gloves 
and sand shoes — smelling faintly of some anti-mosquito mixture. 

“As he lectured I used to sit, building his house, peopling it — filling it 
with Americans, ebony and heavy furniture — cupboards like tiny domes 
and tables with elephants’ legs presented to him by grateful missionary 
friends.... I never came into contact with him but once, when he asked any 
young lady in the room to hold up her hand if she had been chased by a 
wild bull, and as nobody else did, I held up mine (though of course I 
hadn’t). ‘Ah,’ he said, ‘I am afraid you do not count. You are a little savage 


from New Zealand’ — which was a trifle exacting, for it must be the rarest 
thing to be chased by a wild bull up and down Harley Street, Wimpole 
Street, Welbeck Street, Queen Anne, round and round Cavendish Square.... 

“And why didn’t I learn French with M. Hugue-net? What an opportunity 
missed! What has it not cost me! He lectured in a big narrow room that was 
painted all over — the walls, door, and window-frames, a grey shade of 
mignonette green. The ceiling was white, and just below it there was a 
frieze of long looped chains of white flowers. On either side of the marble 
mantlepiece a naked small boy staggered under a big platter of grapes that 
he held above his head. Below the windows, far below there was a stable 
court paved in cobble stones, and one could hear the faint clatter of 
carriages coming out or in, the noise of water gushing out of a pump into a 
big pail — some youth, clumping about and whistling. The room was never 
very light, and in summer M.H. liked the blinds to be drawn half-way down 
the window.... He was a little fat man.” 

That is a perfect picture of Cramb, the disinterested and unregarded 
scholar, upon whom a sudden blaze of national repute descended in the 
early years of the Great War; and then he died. But the rapt attention which 
Kathleen gave him — though not his lectures — was peculiar to 
herself.” Nobody saw it, as she did.” And in fact the effect of Cramb’s 
lectures upon his class was, occasionally at least, not wholly different from 
the effect of M. Hugenet’s lectures upon his, as described in Carnation : 

“He began, and most of the girls fell forward, over the desks, their heads 
on their arms, dead at the first shot.” 

On one such occasion, it is remembered, the beautiful Isobel Creelman 
attracted the notice of the shortsighted Cramb; and to his question what she 
thought she was doing, replied with calm impertinence :’I’m closing the 
ink-well to keep the ink from evaporating.” 

A characteristic story of Cramb is told by one of  Kathleen’s 
contemporaries. He was describing to a very dull girl the impression made 
upon him when he read The Arabian Nights for the first time.” Didn’t you,” 
he said in his fierce Scottish accent,’when you first read The Arabian 
Nights imagine you saw a genie coming out of every jar or bottle?” “No,” 
said the hapless creature. Cramb made a desperate pause : then gathered 
himself together and, with one of his rare, exquisite smiles, said :’"Do you 
mind supposing that you did?” 


By her own confession Kathleen learnt little under Cramb; and the 
records bear it out. She was fourth or fifth from the end in a class of forty in 
her first year. It was no better with Hall Griffin — another distinguished 
scholar. In the English language examination she was among the last five; 
and even in an English composition examination in Easter, 1904, she was 
only seventh among fifteen. Her deep personal interest in Walter Rippmann, 
though he singled her out as a girl with a destiny, did no more than make 
her progress in German erratic. 

In her journal for July, 1904 — when she was fifteen — 1s a careful list of 
her recent reading. It serves to remind us that she was a schoolgirl still. 

Books I have read. June, 1904. 

All books which I have enjoyed are marked thus 

Life And Letters Of Byron, I. Thomas Moore. B., J. 17; F., J. 17. 

Aftermath. J. Lane Allen. B., J. 17; F., J. 17. 

Dolly Dialogues. Anthony Hope. B., J. 17; F., J. 18. 

Poems. Jean Ingelow. B., J. 13; F., J. 14. 


Life And Letters Of Byron, 1. Thomas Moore. B., J. 17; F., J. 18. 
How Music Developed. Henderson. July 16. 

The Choir Invisible. J. Lane Allen. July 18. 

The Captain’S Daughter. Swen Ovedor.(?) July 20. 
Life Of Romney. Rowley Cleve.(?) July 15—20. 

A Kentucky Cardinal. J. Lane Allen. July 23. 

Life And Letters Of Byron, Ii. Thomas Moore. 
Rupert Of Hentzau. Anthony Hope. July 24. 

My Japanese Wife. Clive Holland. 

A Japanese Marriage. Douglas Sladen. 

Captain Pamphile. Alexander Dumas. 

Vilette. Charlotte Bronte. 

The Heart Of Rome. F. Marion-Crawford. 

Poe’S Poems. 

Music I have studied. 

Caprice. Noel Johnson. July 13-14. 

Warum. David Popper. Begun J. 13. 

Le Desir. Servais. Begun J. 14. 

Variat. Symphon. Boellmann. Begun J. 15. 

Writing I have done. 


Franz (Prose). 13-17. 

Poem. 16th. 

Alone (Poetry). 14th. 

Schoolgirlish, too, were her arguments in the College debating club, of 
which the proceedings are amusingly and candidly described by a critic in 
the College Magazine. 

“The Proposer gave a speech proposing; the Opposer gave a speech 
opposing. Two more speeches were made — one for each side, usually by 
the dearest friend. After this, fell an awful silence finally broken by some 
courageous individual, venturing to remark — more silence. Then a few 
opinions uttered in hesitating or questioning accents. Another terrible 
silence, broken by the announcement that voting would be taken. Voters 
voted according to whether they were more friendly with the Proposer or 
Opposer.” 

If the last sentence be true, as probably in the main it was, the account of 
a debate in February, 1904, where Kathleen and Ida were directly opposed 
to one another, has an interest beyond that of her arguments, though these 
for the first time have a recognisable touch of her own courage and 
individuality. The motion which Kathleen proposed — derived apparently 
from The Times — was this : 

“That pastors and masters, parents and guardians, commentators and 
cranks have done their best to spoil the taste of Shakespeare for us by 
making it a duty instead of a pleasure.” 

When we remember the passionate delight of Katherine Mansfield’s 
rediscovery of Shakespeare in after-years, the report of her speech takes 
life. She was speaking of her own experience; and we can recapture 
something of her girlish vehemence. She is already the rebel against the 
decorous curriculum of the College. 

“K. M. B., proposing said : ‘When the average boy goes to school, he is 
plunged into the most magnificent of Shakespeare’s works. If a person has a 
tendency early in life to be literary, the very idea of being forced to learn 
Shakespeare deadens the sense of the appreciation of the beautiful — a true 
schoolboy never appreciated the beautiful at all, so he considers 
Shakespeare in the same way as anything else that is forced upon him. The 
most glorious pieces in Shakespeare have been read and re-read, quoted 
and misquoted by cranks and commentators till they have lost all true 
significance. There is so short a step from the sublime to the ridiculous!’” 


“A foreigner said to me,’ Nearly all foreigners love and appreciate 
Shakespeare as much as you English.’ 

““Why is this?’ I asked. 

““Oh, of course we do not read Shakespeare till we have had some 
experience of life — Shakespeare is not for a child.’ I felt a little crushed! 

“It is impossible for a student to form an original opinion for himself, for 
he is always more or less biassed by what he has been forced to learn in his 
youth. Why should Shakespeare be employed in schools as a spelling book 
or reading book? Of a surety this is what happens when we come to 
consider how we are recommended to the Clarendon Press as an authority 
to find the correct spelling of the word ‘cousin’ in 1680. After laborious 
references to other plays of Shakespeare we have to take recourse to the 
researches of a certain Dr. Faulkner, folio 1x, end of sect. v! The 
predominating element in a teacher is duty. The satisfaction of finding that a 
pupil can quote 50 lines of Shakespeare without faltering is to them far 
greater than finding that a pupil appreciates the intrinsic value of the 
speech. Even the divine Shakespeare himself, would writhe in his grave 
should he hear a fat, podgy little boy roll off a long farewell (with 
appropriate or seemingly appropriate gesticulations). Why should 
Shakespeare be made the bogey of the schoolroom?” 

“Ida Baker, opposing the motion said : ‘At home you are first of all given 
a story book with several tales from Shakespeare, perhaps illustrated and so 
you learn the story of the plays. Later, when you are older, you discover that 
Shakespeare made the people talk and to gratify your curiosity to know how 
they talked — what sort of things your favourite hero or heroine said, you 
read the plays, and with a certain amount of extra pleasure (though of 
course you didn’t realise it then) in watching the developments. That is the 
result of forcing at home. At school it is stronger. If a play 1s chosen for that 
term, you know you are doomed to learn by heart at least five or six long 
speeches. But when you are older, it is wonderful what pleasure you get in 
finding how immense, how vast, is the meaning which you failed to 
appreciate when you first read it. You may suggest that however good it 
may be to force children to read Shakespeare, yet it would be better to leave 
them alone. But, I say, if that were so, half, if not more of the children 
would never open a Shakespeare at all! Finally, I offer my deepest gratitude 
to all or any who taught me to read Shakespeare.’ 


“K. M. B. summing up, said : ‘In reply ... unless we followed the advice 
of others, we should choose by covers and gilt edges. If you have a boy to 
stay in the holidays he would choose to go to see “The Orchard” sooner 
than a play of Shakespeare — and why? Because at school they have made 
it a duty instead of a pleasure!’” 

The voting is eloquent. For Kathleen’s motion there was cast one solitary 
vote. For Ida’s opposition there were twenty-one. 

It is an index of her isolation. During the remaining year and a half which 
she spent at Queen’s, she never again took an official part in a debate. 

The “big lovely building” which she remembered so glowingly in 
Carnation meant much to “the little Colonial.” The architecture of Harley 
Street was not a thing to be taken for granted by one from a country where 
the oldest houses belonged to the 1850’s. It was the tradition which half- 
consciously she reabsorbed, and in which she found her own peculiar 
delight. Her native delicacy and fastidiousness, the natural and exquisite 
grace which in later life quietly set her apart, found sustenance in the 
spacious Waiting Room with its beautiful ceiling; the Library, with the 
familiar portrait of Frederick Maurice, the Founder, hanging above the 
fireplace; the carved Library table with the Chaucer inscription along its 
edge; the great lower stairway with its graceful fluted balustrade. She drank 
it in. 

Even the vista down the Giraffe Hole belonged to an earlier age. Perhaps 
its potentialities were half-realised on the nights of the innumerable school 
dances in the Pfeiffer Hall. These consumed a surprising amount of emotion 
and surplus energy, considering that they were merely school affairs. Except 
on rare occasions, the girls had only each other to dance with; but the lights, 
the dresses, the fires flaring on either side of the Hall, the bonbons thrown 
down the Giraffe Hole by special friends to special friends — all made an 
exciting, a thrilling ball. 
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The girls’ special precinct at College was the Bun Shop, down below, 
where administrators seldom intruded. It was a cosy cave, dark, warm from 
the built-in stove, with square wooden tables, carved by passing 
generations, and a notice board for messages. Friendly old Mrs. Brown, 
with her bun-counter across one end, presided unobtrusively. 


Here Kathleen might meet her best friend of the moment, or go with one 
of the boarders — Ruth Herrick, another New Zealander, a fiery, long- 
limbed girl, with a mane of fair hair flung back with quick impatience as 
she charged about. Ruth Herrick was a pianist, too, and they often practised 
together, and went to recitals at Queen’s Hall. 

For a while, Kathleen’s best friend was Vere Bartrick-Baker,’’Mimi,” with 
her cool little voice, and her detached way of speaking. Both Ruth and 
“Mimi” seemed to her so much more awakened, more sophisticated than 
most of the girls at Queen’s.”Mimi” was one of the three girls (the others 
being Ida Baker, and Gwen Rouse, a girl from Lancashire — with whom 
Kathleen felt she “could be herself’). She remembers Kathleen as 
“definitely most enthusiastic in temperament, even to the extent of 
stammering very slightly from sheer excitement when much roused; and, of 
course,” she adds,”’the’cello was the great thing. She was to play in London 
and appear as a’cellist. She gave me a solo performance on the landing 
outside the ‘Giraffe Hole.’ ... I thought it extremely good, but should have 
done the same, no doubt, if it had been extremely bad.” 

Except for practising music, there was not much for the girls to do 
together except sit and talk; yet when the mothers heard that some of them 
sat in the dark shadowy niches of the Hall, holding hands, they were 
indignant.”Of course,” writes “Mimi,” “K. M. and I had long discussions 
over Tolstoi, Maeterlinck, Ibsen in the lower corridor. We came an hour 
early for them, and were suspected of immorality. Miss Croudace was 
stupefied when, asking what we talked about, I told her.” 

Girls under eighteen were not allowed out of College bounds. When they 
went to the Gardens near Regent’s Park occasionally, for tennis (which was 
their one game), they marched in a “crocodile,” led by Miss Hatch. 

Kathleen’s real escape from this confined and decorous life was through 
her music; and the escape was not merely spiritual, but physical.”’Guardy” 
(short for Guardian) — De Monk Beauchamp, their second cousin, whom 
the father had deputed to keep an eye on the girls in London — was the 
Secretary of the London Academy of Music; and Kathleen persuaded him 
to recommend that she should be allowed to take extra lessons there. 
Manifestly her lessons at the London Academy were to be the counterpart 
of Arnold Trowell’s study at the Brussels Conservatoire. And Kathleen, and 
Ida, who went with her — she for violin, Kathleen for’ cello — referred to it 
as “The Conservatory.” 


Even Charles Palliser — her father’s old New Zealand friend, now a 
London bank manager, whose daughter Eileen was at Queen’s with the 
Beauchamp girls — took them to concerts at Queen’s Hall. He was lovingly 
remembered by Kathleen ever after : 

““’.. a tall man with a pointed grey beard, Irish eyes and a voice like the 
sky at evening. His name is Charles Palliser, and he was a love of my salad 
days.” 

One imagines that Kathleen decided the direction of these expeditions. 
Music was everything to her, then. It was not music for its own sake, 
exactly, but music as the atmosphere of romantic love, the path to the 
garden of the Hesperides. Music linked her with Arnold Trowell; and the 
bond with Arnold Trowell was the bond with genius, freedom, rapture, 
Bohemia. Music was for her then a girl’s anticipation of the secret of life, or 
of that final wisdom to which Tchehov gave perfect utterance, when he felt, 
in listening to music, that “all things are forgiven, and it would be strange 
not to forgive.” 

The seed of this realisation was in Kathleen’s absorption in music, which 
was indeed so complete at this time, that afterward she almost persuaded 
herself that there had been a choice to be made between music and letters, 
and that she had chosen letters. It was not so. But music was to her, then, a 
symbol of Art in its vaguely felt significance : it was an earnest of that 
attitude of all-comprehending significance of which Art at its highest is the 
sacrament, and of which her own art was finally to be the expression. 

She was impatient to excel, to be at the inmost heart of music. Under the 
Queen’s College’cello master, Professor Hahn, she felt that her progress 
was too slow. So she became a familiar figure, in her big dark coat and soft 
black hat, carrying the cumbersome canvas-covered’cello, hurrying down 
Princess Street in the fog to the Academy, followed by the tall striding Ida 
and a violin case; or flying back in the evening when the high bowls of 
yellow light seemed to her so gay and blissful. Often they went early to 
concerts at Queen’s Hall and waited for the topmost gallery seats — 
Kathleen, rapt, absorbed in the programme; Ida, watching her lean over the 
gallery rails, with her “live hands taking and giving the music” : 

“Her quick, life-giving hands — so light and sure in their movements — 
passing over things, hardly touch- ing or moving, but leaving them alive 
(Ida described it). Later, coming into her room early in the morning — just 
a glance all around the room, like a greeting, then moving lightly around — 


a sure quick almost loving touch to the flowers — the mantelpiece, her 
writing table — sometimes just a fraction of an inch closer or further away 
— and the room lived and breathed — ever so quietly — and smiled as if it 
was quite sure you understood — might even have a little joke with you.” 

At certain hours during the day — the music room at Queen’s being 
unoccupied — Kathleen was able to slip down unnoticed in spite of the 
bulky ‘cello, and Ida looked for her there and sat while she practised. Just 
as in “Katie’s voice, there was a certain deep sad note which made Ida catch 
her breath” (and Kathleen “used” it, too, sometimes) — so in her playing 
there was a note, a strain, a whole phrase, an entire movement, which to Ida 
was a glimpse of another plane of being — not merely the fulfilment she 
sought in “the perfect thing,’ but a transporting — a vision. She felt, 
hearing it, that certain phrases were the sheer inspiration of one “living on a 
higher plane,” one who momentarily succeeded in illuminating, disclosing 
her own exalted state. And in bright flashes, like the rocketing of stars, Ida 
felt she knew this state of being. 

What Ida gave to Katherine was a deep love, a complete devotion, 
constant and enduring; and for Katherine, also, the bond was life-long. If at 
times she seemed to fling herself violently free, she always acknowledged 
the bond. If to Ida those brief years together at Queen’s seemed a time of 
rapture and enchantment, there were moments when Katherine herself more 
than half believed it. Ten years afterward she lent herself to an effort to 
recapture the past: 

“... | kept seeing the Squares with their butterfly leaves just ready to fly. 
We (Ida and I) met near the old haunts — Queen Anne Street — and 
walked in one of the little lanes and short cuts that we know so well — side 
by side, talking. ‘Let me tie your veil,’ and I stop; and she ties it and we 
walk on again ...” 

Spring leaves and autumn leaves in a London Square: the tender green 
and the tender gold. These in their evanescence and their beauty reminded 
Kathleen of her college days and her college friendship. In one of the 
moments when she “saw Ida as a character in a book” — while she was 
writing Maata — she pictured her again as the tall schoolgirl, clumsy and 
rapt, breaking from the decorous procession through the London Squares to 
catch in her clapped hands a falling, fluttering leaf— ‘ta happy month” : 

“They did not fall like leaves — they fell like feathers — fluttering and 
floating from the trees that lined the road.... Who was it used to say that 


every leaf you caught meant a happy month? Rhody (Ida) of course. She 
saw Rhody, the tall school girl, break from the ‘crocodile’ when they 
walked in the park, and run after the leaves with big, far too big gestures, as 
though she expected the whole tree to fall into her arms. Rhody used to 
keep the leaves in her Bible, and take them out and hold them up to the light 
and gaze at them in Scripture lessons. And she always said she knew each 
one apart. Well — if she said so — she did. Just like her.” 


That picture of Ida more than any other remained with Katherine as a 
mark of the past. It was symbolic: of her rapt devotion, of the contrast 
between her awkwardness and the delicate, elusive thing she tried to grasp; 
of the happiness she seemed, at times, to miss, by some immediate 
ignorance of the truth: 


“He who binds to himself a joy 
Does the winged life destroy; 

But he who catches a joy as it flies 
Lives in Eternity’s sunrise.” 


Katherine felt that Ida had looked to receive from her a wisdom she had 
not imparted: that she had failed Ida : 

“Ah, why can’t I describe all that happens!” (she wrote in a notebook in 
1914).”I think quite seriously that L. M. and I are so extraordinarily 
interesting. It is not while the thing 1s happening that I think that but the 
significance is near enough to rear its heels and make me start, too. Have I 
ruined her happy life — am I to blame? When I see her pale, and so tired 
that she shuffles her feet when she walks ... when I see the buttons hanging 
off her coats, and her skirt torn — why do I call myself to account for all 
this — and feel that I am responsible for her. She gave me the gift of 
herself. ‘Take me, Katie, I am yours. I will serve you and watch in your 
ways, Katie.’ I ought to have made a happy being of her and ought to have 
‘answered her prayers’ — they cost me so little and they were so humble. I 
ought to have proved my own worthiness of a disciple — but I did not. Yes, 
I am altogether to blame. Sometimes I excuse myself. “We were too much 
of an age. I was experimenting and being hurt when she leaned upon me — 
I couldn’t have stopped the sacrifice if ’d wanted to.’ But it’s all altered to- 
night.... I came upon her ... crouched by my fire like a little animal. So I 
helped her to bed on the sofa and have made hot drink and brought her 


some rugs and my dark eiderdown. And as I tucked her up, she was so 
touching — her long fair hair — so familiar — remembered for so long, 
drawn back from her face — that it was easy to stoop and kiss her — not as 
I usually do — one little half kiss — but quick long kisses such as one 
delights to give a tired child. ‘Oh,’ she sighed, ‘I have dreamed of this ...’ 
Ah, how I long to talk about 1t sometimes — not for a moment but until I 
am tired out and have got rid of the burden of memory. Yet it would be 
madness to expect J. to understand or to sympathise ...” 

But six years later, in 1920, she “shed her sickness” in that story which 
— with her stern self-criticism — she was willing to acknowledge as “the 
one story which satisfies me to any extent”; when as Con “her flowerless 
one turned toward the sun” in The Daughters of the Late Colonel. 


Chapter X: White Gardenia 


“Dorian Gray had been poisoned by a book.” — The Picture of Dorian 
Gray. — Oscar Wilde. 
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To the girls who lived their circumspect existence in the chill grey of 
“Woodie’s” boarding house, what must the invitations to No. 72 Ladbroke 
Grove have meant? What of romantic enchantment, what of “life” is 
revealed in their exotic memories of it! A world to itself, governed by its 
own laws; only those knowing the “Open Sesame” were admitted to its 
mysteries. Qualifications for initiation appear to have been “exceptional 
ability” and personal charm. 

Kathleen Beauchamp was initiated very early in her career at Queen’s. 
An Album entry for June 29th, 1903, gives some of the essential “ethics of 
living,” the understanding of which was necessary for entrance. She seems 
to have quickly mastered these. When she became familiar with the rites, 
she took for her symbol the white gardenia; and for her guide book, Oscar 
Wilde’s The Picture of Dorian Gray. No. 72 Ladbroke Grove was the home 
of Walter Rippmann, German professor at Queen’s— “the professor” of 
Kathleen Beauchamp’s memory of Queen’s College. Young and ardent — 
while most of the professors, like the domestic personnel, were aged — he 
took a personal interest in individual girls and their activities. 

Before Kathleen entered Queen’s College his house had been shared by 
Mrs. Grier, and Connie Grier — one of his students, a Canadian girl of the 
delicate “Gibson girl” type — whom he later married. During Kathleen’s 
first years he had a young journalist and an artist living in his house. It was 
doubtless the artist who devised those effects which so thrilled the girls 
coming from their grey lodgings — effects that would have been “modern” 
even some thirty years later. Then, they were so new that they took the 
breath. The rooms were decorated in what afterward became known as 
“modernistic” colour and design. In the evenings they were lit by candles 
placed to throw cross lights — to make strange geometric patterns of 
shadow; and the girls came upon unexpected objects which, in that 


atmosphere, made their imagination leap and stumble in a new manner, 
while they listened to “new music,” or to an Oscar Wilde play; at the colour 
teas, they seem to remember — in the pink-shaded light of more candles — 
rose-petals scattered over the hearth. In any case, their imaginations were 
kindled by a series of poses and attitudes, and by the charming manner of 
their host who later, as they looked back, became identified in their minds 
with Mr. Reginald Peacock (though he was not intended as the model for 
that versatile gentleman). 

Of course the girls not included among the elect showed a certain 
jealousy. They couldn’t gracefully accept the implication that they were 
neither more intelligent nor more interesting, nor prettier than some of the 
others. They, too, would have liked to be taken to cafés, and invited to teas, 
and plays, and musicals; and when Gladys Williams was driven from the 
very door of Queen’s College in a hansom cab they felt with satisfaction 
that Miss Harper, standing rigid and tight-lipped, disapproved. 

Yet there was much that merited her approval. Walter Rippmann, at that 
time, was working on a book which later gave him no little prestige : 
English for Foreigners. He was using simple verses and poems to illustrate 
the exercises, and having seen Kathleen Beauchamp’s early poetry, he asked 
her to write more for his book. This was her first experience in almost 
reaching commercial success — (for ultimately Walter Rippmann discarded 
her verses in favour of classic quotations). But writing was not Kathleen 
Beauchamp’s primary interest then; so she was not discouraged. She merely 
was given a new incentive for writing poems, and while those particular 
ones never were published (though they are said to survive), her 
collaboration with E.K.B. on a book of child verses, after she returned to 
New Zealand, may have been a direct result of this reawakened interest. 

Obviously it was not through his German lessons that Walter Rippmann’s 
great influence was chiefly exerted. The verses of Richard Dehmel, which 
Kathleen remembered, is evidence of his taste : 

“Two lovers came and hid behind a tree and put up an umbrella — then 
they walked away, pressed against each other. It made me think of a poem 
that our German professor used to read in class. 


“ “Ja, das war zum letzenmal 
Das wir beide, arm in arme, 


Unter einem Schirm gebogen ... 
... Alles war zum letzenmal ...’ 


“And I heard again his ‘sad’ voice (so beautiful it seemed, you know!) 
and I saw his white hand with the ring on it, press open the page.” 

And Katherine’s friends noticed that whenever she wanted to enact a 
very, very romantic part, she quoted German. 

His great service to her was the essential one of imaginative liberation. 
He introduced her to that discriminating attitude towards experience of 
which Walter Pater was the hierophant — the attitude which was a 
revelation to youth at the turn of the nineteenth century, when the prose of 
the Leonardo essay seemed the ne plus ultra of timeless wisdom speaking 
the language of time. He introduced his circle to the critical scepticism of 
Wilde, the appreciations of Arthur Symons, the languid and despairing 
music of Ernest Dowson, the subtle simplicities of Paul Verlaine. He was 
the York Powell of a ladies’ college. That it was Wilde who chiefly 
impressed them was not entirely his fault; it was inevitable that his young 
admirers should respond most readily to the showiest and the most 
specious. That is the way of youth. And if it be urged that the decadents 
were heady wine for adolescent girls, the reply is that if they had not been 
introduced to them by a brilliant Professor they would have found them — 
more furtively — for themselves. For the generation to which Kathleen 
belonged the decadents were the gateway to the imaginative life. 


Soon after Kathleen Beauchamp returned to England again from New 
Zealand she wrote an allegorical tale which she simply called A Fairy Story. 
It was of a boy who set out “to find the world,” and a girl who set out “to 
find herself,” and the Wanderer who woke her from her sweet child’s 
dream, to give her the key to the book of knowledge. There is little doubt 
that the Wanderer was based on Walter Rippmann. 

“They were twelve years old when the Wanderer came ... and brought 
with him two great cases of books ... the Girl, peering out of the window, 
heard him singing softly as he worked, ‘Here with a loaf of bread beneath 
the bough.’ He must be very hungry, she thought sympathetically. 

“At this time she had read all Shakespeare and ‘Lycidas,’ and ‘Paradise 
Lost,’ and Dickens, and ‘The Lady of the Lake.’ Her mother had read to her 
“You Never Can Tell,’ ‘The Doll’s House’ and ‘Aglavaine and Selysette.’ 


“The Boy was reading ‘What the Moon Saw,’ and worshipping the 
ground she trod upon. 

“One afternoon the Girl walked into the Wanderer’s room.... 

““Well?’ he said sharply, as the Girl stood by the door. 

““T want to look at your books,’ said she. 

“He glanced at her curiously ... 

““T’m — I’m quite exceptional,’ she said, hastily. ‘I’m very advanced.’ 

“Oh, are you?’ said the Wanderer. 

“Don’t think of what I look like; as Mr. Shaw says,” You Never Can Tell” 


““Hang thee, sweet wench,’ said the Wanderer, ‘come along here — you 
know the “Open Sesame” and I’Il show you the books.’ 

“And two hours later, they were both sitting on the floor — and he was 
reading her Omar Khayyam, and she was looking into Arthur Symons. 

“Then a new life began for the Girl. She, too, weeded carrots, and ate 
leeks and brown bread, and talked to the Wanderer. And he told her of 
London, of Spain, of Paris, of Brussels, and again London. 

“And he taught her his ethics of life, and that unselfishness signifies lack 
of Progress — and that she must avoid the Seven Deadly Virtues. And she 
printed a little text, and hung it above her washstand— ‘The strongest man 
is he who stands most alone.’ 

“When the bracken was turning golden ... the Wanderer packed his 
knapsack and left them. 

“But he gave the Girl his books, and with them a little card bearing his 
name and address. 

“When the time comes,’ he said, ‘this will always find me.’ 

“She did not understand, but she sewed the card inside her pocket, and 
kissed the Wanderer on both cheeks. 

“*’.. She had begun reading seriously.... 

“And the Wanderer did not forget her. He sent her a postcard of Maxim 
Gorki, and a little book, ‘The Virgins of the Rocks’; she did not understand 
it, but it gave her beautiful dreams. One night, the following summer, the 
Girl sat on the doorstep watching the stars, and the Boy, beside her. 

““Boy,’ she said, ‘What are you going to do?’ 

““T am going to find the world,’ he cried.... ‘And you, Girl?’ 

““T am going to find myself,’ the Girl answered. She put her hand into her 
pocket, and pressed the Wanderer’s little card....” 


What all this reading had revealed to the eager Colonial girl is only to be 
discovered in her diaries of those days. Of course, her aloof air, her 
composure (which began now, to be studied), her withdrawn, almost 
haughty manner when in a group, was deceptive. Who would have guessed 
the fire beginning to flare fanned by the emotions which turned back deep 
into her? For the other girls of sixteen, the decadents may have been safe 
enough, deflected by ignorance, or, at most, flowering from shallowly 
turned soil. But in Kathleen Beauchamp nothing flowered from a shallow 
place : whatever mattered to her was taken in until roots touched bottom. 

Partly, at least, her introduction to Wilde, and in particular to Dorian 
Gray with its doctrine that life was something to be consciously explored, 
came through her friend “Mimi.” She first lent Kathleen the book — an old 
number of Lippincott 's Magazine — which had been lent to her by one of 
the teachers in the College school, with many injunctions to secrecy. From 
“Mimi” also came the notion of the emblem of the white gardenia. But 
probably it was the complete version of Dorian Gray which Kathleen’s 
room-mate, Eileen Palliser, remembers as beneath her pillow at night and 
with her during the day. Eileen came upon her once, in her cubicle, reading 
a German book. Kathleen, a second senior, had studied German all through 
Queen’s, and Eileen, several years younger and a junior, had only taken it 
for two or three terms; but she leaned over to see the book. To her surprise 
Kathleen snatched it away and closed it without stopping to mark the place. 
She merely said,” That’s not for you!” But afterwards she kept all the books 
she was reading hidden from Eileen. 

Kathleen’s reading notes for that year (and for the two years following, 
when she was back in New Zealand) are filled with passages and epigrams 
copied from her reading. Wilde predominates, and his maxims were taken 
and absorbed into her, accepted as ethics, as the gospel of living. She said in 
those days,’I would rather have the highest heights and the lowest depths 
— anything rather than the placid middle line of life.” In her first 
introduction to literature, she gave herself utterly to absorbing from it what 
she believed was “experience of life.” 


Reading Notes (1905-1907) 


“To be premature is to be perfect.” — O.W. 
“Greek dress was in its essence inartistic. Nothing should reveal the body 
but itself’ — O.W. 


“Genius in a woman is the mystic laurel of Apollo springing from the soft 
breast of Daphne. It hastens the growing and sometimes breaks the heart 
from which it springs.” — M.C. 

“To acknowledge the presence of fear is to give birth to failure.” — K.M. 

“A man who speaks effectively through music is compelled to something 
more difficult than parliamentary eloquence.” — G.E. 

“Any great achievement in acting or in music grows with the growth. 
Whenever an artist has been able to say ‘I came, I saw, I conquered,’ it has 
been at the end of patient practice. Genius is at first little more than a great 
capacity for receiving (discipline). Your muscles, your whole frame must go 
like a watch true, true, true, true as a hair.”” — G.E. 

“If any one should importune me to give a reason why I loved him, I feel 
it could not otherwise be explained than by making answer, ‘Because it was 
he; because it was I’.”” — Montaigne. 

“The strongest man is he who stands most alone.” — Henrik Ibsen. 


“Happy people are never brilliant. It implies friction.” — K.M. 

“Tt is not naturally or generally, the happy who are the most anxious for a 
prolongation of the present life or for a life hereafter; it is those who have 
never been happy.” — J.S.M. 

“... It is no unnatural part of the idea of a happy life, that life itself is to 
be laid down, after the best that it can give has been fully enjoyed through a 
long lapse of time; when all its pleasures, like those of benevolence, are 
familiar, and nothing untasted or unknown is left to stimulate curiosity and 
keep up the desire of prolonged existence.” — J.S.M. 

“Push everything as far as it will go.” — O.W. 

“The old desire everything — the middle-aged believe everything — the 
young know everything.” — O.W. 

“To love madly — perhaps is not wise — yet should you love madly — it 
is far wiser than not to love at all.”” — M.M. 

“People who learn only from experience do not allow for intuition.” — 
A.H.H. 


“No life is spoiled but one whose growth is arrested.” — O.W. 
“We are not sent into the world to air our moral prejudices.” — O.W. 
“If you want to mar a nature, you have merely to reform it.” — O.W. 


“The only way to get rid of temptation is to yield to it.” — O.W. 


“Conscience and cowardice are the same things. Conscience is the trade 
mark of the firm. That is all.”” — O.W. 

“To realise one’s nature perfectly — that is what each of us is here for.” 
— O.W. 


(1907) 


“T am that which is.” 
‘No mortal man dare lift the veil.” 


“He is alone of himself; to him alone do all men owe their being.” — 
Religion Of Beethoven; August, 1805. 

“Realise your youth while you have it. Don’t squander the gold of your 
days listening to the tedious — trying to improve the hopeless failure — or 
giving away your life to the ignorant, the common or the vulgar — which 
are the aims, the false ideals of our Age. Live! Live the wonderful life 
which is in you. Let nothing be lost upon you. Be always reaching.... Be 
afraid of nothing.” — O.W. 

“Ambition is a curse if you are not ... proof against everything else, 


unless you are willing to sacrifice yourself to your ambition.” — A Woman 
(K.M.). 

“It cannot be possible to go through all the abandonment of music and 
care humanly for anything human afterward.” — A Woman. 


“All musicians, no matter how insignificant, come to life emancipated of 
their power to take life seriously. It is not one man or woman but the 
complete octave of sex that they desire.” — A.W. 

“You feel helpless under the yoke of creation.” — A.W. 

“Nature makes such fools of us! What is the use of liking anyone if the 
washerwoman can do exactly the same thing? Well, this is Nature’s trick to 
ensure population.” — A.W. 

“Most women turn to salt, looking back.” — A.W. 

“Big people have always entirely followed their own inclinations. Why 
should we remember the names of people who do what everyone does? To 
(be in) love with success 1s to be illustrious.” — A.W. 

“T do not want to earn a living; I want to live.” — O.W. 

“You inspect yourself from the heights of an inspiration and rebound in 
sickening jolts from pinnacles to the mud on the street.” — A.W. 


“A woman really cannot understand music till she has the actual 
experience of those laboriously con- cealed things which are evidently the 
foundation of them all.” — A.W. (K.M.) 

“The translation of an emotion into act is its death — its logical end.... 
But ... this way isn’t the act of unlawful things. It 1s the curiosity of our 
own temperament, the delicate expression of our own tendencies, the 
welding into an Art of act or incident some raw emotion of the blood. For 
we castrate our minds to the extent by which we deny our bodies.” — O.W. 

March 20, 1907. Selections from Dorian Gray 

“Being natural is simply a pose — and the most irritating pose I know.... 
I like persons with no principles better than anything else in the world.” 

“The worst of having a romance of any kind is that it leaves one so 
unromantic.” 

“Those who are faithful know only the trivial side of love; it is the 
faithless who know love’s tragedies.” 

“No influence is immoral — immoral from the scientific point of view. 
Nothing can cure the soul but the senses — just as nothing can cure the 
senses but the soul.” — O.W. 


2 


The novel, Juliet , which Kathleen Beauchamp began on May 18th, 1907, 
her last term at Queen’s, shows this influence. She absorbed so completely 
what she was reading at the time; it became such a part of her, that 1t was 
inevitable she should reflect something of it, just as she reflected in all of 
her writing her state, her immediate attitude to life, as well as her mood of 
the moment. 

What she was writing for herself, then, was vastly different from the 
sketches she wrote for publication in the College Magazine. Those, with 
one exception, had been stories of her New Zealand childhood. That 
exception was the second to be published (March, 1904), Die Einsame, 
unlike the others in style, with something of herself in its conception of the 
solitary life of the spirit, but in its form obviously influenced by her 
reading. Ida Baker, at the same time, had written a story “practically the 
same thing, but, of course, without the literary mark,” as she explained :”it 
was because we were so much in harmony.” 

Kathleen’s story was highly spoken of by Miss Bedford, the drawing 
instructor. In her next three, nevertheless, she returned to her childhood 


theme, in great contrast to the contributions which made up the rest of the 
magazine : what The Candid Critic, a caustic scarlet-covered junior 
pamphlet appearing in June, 1905, called “Odes to Spring and Fairy Tales 
by College Hans Andersens.” Her next published sketch (December, 1904) 
was Your Birthday, a sprightly but very tender study of a child. For the 
following half-yearly issue (July, 1905) the twenty-second year of the 
magazine, Kathleen Beauchamp was sub-Editor and Ida Baker, Treasurer. 
Kathleen’s story was One Day, a day in the life of the children of her 
family; and, her sister says, a true picture. She had not yet mastered her 
material, however, and the style was artificial, though there were some 
amusing and several charming touches and consistent character drawing of 
the four children. For the next issue (December, 1905) she was Head Editor, 
with Francis Maurice sub-Editor. In that number, her sketch, About Pat, 
showed something of the perception that triumphed in her later work. 


She evidently had no connection with the issue of her final term (July, 
1906). By that time she was writing for herself alone. She was beginning to 
live vividly and with new awareness, and she was putting so much of it into 
Juliet that the “novel” was too “advanced” to be offered to a college 
audience. 
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During the time she was writing Juliet (her last three months at Queen’s) 
Arnold Trowell was in London giving recitals at the Bechstein Hall, before 
audiences that were, for the most part, very enthusiastic. He had finished his 
two years’ study in Brussels, and had been playing on the Continent. 
Kathleen herself heard him in Brussels on March 26th (1906), while she 
was on Easter holidays under the chaperonage of Bell Dyer. What must 
have been her exhilaration to sit in that audience applauding with 
enthusiasm the boy whom she had made her artistic counterpart during the 
three years since she left New Zealand? All was altered. All was different 
from that far-away time of her childhood when she had sat in the Sydney 
Street Hall in Wellington and listened to the fourteen-year-old “local 
prodigy.” She felt that she was a woman now. Through her reading, through 
glimpses of London cafés, she felt she “knew life.” How much older she 
thought herself than most of the girls about her! And the belief that this 
genius of seventeen, this young composer who could transport his 


audiences actually belonged to her, sent her imagination winging in the 
wake of his music to ecstasy. 

It was about this time — when they met again — that there was a tacit 
agreement between them practically amounting to an engagement. 

While she was in Brussels, too, she met Rudolph, upon whom she 
modelled the “villain” in Juliet. Rudolph was one of Arnold’s musician 
friends — a handsome, excitable and temperamental youth. He had brusque 
ways, covering his supersensitiveness. It was he who gave Kathleen the cue 
to calling Arnold “Old Hoss,” with a clap on the shoulder (perhaps it was, 
too, a reminiscence of 7ri/by, which was a favourite book of Kathleen’s at 
this time). 

Rudolph shot himself soon afterward. Kathleen took it very much to 
heart. This experience of sudden death in her own world — the death of a 
friend of Arnold, a boy whom she had known, and who had fired her 
imagination — was quite another thing from “knowing life” through books. 
This was her first personal experience of the feeling which she later tried to 
convey through Laura (in The Garden Party) whose bewilderment she 
described in a letter : 

“The diversity of life, and how we try to fit in everything, Death 
included. That is bewildering for a person of Laura’s age. She feels things 
ought to happen differently. First one and then another. But life isn’t like 
that. We haven’t the ordering of it. Laura says, ‘But all these things must 
not happen at once.’ And Life answers, ‘Why not? How are they divided 
from each other?’ And they do all happen; it is inevitable.” 


She was too near the beginning of things, then, to be able to add: 

“And it seems to me there is beauty in that inevitability.” 

She met Maata again. Maata stayed in London for a short time on her 
way back from Paris. She came — a finished little Parisian in dress and 
manner.”She kept her feet as exquisitely as she did her hands,” Maata’s 
mother said. Their meeting was rapturous and romantic. Two years later, 
when they both were keeping diaries (and Kathleen preserved Maata’s all 
her life, expecting to make some use of it) she looked back longingly to that 
time together in London : 

“In the pocket of an old coat I found one of Ariadne’s gloves — a cream 
coloured suede glove fastening with two silver buttons. It has been there 
two years — but still it holds some exquisite suggestion of Carlotta (Maata) 


— still when I lay it against my cheek I can detect the sweet of the perfume 
she affected. O, Carlotta — have you remembered? We were floating down 
Regent Street in a hansom — on either side of us the blossoms of golden 
light — and ahead a little half hoop of a moon.” 

When Maata had gone, Kathleen arranged to meet the Trowell brothers. 
This was possible by taking advantage of the permission given to girls over 
a certain age to go out in the company of another Queen’s girl. 

“I met them both (writes one of her friends) at the London Academy of 
Music, where Kathleen went to play in the orchestra every Friday (I 
believe). I thought them (the two T.’s) the most extraordinary beings I had 
ever met. Red-haired, pale, wearing huge black hats (a very familiar thing 
that, now) and smoking the longest cigarettes I had ever seen, or have.” 

From that purely external picture, one can guess the importance of the 
two brothers in Kathleen’s life at this time. They were authentic denizens of 
the enchanted world of Art, wearing its livery. In their company, and their 
genuine friendship, Kathleen was for moments made free of another kind of 
existence; and she was stirred far beyond anything she had known in what 
one of the girls called “the hot-bed of emotion” at Queen’s. 

Then the realisation — so evident in her journal and her “novel” of that 
time — began to creep over her : she did not mean to Arnold what she 
believed he meant to her. Yet, vividly as she forced herself to meet her 
experiences, she could not at once accept this appalling thing. At first it was 
just a shadow, reflected in her writing, but not received as reality. Two years 
later she still was refusing to accept it as truth, even when she wrote to 
Arnold in her journal a letter not to be sent : 

“... O — let it remain as it is — Do not suddenly crush out this, the 
beautiful flower — I am afraid even while I am rejoicing ...” 

It did not make it any easier that she was in love with an ideal which she 
herself had created during those changing and emotional three years when 
she had not seen him, but had built up her dream through letters — so many 
more on her part than on his. It was not until her return to London three 
years later, that she was to face the real truth of the situation. Now, in Ju/iet, 
she admitted it for a moment, in fancy only to deny it later : 

“She hates me,’ Rudolph said. 

““T only wish she hated me,’ said David. ‘It is an impossible position — I 
feel as though I ought to love her ... but I do not. She is too much like me. I 
understand her too well. We are both too moody. We both feel too much the 


same about everything ... and so she does not attract me. Do you 
understand?’” 

Two chapters from Juliet reflect something of what was happening then : 
the uneasiness, the sleeplessness of the time when she was meeting Arnold. 
Her room-mate remembers that she came back from those meetings in a 
state so highly strung that she would throw herself on the bed, weeping 
violently; that she talked and moaned and walked in her sleep; that she went 
to fortune-tellers to “try to discover the future”; that she started going to 
séances, which only upset her the more. One day she announced to the girls 
that she was “going to have a séance”’; and when they prepared for the table 
rapping, she “went into a trance” — as one of them remembers— “and 
talked so wildly that we were frightened out of our wits, and had to shake 
her violently to bring her back to herself.” 

Since Arnold had come to London, everything had subtly changed for 
Kathleen. It was not Arnold’s coming, merely, nor Garnet’s coming — then. 
It was that intangible shifting of relationships of which Katherine Mansfield 
was always so acutely aware. Everything was weaving a new pattern — 
and a strange light played over it — shadowed, diffused. In it they all 
looked different; and she, too, as she looked down upon herself, seemed 
strange. 

Her manner toward Ida appeared abrupt to spectators. They heard her say 
:?’Oh, I couldn’t come then!” after Ida had waited for her at an appointed 
place. They heard her say :”Ida! Get my handkerchief from the left-hand 
bureau drawer!” And they heard Ida’s quiet reply :’ Yes, Katie darling.” Yet 
it was the sign that now all was accepted, the adjustment made; and that it 
was sometimes difficult for Kathleen to reveal herself to one who — 
because she loved her — could interpret the secret most poignant meaning 
:’T feel I have to tear a delicate veil from my heart when I speak to her; and 
I feel that I oughtn’t to tear it. Is that nonsense?” Though she hid, at 
moments, behind a mask, there was the tacit acceptance, only rarely 
remarked as when, a dozen years later, they had discussed the inexplicable, 
and Katherine Mansfield,” talking it over” afterwards with herself : 

“T must not forget the long talk L. M. and I had.... The marvel is that she 
understands. No one else on earth could understand.” (And on that same 
occasion)” All that week she had her little corner. ‘I may come into my little 
corner tonight?’ she asks timidly, and I reply — so cold, so cynical— ‘If 
you want to.’ But what would I do if she didn’t come?” 


There was the wordless thing between them which they knew, and no 
other : that Ida, uninstructed, understood certain of Katherine’s needs, as 
Katherine, by her very being, supplemented Ida’s. The din around them, the 
mischances, the nervous tensions of daily living could not intrude upon the 
centre of peace, the “silent singing” of that which lay between. 

In Queen’s College days Ida was one “with whom she could be herself.” 
Kathleen knew (and there were times when she desperately needed to 
know) that no matter what could happen in her world, Ida was steadfast. 
They evolved between them, once, a symbol : Ida was the tall green 
column, and herself the live bird who rested upon it — and from it flew 
away — only to return before taking the new flight. Except for occasional 
restless periods, it was always to be so. Superficial circumstances might 
seem to intervene, but the intangible relationship remained — out of sight, 
at times — beyond reach, even — yet recognised, acknowledged, as when 
Katherine Mansfield wrote from Paris in 1915: 

“You sent me a letter from L. M. which was simply marvellous. She 
wrote, as she can, you know, of all sorts of things, grass and birds and little 
animals and herself and our friendship with that kind of careless, very 
infinite joy — There is something quite absolute in Lesley — She said at 
the end of a page— ‘Katie, dearie — what is Eternity?’ She’s about the 
nearest thing to eternal that I could ever imagine. I wish she were not so far 
away...” 

The chapters of Juliet written during the last months at Queen’s show not 
only the restlessness which Kathleen seemed impotent to control, but also 
the fierce rebellion which rose in her at her father’s intention of taking the 
girls back to New Zealand, when they had finished college at the end of 
July, 1906; and her desperate and unavailing attempts to persuade the 
family to let her remain in London. That they were unable to understand the 
depth of her desire is not remarkable; neither is it strange that it should have 
seemed to her impossible to be torn from a place where she felt her whole 
life was centred — all her friends and her interests, and all her 
opportunities. She believed in herself — yet when one is young, if that 
belief is not supported by the belief of another, the doubt creeps in :”Can I 
do this thing?” So she flew to Ida, crying :’But you believe in me — don’t 
you?” 

Her father said, in bewilderment :”I hardly know the girls; I’ve lost them 
now. Ill never send the two younger children ‘home’ to be educated.” 


But Kathleen, reassured, said to her room-mate :’When I get to New 
Zealand, Pll make myself so objectionable that theyll have to send me 
away.” Even then she had perception enough — penetration enough — to 
know the one way of escape. 

} a 


47 Fitzherbert Terrace, Wellington 


Chapter XI Wellington: 47 Fitzherbert Terrace 


“T do not want to earn a living; I want to live.” — Oscar Wilde. (K. M.’s 
Note Book, 1907.) 
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The Beauchamp family moved to 47 Fitzherbert Terrace soon after the girls 
returned to Wellington. The Terrace was the short street behind Tinakori 
Road, on the other side of the Gully. A swinging bridge joined the two from 
the Walter Nathan’s corner (which was No. 13 on Tinakori Road, beside 
Kathleen’s birthplace) to Miss Swainson’s School, second from the bottom 
of Fitzherbert Terrace. No. 47 was a huge house — larger than “Chesney 
Wold,” larger than 75 Tinakori Road. It stood second from the top of 
Fitzherbert Terrace, where the trams turned on Molesworth Street. 

On one of her first days back in Wellington, Kass went over the old 
haunts — down Hill Street, past the Green Gate, through the short cut to the 
Convent gardens. Had it dwindled, had it changed, while she was away in 
London? 

“I. x. 06. 

“T walk along the broad, almost deserted street. It has a meaningless, 
forsaken, careless look — like a woman who has ceased to believe in her 
beauty. The splendid rhythm of life is absent. With their white faces the 
people pass to and fro — silently — drearily — All colour seems to have 
lost its keenness. The street is as toneless as a great stretch of sand. And 
now I pass through the narrow iron gates up the little path and through the 
heavy doors into the church. Silence hung motionless over the church; the 
shadow of her great wings darkened everything. Through the door the 
figures of the saints showed — and the altar shone mystical — vision-like. 
Then I noticed there were many people kneeling in the pews — their 
attitude strangely beatific — almost old world. A nun came and sat beside 
me. She raised a passionless, expressionless face — and the rosary shone 
like a thread of silver through her fingers.” 

Now, as Kass leaned from her window in the new home in Fitzherbert 
Terrace, it seemed strange to see so little of the Tinakori Hills, so little of 


the Harbour; and to hear the lumbering of trams mingled with the song of 
tuis. But it was of little moment. She leaned out, looking over the same dark 
pines that used to hide Ole Underwood so long — four years — ago, pines 
with a blue ribbon of asphalt running between; but actually, she was leaning 
out over Mansfield Mews, listening to distant London surging beyond 
Harley Street: 

““Away beyond the line of dark houses there is a sound like the call of the 
sea after a storm — passionate, solemn, strong ...” 

She drew back into the room and looked at herself in the glass : 

“The same Kathie of long ago, and yet not the same.” Then she pulled the 
curtains, to shut out Wellington, to shut in her own world : 

“Here in my room I feel as though I was in London — in London. To 
write the word makes me feel that I could burst into tears. Isn’t it terrible to 
love anything so much? I do not care at all for men, but London — it is Life 

Here in Wellington it was early morning, early spring; there in London it 
was Indian summer, and night, with the lights brilliant in Piccadilly Circus. 
People were streaming from cafés, from the theatres, from Queen’s and 
Bechstein Hall. Perhaps Arnold Trowell had been playing. She heard the 
quick notes of his “clever performance,” the comfortable murmur and 
shuffle of the crowds; she saw the revolving lights. 

Here — Wellington — nobody smoked. No advantages. No writers. No 
artists. No pictures. No books. Who that she knew had heard of Rossetti? 
(She had just said to Mary, the “model pupil” of Miss Swainson :’You 
ought to read Rossetti!”) As for having read Wilde! Their idea of interesting 
conversation was babies and jam-making. Their idea of a big party was 
Godber’s meringues for tea! She /oathed those things; she couldn’t be 
bothered talking or thinking trivialities. After the friends she’d made, after 
“literary London,” Wellington was a prison :”If Denmark’s a prison, then is 
life one.” She had given up everything in coming back, and she was now 
eighteen. She had vowed — she had written the promise to herself, and 
signed it and burned it :’In two years I will be famous.” In two years she 
would be twenty, and buried — as good as dead — at the bottom of the 
world. 

At such times — in such moods — she turned to her ‘cello, or to writing 
and reading. 


From Vignettes 

“A year ago we sat by the fire, she and I, hand in hand, cheek to cheek, 
speaking but little, and then whispering, because the room was so dark, the 
fire so low, and the rain outside so loud and bitter. 

“She, a thin little figure in a long, soft black frock, and a string of 
amethysts around her white throat. 

“Eventually it grew so cold that I dragged the blanket from the bed, and 
we wrapped ourselves up in it, smiling a little and saying, ‘We feel like 
children on a desert island.’ With one hand she held the rough, gaily-striped 
thing up to her chin; the other hand lay in mine. We talked of fame, how we 
both longed for it, how hard the struggle was, what we both meant to do. I 
found a piece of paper, and together we wrote a declaration vowing that in 
the space of one year we should both have become famous. And we signed 
the paper and sealed it; then, dedicating it to the gods, dropped it into the 
fire. For a moment a bright light, and then a handful of ashes. By and bye 
she fell asleep, and I gave her my share of the blanket, and arranged a sofa 
pillow in her low chair. The long night dragged coldly through, while I 
watched her, and thought, and longed, but could not sleep. 

“To-day, at the other end of the world, I have suffered, and she, doubtless, 
has bought herself a new hat at the February sales. Sic transit gloria mundi. 

“K. Mansfield.” 
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The books in her room at the Terrace lined the wall from the floor upwards 
for some four or five feet : sitting on the floor, she could reach any volume. 
The little room was arranged like a studio : her writing table by the window, 
her few treasures carefully placed — the Velasquez Venus, six small nude 
studies, bowls of flowers, her ‘cello “dreaming in the corner.” Like 
Grandmother Mansfield, she loved tidiness; her room was a projection of 
herself. Trespassers were intolerable. 

One afternoon, being torn away from her sanctuary to meet people at tea, 
she startled them all by bursting out furiously :”I loathe this provincial 
place! Nobody in it understands me, and they haven’t any of my interests, 
and I detest it here!” 

And on another occasion :”At five o’clock I go down to Wellington to 
watch Life.” 


Much of her time was spent upstairs, writing. When she closed the door, 
she could shut out the whole world : 

“Oh! this monotonous, terrible rain. The dull, steady, hopeless sound of 
it. I have drawn the curtains across the windows to shut out the weeping 
face of the world — the trees swaying softly in their grief and dropping 
silver tears upon the brown earth, the narrow, sodden, mean, draggled 
wooden houses, colourless save for the dull coarse red of the roof, and the 
long line of grey hills, impassable, spectral-like. 

“So I have drawn the curtains across my windows, and the light is 
intensely fascinating. A perpetual twilight broods here. The atmosphere is 
heavy with morbid charm. Strange, as I sit here, quiet, alone, how each 
possession of mine — the calendar gleaming whitely on the wall, each 
picture, each book, my ‘cello case, the very furniture — seems to stir into 
life. The Velasquez Venus moves on her couch ever so slightly; across the 
face of Manon a strange smile flickers for an instant and is gone, my 
rocking chair is full of patient resignation, my ‘cello case is wrapt in 
profound thought. Beside me a little bowl of mig- nonette is piercingly 
sweet, and a cluster of scarlet geraniums is hot with colour. 

“Sometimes through the measured sound of the rain comes the long, 
hopeless note of a fog horn far out at sea. And then all life seems but a 
crying out drearily, and a groping to and fro in a foolish, aimless darkness. 
Sometimes — it seems like miles away — I hear the sound of a door 
downstairs opening and shutting. 

“And I listen and think and dream until my life seems not one life, but a 
thousand million lives, and my soul is weighed down with the burden of 
past existence, with the vague, uneasy consciousness of future strivings. 

“And the grey thoughts fall upon my soul like the grey rain upon the 
world, but I cannot draw the curtain and shut them out.” ” 
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“The Sketch always reminds me of the morning-room at 47,” Kathleen 
wrote, long afterward, to Marie. This big house, the scene of the tumultuous 
years of her New Zealand life, did not so readily become her “possession” 
as either the two homes in Tinakori Road, or “Chesney Wold” in Karori. 
Yet, had she continued to write, she undoubtedly would have set stories 
here. In 1920 she was turning back toward it, at last, though it had taken ten 
years to transcend the conflict of those days : 


“Even if one does not acquire any ‘fresh meat’ — one’s vision of what 
one possesses 1s continually changing into something rich and strange, isn’t 
it? I feel mine 1s. 47, Fitzherbert Terrace p. e. is colouring beautifully with 
the years and I polish it and examine it, and only now is it ready to come 
out of the store room into the uncommon light of day.” 

The family in 47 was rather quieter than it had been in the earlier homes. 
Bell Dyer had married, in England, and was living (as Wellington put it)’in 
a house full of servants.” The Grandmother had moved to Bolton Street to 
stay with friends. Vera was being courted by a young Canadian geologist 
who was engaged on a survey in New Zealand; and her departure was 
imminent. 

Leslie Heron (“Chummie”) was going away to the Wailaki Boys’ High 
School. He was twelve, now — a fine, upstanding lad with charm and self- 
assurance. Kathleen had been too busied by the urgency of her own 
evolving life to show more affection toward him than toward the other 
members of her family. Probably she was barely conscious of her affection 
at the time. It was something realised much later, as she looked back; yet, 
even two years afterward, she summarised one aspect of her relation to 
“Chummie.” After all, he was her only brother, and a very nice one. 

“I felt maternal toward him. As a baby he clung to me, and all the years 
after, I could, when I looked at him, feel those little hands around my neck. 
He had a little habit of bringing me flowers — a rose, some violets, a spray 
of apple blossom — Yes, he was always coming to me with his hands full 
of flowers. 

“T see him as a little child, sitting on the table, while I scrubbed his 
grubby knees, and after his bath in my room in the morning, in his pink 
pyjamas, his hair curling all over his head, standing on one leg and flicking 
his towel, and crying : ‘It’s a lovely day, dearest.’ (And at night the game, 
‘Payjamaarm. ’) 

“After playing cricket, stumbling up the stairs, hot, out of breath, and his 
shirt collar unbuttoned, his hair on end, damp, and mopping his face with an 
indescribable handkerchief. He was so absentminded, too ... He read 
everything I gave him. 

“TI remember very well saying Good-bye to him. He was going away to 
school, and we kissed for a moment, and then I leaned out of the window. It 
had been raining. The air was very cool and clean. He waved to me from 


the gate, and I listened, hearing his glad little footsteps die down the street, 
fainter and fainter, so fast out of my life.” 

Between Kathleen and her mother there was a certain similarity — a 
particular fastidiousness for one thing, which came to both from the 
Grandmother. Mrs. Beauchamp would refuse a cup of tea having a drop of 
milk spilled in the saucer :’That’s for servants!” she would say; and how 
high poised was her fine little head, with the high arched brows and the 
little frown between, as she said it, so airily. 

Kathleen had something of her mother’s manner; she looked rather like 
her, too — had her colouring. And though she was more Beauchamp than 
Dyer, she had something of her mother’s nature. Mrs. Beauchamp, at one 
time, had wanted to write (her letters always were delightful); she was in 
sympathy with Kathleen’s longing to be a writer, even though she couldn’t 
comprehend the demands, the restrictions, which this desire imposed upon 
her daughter. 


Kathleen once tried to express something of their relationship: 

“... L often long to lean against Mother and know she understands things 
... that can’t be told ... that would fade at a breath ... delicate needs ... a 
feeling of fineness and gentleness. But what Mother hadn’t is an 
understanding of Work.” 

Her mother’s detached air — the way of seeming to live utterly apart 
from the little world to which she willingly gave herself — had by no 
means lessened since the children were grown. If anything, it seemed more 
pronounced now that there was need for keeping up social position. 

Her husband had realised his life-long ambition for acquisition and 
influence; he had now become one of the commercial magnates of New 
Zealand. In 1894 he had been a general merchant and a Justice of the Peace; 
now, in 1907, he was many things beside : a commanding figure in the 
profitable frozen meat trade, a member of the Harbour Board, managing 
director of the Building and Investment Company — he himself had 
purchased land of which the future increase in value was assured — 
Director of the Bank of New Zealand, on the brink of becoming its 
Chairman. He had identified himself completely with the commercial and 
financial development of Wellington during a period of great prosperity, 
and he had prospered accordingly. 


His was the determination to take him straight to his chosen goal, and he 
was near enough to the pioneer to find the materials still flexible in his 
hands. He had the sensitive pride of the man rising rapidly, by his own 
capacities, and he found protection in armour of his own forging. Anything 
which stood in the way of his purpose was, of course, intolerable (and 
Katherine — looking toward such a different goal — was to be her father’s 
daughter). Wealth was the great means to his end, and he expected, as a 
matter of course, to manage his family as he managed his business :’on a 
sound financial basis.” 

Mrs. Beauchamp was not, in any sense,”a climber.” But she loyally kept 
up her end — went to teas, made calls, gave musical evenings and dances 
for the children in the big Fitzherbert Terrace house. Kathleen, at least, 
understood how alien it was from her mother’s own real world : 

“It was the late afternoon when Mrs. Sheridan, after having paid Heaven 
knows how many calls, turned towards home. 

““Thank Heaven that’s all over!’ she sighed, as she clicked the last gate 
to, and stuffed her little Chinese card-case into her handbag. 

“But it was not all over. Although she hadn’t the faintest desire to 
remember her afternoon, her mind, evidently, was determined she should 
not forget it. And so she walked along seeing herself knocking at doors, 
crossing dim halls into large pale drawing-rooms, hearing herself saying, 
‘No, she would not have any tea, thank you. Yes, they were all splendidly 
well. No, they had not seen it yet. The children were going to-night. Yes, 
fancy! he had arrived. Young and good-looking too! Quite an asset! Oh dear 
no! She was determined not to allow any of her girls to marry. It was quite 
unnecessary now-a-days, and such a risk!’ And so on and so on. 

““What nonsense calling is! What a waste of time! I have never met a 
single woman yet who even pretended to like it. Why keep it up then? Why 
not decide once and for all? Mock orange,’ and Mrs. Sheridan woke out of 
her dream to find herself standing under a beautiful mock orange bush that 
grew against the white palings of old Mr. Phillips’ garden. The little 
sponge-like fruits? Flowers? Which were they — shone burning bright in 
the late afternoon sun. 

““They are like little worlds,’ she thought, peering up through the large 
crumpled leaves and she put her hand and touched one gently. Now her 
glove was all brushed with yellow. But it didn’t matter. She was glad, even. 
‘I wish you grew in my garden,’ she said regretfully to the mock orange 


bush, and she went on, thinking, ‘I wonder why I love flowers so much. 
None of the children inherit from me. Laura perhaps. But even then it’s not 
the same. She’s too young to feel as I do. I love flowers more than people, 
except my own family, of course. But take this afternoon, for instance. The 
only thing that really remains is that mock orange.’” 

Kathleen was to comprehend, very fully, in time, her mother’s 
detachment. It arose not as her own did, now, from inward division, from 
the longing of the soul to be in places where the body was not; but rather it 
was the outcome of an existence passed in spaces between the known 
worlds — the almost disembodied life of one for whom” the barriers are 
down ... and you’ve only to slip through.” Finally, in her own experience, 
Katherine was to understand: 

“Once the defences are fallen between you and death they are not built up 
again.... Mother, of course, lived in this state for years. Ah, but she lived 
surrounded. She had her husband, her children, her home, her friends, 
physical presences, darling treasures to be cherished.” 

Yet this suspended state had its inevitable effect upon her children. 
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One thing which the whole family shared was its pleasure in music. The 
father had always enjoyed it, the mother was something of a pianist, and the 
three older girls were talented. Kathleen had composed poems for Vera to 
set to music, and Marie to sing. Their uncle, Mr. Waters, had sung them 
when the girls were at Queen’s, and they were a feature of the musical 
evenings, now, in the big bare music-room at 47, when the trio played: 
Kathleen the’cello, old Mr. Trowell the violin, and various different friends 
the piano. 

Kathleen had been studying the’cello again under old Mr. Trowell. For a 
while, the three girls had a plan to attend a convent at Island Bay — Vera to 
take piano lessons, Kathleen to continue with her’cello, and Marie to do 
needlework. On the way to make arrangements, they waited some time for a 
car; when finally a workman’s car came by, Vera said to the motor-man:’Do 
you think we can manage to take this?” Afterward, Kathleen flared at 
her:”’How could you talk that way to him? We’re all alike! I wish I was 
covered with mud!” 

Since the Island Bay plan did not materialise, Kathleen continued with 
her trio practice in Wellington. Neighbours remember her passing swiftly 


down Tinakori Road — the cumbersome ‘cello apparently no burden — 
and singing as she sped down the hill. They exchanged glances, some of 
them, and laughed:”Aren’t they putting on a lot of style with those big 
instruments!” 

It had been made somewhat difficult for the girls on their return from 
London, not because their father was a self-made man — in this young 
country everyone was self-made — but he had made himself more rapidly 
than most, and when, after the girls’ return,”he took that big house in 
Fitzherbert Terrace,” some Wellington circles resented it. Nor was it 
customary, at that time, for girls to be sent “home” to England to be 
educated. The immediate consequence of this estrangement was that they 
were thrown back, more than ever, upon their own family life, and upon 
their immediate friends. 

Their musical evenings — an outstanding institution in a community 
dependent entirely upon its own resources for diversion — often ended with 
a dance. Thrilling event! Years later Kathleen could capture even the 
anticipation of “a family dance” : 

“The excitement began first thing that morning by their father suddenly 
deciding that, after all, they could have champagne. What! Impossible! 
Mother was joking! 

“A fierce discussion had raged ever on this subject since the invitations 
were sent out, Father pooh-poohing — and refusing to listen, and Mother, 
as usual siding with him when she was with him: (‘Of course, darling: I 
quite agree’) and siding with them when she was with them: (‘Most 
unreasonable. I more than see the point.’) So that by the time they had 
definitely given up hope of champagne, and had focussed all their attention 
on the hock cup instead. And now, for no reason whatever, with nobody 
saying a word to him — so like Father! — he had given in. 

““It was just after Zaidee had brought in our morning tea. He was lying 
on his back, you know, staring at the ceiling, and suddenly he said: don’t 
want the children to think I am a wet blanket about this dance affair. If it’s 
going to make all that difference to them, if it’s a question of the thing 
going with a swing or not going with a swing I’m inclined to let them have 
champagne. I’Il call in and order it on my way to the Bank.” 

““My dear! What did you say?’ 

“What could I say? I was overcome. | said:”That’s very generous of you, 
Daddy dear,” and I placed the entire plate of cut bread and butter on his 


chest. As a kind of sacrifice to the darling. I felt he deserved it and he does 
so love those thin shaves of bread and butter.’ 

““Can’t you see the plate,’ cried Laurie, ‘gently rising and falling on his 
pyjama jacket?’ 

““They began to laugh, but it really was most thrilling. Champagne did 
make all the difference — didn’t it? Just the feeling it was there gave such a 
different.... Oh, absolutely!” 

It was not of this, but of another sketch from the same period of memory 
Her First Ball — that she said: 

“T have been writing about a dance this afternoon, and remembering how 
one polished the floor was so thrilling that everything was forgotten.” 

Then there was the dance itself — the big bare, flower-filled room, 
cleared; an impromptu orchestra playing by the lamplight which threw such 
shadows over the wide sleeves and top-knots of the girls; and the boys 
whom they had known all their lives — now half grown, stiff in “Sunday 
suits,” coming to ask for the waltzes and lancers; Siegfried Eichelbaum, 
Cheviot Bell,’Chummie,” and the Nathans who used to live next door. 

George Nathan asked Kass for a dance on one of these evenings. 

She answered abruptly:’I know you hate me! Why do you ask me to 
dance?” 

He was surprised, but not nonplussed, being one of those stout, hearty 
lads who laugh easily. 

“But I don’t hate you!” he said. 

And he didn’t. He was thinking he couldn’t say she was attractive. He 
liked the slinky type, and she was plump, and had a quick way of speaking 
at you so you never knew what she was going to say.’’She frightens people 
away,” he decided, as he crossed the room for another of Godber’s 
meringues. 
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How differently each of her friends saw Kathleen Beauchamp. It was so all 
of her life. Few of her friends “knew” her: she had an outward chameleon 
quality by which she could match herself to the individual and the situation, 
until her acquaintances were baffled — unable to agree “who she was.” A 
certain sure intuition made her protect herself from most of them. Few 
knew anything of her life beyond their own immediate part in it. She 
completed, rounded off, her experiences quickly; she passed rapidly from 


one circle to another; she seldom mentioned her earlier life to the new 
group, and since she really was a different person in the various stages of 
her swift development she left her acquaintances with widely divergent 
impressions. To herself she was like one in a train who, even as he waves to 
those left behind on the platform, is seeing the new destination which they 
would never know. She often said to Ida:’I’ve finished with all that; now 
let’s forget it!” 

During most of her life she made her friends among those who had an 
artistic aim corresponding to her own. When she returned to Wellington 
most of her first acquaintances were musicians. 

Matty, Mr. Beauchamp’s secretary, was a member of their trio — one 
who could be called upon to accompany Kathleen’s practices. Kathleen 
could telephone to her, when she felt in the mood, as she did on the evening 
when she said: 

“There’s a fine fire in Harold’s study. He and the girls are away. Do 
come, dear. We can talk there. I hate society! There’s so much hypocrisy in 
it!” 

Matty smiled over this with her own peculiar satisfaction. She looked 
upon Kathleen Beauchamp as she might have looked upon the star of a 
troupe of players descended upon Wellington fresh from London. 

She had seen Kathleen for the first time after her return, on a Saturday 
morning in October, at eleven o’clock, entering the D.I.C. tea-room, a social 
centre of Wellington. Hesitating a moment, glancing across the crowded 
little tables, Kathleen met her own eyes in a gilt-framed mirror. With a 
slight pause as she passed it, she pushed the eye-veil back over the little 
round hat with the Mercury wings — her “Wooza” pinned to the back hair 
above the stiff linen collar. She was fully conscious of the glance passing 
between Matty and the girl with her. Matty’s pointed little nose fairly leaned 
toward her cheek in eager agitation. As she passed, Kathleen took out a 
cigarette, and said coolly:” How are you, dear?” 

During the following months she allowed herself to be cultivated. In 
these matters she never was obtuse. 

“What do you think of relatives who call one ‘posey and affected’?” she 
asked Matty once, speaking of a letter received by the family. Secretly 
immensely intrigued, Matty merely answered:’It isn’t very tactful.” Matty 
had concluded that Kathleen could be “posey without its really seeming to 
be affectation.” She who never thought of herself as a picture to be 


appropriately framed was enthralled by what, to her, was remarkable and 
individual in the dress and appearance of Kathleen Beauchamp. After a 
concert which they attended together, someone asked her:”’Who was that 
fine-looking girl you were with?’Matty preened herself over this. She 
secretly thought that Kass had “a fine proud bearing, magnificent dark eyes, 
beautifully waved hair, and distinction,” and she took the compliment to 
herself. 

At one concert Kathleen sat in the balcony, dressed in a simple black 
frock and toying with a red rose; but at an afternoon tea she was wearing a 
plain dress of heavy, stiff stuff and a stiff dark hat, while everyone else was 
fluffy. She told Matty later that Marie had made them, and added: It’s 
counterpane stuff!” 

That was another thing which held Matty charmed and astonished: she 
never knew what Kass would say. Though she always appeared serious, 
though Matty never saw more than a slight change of expression — though 
she spoke in a monotone, she was always making dry comments on things 
and people, which seemed to Matty daring and dangerous and delightful, as 
when, in the middle of a concert, just after a tenor solo, she leaned over to 
her and whispered:” Wasn’t he an elongated clothes horse?” 


Chapter XII: The Growing of Wings 


“The head can offer no account.” — Keats. 
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“T Wish that I was as far advanced in my work as you are in yours — but I 
am far from it,’ Kass had written to “E.K.B.” — Edith (“Edie”) Kathleen 
Bendall — early in 1907. 

About this time the following entry appeared in her Note Book: 

“There is — I think Mr. Trowell. Definitely I have decided not to be a 
musician — It’s not my forte — I can plainly see — The fact remains at 
that — I must be an authoress. Cesar (A.T.) is losing hold of me. Edie 
(E.K.B.) is waiting for me — I shall slip into her arms. They are safest. Do 
you love me?” 

Everyone remembers the laughter greeting her announcement:”I’m going 
to be a writer!”” Her Aunt and Rose remember it, and her cousins, and her 
friends. It was more than half due to her challenging gesture; less than half 
because she didn’t look the part, and because she had been “just Kass” to 
them for so long. 

Independent though she was, Kathleen was always seeking for someone 
in immediate sympathy — someone to create for, someone to speak to in 
creating. Her need was peculiar, and intimately her own. The warm 
immediate relation she sought was to be, as it were, the touchstone of her 
art-speech, to save it from the cynicism and bitterness which, she felt, were 
always threatening to engulf her. As intuitively she felt towards an art in 
accord with the simple miracle of human love, so instinctively she felt 
towards simple human affection as the soil in which alone her peculiar art 
could come to flower. What the relation meant for her she defined when 
writing of her husband thirteen years later.”In fact we are — apart from 
everything else — each other’s critic in that he ‘sees’ me, I see myself 
reflected as more than I appear and yet not more than I AM, and so I 
believe it is with him.” Someone in whom she could see herself reflected as 
more than she appeared, and yet not more than she was — someone in the 
security of whose affection she could let unfold the sensitive tendrils of 


childlike delight and childlike desire which were her essential and secret 
self — such a one she found at this barren moment in E.K.B. Years 
afterwards, when she would speak of E.K.B., the “special” note of 
tenderness would enter her voice, a sure witness to her abiding affection for 
one of the few friends she had known who had enabled her to be herself. 

As early as 1901 Edith Bendall had made little water-colour sketches of 
dark Maori babies for Kass’s album. Her ambition to be an artist — to draw 
children — had crystallised long before Kathleen Beauchamp’s aim was 
focussed. She had a real flair for portraits of children; they blossomed like 
flowers under her hand — so alive, so mobile, such minute individuals. 

If she walked down Tinakori Road and saw a row of little round heads, 
like pale lanterns in the gloom of the Chinaman’s Shop, or if she went into 
the country and saw Maori babies tumbling about an old pah, she could 
keep their faces individual and distinct in memory until she had painted 
them. Indeed, she could remember for years the face of a child who had 
delighted her. 

She and Kathleen stimulated each other’s observation — fanned the 
creative fire. Kathleen’s interest in children was mainly artistic: she saw 
them as colour studies — bright butterfly bows hovering above the fringe 
and long curls (the fashion for children then).”The Little Girl with the 
Fringe” was the child who ran so lightly through those verses. 

Kathleen, watching the children as she walked through the Botanical 
Gardens or down Lambton Quay, made mental notes for daily letters to 
E.K.B. In one she described a group on the Quay: a small red-haired girl in 
a green frock, sitting on the steps of a bead shop holding oranges in her lap, 
the envy of a small boy in a holland suit and his smaller sister emerging 
from an enormous pinafore — her “aggressive little braid” (like the 
triangular tail of a kitten) tied with a huge orange bow. Sympathetic Ida 
receiving letters that were “one long wail,” might well have been astonished 
at these notes — so gay, brimming with colour, with tender amusement. 

There had always been a baby in the Beauchamp home; Kass knew 
children well. Jeanne — a quaint child in sunbonnets, a tiny thing with 
minute hands and feet — had been heard to say:’Daddy’s afraid I’m going 
to be a dwarf.” Leslie “looked such a darling,” Kathleen thought, with his 
short fluff of curls and beaming smile under the huge straw hat he wore 
pushed far back. All of this Kass drew upon, in retrospect, in her poems. 
Her own childhood had been precious to her — secret, lonely,’ behind the 


Blue Mountains.” It was a vivid memory, and being back in New Zealand 
after long absence brought back so much of her fanciful past:’the cabbage 
tree with its hair out of curl,” and “shadow children thin and small.” Her 
mind became a sensitive plate to such impressions. Every memory, every 
observation gave her ideas for a poem. If Jeanne had a new leather belt and 
pulled her waist in like a young lady, Kass said:”I must write a poem on 
that!”’ This ardour, so focussed, so stimulated by E.K.B.’s devotion, inspired 
a series of verses which (when they were posthumously published) Walter 
de la Mare called “as true to childhood as any child poems that we know.” 

E.K.B. was able to share Kathleen’s retrospective childhood in another 
way: in the preference (which she still had) for very small things — some 
tiny shell found at the Bay, a minute flower that they could look down into 
and study — an unknown world which they entered by themselves. 

Her friend was older than Kass. (She had no use for girls of her own age, 
except Maata, who also was living beyond her years.) E.K.B., who might 
herself have sat for a Wedgewood figure, thought Kathleen beautiful. One 
sketch, which she made of her while they were at the Bay, shows a round, 
thoughtful face with beautiful chiselled mouth, fine dark eyes, level brows, 
under a little winged Mercury hat. And E.K.B., like Ida, thought Kathleen’s 
voice “wonderfully lovely — a voice that you couldn’t forget.” Unlike 
Matty, she remembered her as always laughing — effervescing with 
mischief and amusement over the comical situations she noticed when they 
were together, or which she saved to tell. 

When the sketches and verses were finished, in June (1907), Kass copied 
out the poems in violet ink, in a leaping happy hand, and sent them with 
E.K.B.’s illustrations to an editor abroad. 

The poems, alas, were rejected; but they were at least returned. The 
drawings were irretrievably lost. Probably it was this total shipwreck of her 
hopes which caused Kathleen to turn ironically upon the whole affair. She 
had exposed herself, and been repaid for her folly. So she reacted by 
professing to regard the episode as an absurd and childish interlude. 

Here are consecutive entries in the black Note Book: 

“(June 29). 

“TI do not think I shall ever be able to write any child verse again. The 
faculty has gone, I think.” 

“(July). 

“Now E.K.B. is a thing of the past ...” 


Yet, nearly a year later (April, 1908) she collaborated with her again, this 
time writing prose, reflecting once more something of her own childhood 
— the tender and lively sketches of The Thoughtful Child. 
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Though she was turning more and more toward writing, as time passed, 
Kathleen Beauchamp had by no means given up music. It was one of the 
bridges by which she could cross in an instant to London. Music and 
writing had, from the first, been associated in her mind — from that time 
when she was fourteen and composed her first booklet of verse, Little 
Fronds, on the Niwaru, after leaving Arnold Trowell in Wellington. Music 
stimulated her imagination — accelerated it; yet only writing quieted the 
violent surging within her. 

“It is just eight o’clock” (she wrote in her Note Book)’’Perhaps 
somewhere in the world he is waking or dressing, or playing or eating 
breakfast — and I am here — Well, greetings, Caesar (A.T.) and a happy 
day to you. A letter from me arrives in London to-day. It is extraordinary to 
live so far from one’s other self — and yet each day to feel nearer as I feel 
— Everything about him seems to be more plain — now. I think of him in 
any, every situation — and I feel that understand him, too ... I love him — 
but I wonder with all my soul — and here is the kernel of the whole matter 
— the Oscar-like thread — I want to practically celebrate this day by 
beginning to write a book. In my brain, as I walk each day, as I speak, or 
even before playing my ‘cello, a thousand delicate images float and are 
gone. I want to write a book that is unreal, yet wholly possible — because 
out of the question — that raises in the hearts of the readers emotions, 
sensations too vivid not to have effect, which causes a thousand delicate 
tears, a thousand sweet chimes of laughter. I shall never attempt anything 
approaching the histrionic; and it must be ultra-modern. I am sitting right 
over the fire as I write, dreaming, my face hot with coals. Far away a 
steamer is calling, calling, and — God, God — my restless soul!!!” 

During that year she had worked intermittently on the “novel” Juliet, 
completing the first chapters, writing snatches of chapters to follow, but she 
abandoned it now. As she looked back to survey the year just passed, she 
didn’t consider it even worth including in her year’s achievement: 

“June 25, 1907. 


“T hate everybody, loathe myself, loathe my life and love Cesar (A.T.) 
Each week, sometimes every day — tout dépend — when I think of that 
fascinating cult which I wish to absorb me, I come to the conclusion that all 
this shall truly end. Liberty — no matter what the cost, no matter what the 
trial. I begin, hideously unhappy, make, God knows, how many resolves, 
and then break them! One day I shall not do so. 

“T shall ‘strike while the iron is white-hot,’ and praise myself and my 
unconquerable soul. From the amethyst outlook, the situation is devilishly 
fascinating, but it cannot be permanent. The charm consists mainly in its 
instability. I must wander; I cannot — will not — build a house on any 
damned rock. But money, money, money is what I need and do not possess. 
I find a resemblance in myself to John Addington Symonds. 

“The day is white with frost; a low blue mist lingers daintily among the 
pine avenue. It is very cold and there is a sharp sound of carts passing — 
quite early, too. A tram-whistle sounds; a tram passes at the end of the 
street. The maids are putting away crockery. Downstairs in the music-room 
the ‘cello is dreaming. I wonder if it shall be beneath the hands of its Master 
— | think not. 


“Well, a year has passed. What has happened? London behind me — Him 
behind me — Cesar gone. My music has gained, become a thing of 10,000 
times more beauty and strength. I myself have changed rather curiously. I 
am colossally interesting to myself. One fascinating Day has been mine. My 
friend sent me Sonia. 

“And I have written a book of child verse. How absurd. But I am very 
glad; it is too exquisitely novel. And while my thoughts are redolent of 
purple daisies and white sweetness of gardenias, I present the world ‘with 
this elegant thimble.’ I have been engaged to a young Englishman for three 
weeks because his figure was so beautiful. I have been terribly foolish many 
times, especially with Oscar Fox and Siegfried Eichelbaum — but that is 
past. This year coming will be memorable. It will celebrate the Cultivation 
of the inert, the full flowering of the Gardenia. This time next year I shall 
have been born again.” 

Into this adolescent exoticism she reacted from the disappointment of her 
hopes for her book of verse. Meanwhile, as she waited for the realisation of 
her plans and dreams of returning to London, she filled the time, when she 
was not writing, with trio practices. Her friends, as they look back, 


remember her as “the ‘cellist.’ Milly Parker, one of the musicians who 
played with her, describes her own impression so different from Matty’s 
impression, or E.K.B.’s: 

“Windy days and a ‘cello is my first impression of her, for it was in 
Wellington and for trio practices that we met. A neighbour whose sons were 
at that time studying in Brussels, had received a composition from one of 
the boys (I remember the now noted’ cellist Mr. Arnold Trowell), a trio for 
violin, ‘cello and piano. I was asked to help with the piano part, and with 
the proud parent of the young composer playing the violin, some 
tremendous practising was done. And so a delightful acquaintance began. 
Our neighbour removed his household to London shortly afterward, but 
from that time until seas came between us, Miss Beauchamp brought her’ 
cello to our home for practice every Thursday morning without fail. 

“It is easy to remember her standing at the door, with rather an air of a 
wandering minstrel, strands of wind blown hair clinging to a little round 
hat, her ‘cello slung by a strap over her shoulder.... 

“I think of her dressed in brown, for she had a fancy to play in a frock 
that ‘toned’ with the ‘cello, as though with a desire to merge herself with 
the instrument and that indeed was an understanding characteristic of her 
clever playing. Player and instrument were as one, and quaintly Bohemian, 
seeming almost a little foreign by way of strange temperament. 

“At the time I knew her Kass Beauchamp was a remarkable ‘cellist for 
the short period which she had then been studying the instrument, and she 
was a person of unexpected replies, too, I recall. To a party of friends one 
afternoon she played the Boellmann Variation Symphonique very 
beautifully. At the conclusion of the piece someone exclaimed, ‘I do wish I 
could play the ‘cello.’ ‘So do I!’ was the quick response.” 

She alternated, in her work with Mr. Trowell, between the depths of 
discouragement and depression, and the heights of happiness and transport. 
She reflected in her playing, as in her writing, her state of mind, her mood 
of the moment, her ideal of herself or of Arnold. When she felt she was 
becoming a musician, and Mr. Trowell was pleased with her progress and 
talent, she soared on wings: when she felt she was not growing at the swift 
pace she had set herself, she was desperate. In all this she was not unlike 
Marie Bashkirtseff — in those days at the studio when the Russian girl 
could be lifted to dizzy heights, or dashed to despair by the Master’s word 
or look. Kathleen’s was a different and more varied record; but the 


desperate struggle against being “nailed to the same place,” the divination 
of the imperative need for a rapid, an early flowering of a life which was to 
be cut short, was paramount in both. 

“Evening. June 25, 1907. 

“All the morning I played very difficult music and was happy. In the 
afternoon came Ceesar’s father and I played. I was unhappy. I did not play 
well; my hand and wrist hurt me horribly, and I did not feel that glorious 
hidden well of music deep in me. I was too sad. Ceesar’s father depressed 
me. I felt that something was making him suffer, and I knew what it was; so 
I suffered, too... I gave them a great bouquet of camellias to take home. I 
played a whole Bach concerto by sight, and Mr. T. had copied for me 
something beautiful. I am glad that it came into my life to-day. Then in the 
Abendadmmerung I went out into the streets... It was so beautiful; the full 
moon was like a strain of music heard through a closed door. Mist over 
everything. The hills mere shadows to-night. I became terribly unhappy; I 
almost wept in the street; and yet music enveloped me again, caught me, 
held me, thank Heaven! I would have died, I should be dead but for that. I 
sent Mr. T. a beautiful book, something that I truly treasure.” 

“Aug. 27. 

“A happy day. I have spent a perfect day” (she wrote in a leaping, happy 
hand).’’Never have I loved Mr. Trowell so much, or felt so in accord with 
him, and my ‘cello expressing everything. This morning we played Weber’s 
Trio — tragic, fiercely dramatic, full of rhythm and accent. And then this 
afternoon, I became frightened. I felt that I had nothing to play — that I 
could not touch the concerto, that I had not improved. How horrible it was 
— yet the sunlight lay on the Music-room floor — and my ‘cello was warm 
to touch. He came — and in the instant we understood each other and I 
think he was happy. O joyous time, it was almost inhuman — and to hear 
that, ‘Bravely done — You’ve a real good grip of it all. Very good.’ I would 
not have changed those words for all the laurel wreaths in existence. And to 
end with a Weber Fugue passage for first violin and then ‘cello. It bit into 
my blood. Aprés we had tea and currant buns in the Smoking Room and ate 
to the accompaniment of the Fugue. And discussed Marriage and Music 
the mistake that a woman makes ever to think she is first in a musician’s 
estimation; it must inevitably be first his Art. I know; I understand; and also 
lack of sympathy. If I marry Cesar — and I thought of him all the time — I 
think I could prove a great many things. Mr. Trowell said— ‘She must 


share his glories and always keep him on the heights.’... He could not 
infuse enough love into his voice this afternoon, nor I for him. Good 
evening — my Cesar — To-night I shall speak through your music.” 

Crossing that silver bridge by her music — so swiftly, so lightly, was 
enough at isolated moments of rapture; but at night in her room when the 
windy, bracing day had passed, dark thoughts crowded upon her and she 
longed for something more. Then, not even writing could shut away 
loneliness; she might pour out all her ardent longing for London, but the 
words were cramped and cold on the page. Well enough to write stories 
and sketches, or verse, by daylight; but late at night only letters could 
suffice. Then it was she wrote so volubly to Ida, to Gwen, to Mimi, but 
most particularly to Arnold: 

“Sunday Ii, Vii. 07. 

“Beloved — 

Though I do not see you, know that I am yours — every thought — every 
feeling in me belongs to you — I wake in the morning and have been 
dreaming of you — and all through the day, while my outer life is going on 
steadily — monotonously, even drearily — my inner life I live with you — 
in leaps and bounds. I go through with you every phase of emotion that is 
possible — loving you. To me you are man, lover, artist, husband, friend — 
giving me all — and I surrendering you all — everything — And so this 
loneliness is not so terrible to me — because in reality my outer life is but a 
phantom life — a world of intangible, meaningless grey shadow — my 
inner life pulsates with sunshine and music and happiness — unlimited, 
vast unfathomable wells of happiness and you. One day we shall be together 
again and then — and then, only, I shall realise myself — shall come to my 
own — because I feel — I have always felt — that you hold in your hands 
— just those closing, final bars which leave my life song incomplete — 
because you are to me more necessary than anything else. Nothing matters 
— nothing is while you usurp my life — O — let it remain as it is. Do not 
suddenly crush out this, the beautiful flower — I am afraid — even while I 
am rejoicing.... 

“Kath Schonfeld.” 

What she wrote in her Note Book during those days of impatient waiting 
for release made the time endurable; they were not mere letters — were 
conversations, rather, as she weighed for herself the events of the day and 
the importance and meaning of all this in her life: 


“Aug. 20, 1907. 

“Rain beating upon the windows and a wind-storm violent and terrible. I 
came up into my room to go to bed — and suddenly — half undressed — I 
began thinking and looking at Cesar’s portrait — and wondering. Now I 
feel that I could have written: ‘Beloved, I could bury my face in the pillow 
and weep and weep and weep. Here it is night and wind and the rain. You 
are in a flood of sunlight and daylight and the thunder of traffic — the 
(wave?) of life. I must possess it, too — I must suffer and conquer — I must 
leave here — I cannot look ahead into the unutterable grey vastness of 
misty future years. Do you know that you are all in all — you are my 
Life... I am bored and miserable to-night, so forgive me. I am sick of 
barrenness and I want to laugh and I want to listen — Words will not be 
found — but how Ifee/, and now to bed, hopefully to lie and look into the 
darkness and think, and weave beautiful scarlet patterns — and hope to 
dream — My ‘cello is better, but I fancy Mr. Trowell is annoyed with me. 
That must not happen. What is to become of us a// — I am so eager — and 
yet that is all 

— Buon ripose.” 

Then there came a letter that for the time changed everything — about 
Arnold Trowell. Ida was faithfully sending Kathleen cuttings from London 
papers, notices of his recitals. When he played, she gleaned every morning 
and evening paper, carefully labelling notices even of three lines. If she 
heard any word of him, she sent it speedily. On August 28th, the mail 
brought particular news from her; Arnold said, later, that she had been 
misinformed, but Kathleen could not know that, then. It was one of those 
times when a letter seemed to shatter her world: 

“Aug. 28. 

“IT had a letter from Adelaida to-day about Arnold Trowell — And at 
present I have no idea how I felt. First so sorrowful, so hurt, so pained — 
that I contemplated the most outrageous things; but now only o/d and angry 
and lonely, and as though everything except my ‘cello had lost its interest 
for me — Now what is it to be? Shall I applaud him in his manner of living 
— Shall I say — Do as you please — Live as you like — See Life — gain 
Experience, increase your outlook, or shall I condemn it. This is how I 
think. It’s a great pity that artists do live so. But as they do — we// — But I 
shall not.” 


Chapter XIII: First Short Stories 


“Ambition is a curse 1f you are not ... proof against everything else, unless 
you are willing to sacrifice yourself to your ambition.” — K.M. (Note Book, 
1907.) 
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Even in these early years she was torn — like that other Katya (of The 
Tedious Story), and like Marie Bashkirtseff — by the conflict peculiar to 
one having the temperament and the ideals of genius. In her very ardour to 
achieve, she was paralysed at times by what Baudelaire called /a stérilité 
des écrivains nerveux. It was not until, like Blake, she had passed through 
innocence to experience, and through experience to a new innocence again 
that she could write as easily and naturally as a bird sings; not because she 
wanted to be a writer, but because she wanted to write. During these early 
years, she was in the throes of a power too strong for her. She had not yet 
known — except at a few rare happy instants — 

“*.,. the moment when the act of creation takes place — the mysterious 
change — when you are no longer writing the book, it is writing, it 
possesses you.” 

Letters were always her means of “taking the soundings.” To Ida alone 
during those two years she wrote a packet more than a foot square. Ten 
years later, looking through them hurriedly, she said:”This is such young, 
unformed work; there’s no time to sort it; let’s destroy it all.” And though 
Ida had guarded them preciously for ten years, she answered gently: They 
belong to you, Katie,” and helped her burn them — too many for a fireplace 
— in a garden bonfire. Those letters were “just one long wail” — all the 
unhappy aspects of her existence. When she had put, in one of them, a 
laughing picture of herself with Chummie and little Jeanne, Ida wrote 
back: But how can you laugh!” 

Her own room was by no means the only place where she wrote; as she 
wrote every day, so she wrote everywhere. The Note Books that always 
went with her, a very part of herself, are eloquent of the tremendous efforts 


she was continually making “to become a writer”; of her anxiety concerning 
her talent and her possibilities of achievement: 

“I. x. 1906. 

“T am full of ideas tonight. And they must at all costs germinate. I have 
seen enough to make me full of fancy. I should like to write something so 
beautiful, and yet modern, and yet student-like and full of summer.... 

“Now truly I ought to be able, but I don’t feel by any means confident. 
Oh, do let me write something really good, let me sketch an idea and work 
it out. Here is silence and peace and splendour — bush and birds. Far away 
I hear builders at work upon a house — and the tram sends me half crazy. 
Let it be a poem... 

“And I shall do well. Bright sunshine, now. I am glad. It will be a 
beautiful afternoon — but, I pray you, /et me write.” 


“Dec. 28. 

“... Lought to make a good author. I certainly have the ambition and the 
ideas, but have I the power to carry me all through? Yes....” 

“IT have read enough for this afternoon. Now I want to write. Shall I be 
able I wonder? Here is the attempt. 

“T can write nothing at all. I have many ideas but no grip of any subject. I 
want to write verses — but they won’t come.... I cannot get a charming 
effect anyway. It’s hatefully annoying and disheartening. But there is 
nothing like trying, so I shall make a further attempt. I should like to write 
something just a trifle mysterious — but really very beautiful and original. 

“The Growing of Wings. 

“Try to make some sort of sketch of the whole. It will be far simpler — 
so to speak — block it in — For instance place your characters carefully 
and completely — She is born in New Zealand. At the death of her Father 
she is sent to London to Miss Pitts who keeps a boarding house for the 
young girls who wish to study at the various colleges. Here is the 
opportunity for sketching in say — a pal.... Constance Foster and Miss 
Manners. They are taken by Miss Manners to see her nephew Paul Hardy 
— author.” 

Even at that time — when she was between eighteen and twenty — she 
seemed to be turning definitely toward the short story form; and though she 
wrote sketches with such facility, there seemed always the one story 
haunting her — the story of her birth in the storm, and her early life in New 


Zealand. Again and again she started it in her Note Books; and those 
abandoned beginnings are significant not only of the immediate influences 
working upon her — the mark of her reading, the effect of her study of 
style, her sensitiveness to delicate atmosphere, to ironic overtones; but also 
of the manner in which she modified characters whom she knew to meet 
artistic demand: 

“T should like to write a life much in the style of Walter Pater’s Child in 
the House. About a girl in Wellington; the singular charm and barrenness of 
that place — with climatic affects — wind, rain, spring, night — the sea, 
the cloud — beauty. And then to leave the place and go to Europe. To live 
there a real existence — to go back and be utterly disillusioned, to find out 
the truth of all — to return to London — to live there an existence so full 
and so strange that life itself seemed to greet her — and ill to the point of 
death return to W. and die there. The story — no, it would be a sketch, 
hardly that, more a psychological study — of the most () character. I should 
fill it with sinister disturbance and also of the strange longing for the 
artificial. I should call it Strife — and the child I should call — Ah, I have it 
— I’d make her a half-cast Maori and call her Maata. Bring into it Hasbrick 
the guide.” 

And when this story would not grow, she was thrown into black fits of 
depression, into dark moods of restlessness; just as, when a story flowered, 
she was released again happy and free. But she had to wait for maturity — 
until she could look back upon her childhood from innumerable points of 
exile — before this story could be written. 

No time or place seemed impossible for her writing. She had a special 
“corner” of her own in the Parliamentary Library where she was made to 
feel at home. She wrote on a moving caravan — scrawled pencil jottings of 
all she saw on the journey through the wild King Country in November. 
She wrote as they returned on the train — as, invariably, when travelling 
alone, she jotted descriptions of her compartment companions. While she 
waited for a concert to begin (Clara Butt and Kennerley Rumford, who 
were touring Wellington) she described acquaintances in the music hall, and 
then began a new chapter of her “novel” Juliet; as when waiting for Arnold 
Trowell to play in London, she had scrawled a note of the audience, and his 
probable state of mind: 

“There are a more or less large number of weak looking females waiting 
here of the slightly mushroom hat type — the flannel coat and skirt type. I 


feel rather self-conscious, so I doubtless look arrogant. No other man to be 
seen. What must the feeling of the Master be. In two hours he will be 
playing. Does that excite him — is he too blasé for excitement — Is he 
looking at his fiddle — calling out — lifting — the lid of his case — Yet I 
think not — or he is eating the proverbial Sausage with his ...” 

She scribbled a letter in German to Arnold while she was waiting for 
someone before the Court House in Wellington. Alone in the Library at 
home in Fitzherbert Terrace, she experimented with several versions of a 
Vignette — the view from the window. 

It was her custom, in those days (in composing one of the slight sketches 
which she called Vignettes), to write the first draft quickly under the 
impulse of her original idea; then to experiment with it — crossing out 
words and lines, revising the first text; later to rewrite completely, retaining 
only certain sentences and phrases from the first draft — really giving the 
idea a new chance to form itself. 


In this same manner she wrote in the Day’s Bay cabin, and at Island Bay 
(where she told Matty she was going “to the sea for copy’): 

“Thursday (Feb.) 

“T am at the sea — at Island Bay, in fact — lying flat on my face on the 
warm white sand. And before me the sea stretches. 

“To my right — shrouded in mist, like a fairy land — a dream country — 
the snow mountains of the South Island; to my left fold upon fold of 
splendid golden hills. Two white light-houses, like great watching birds 
perched upon them. A huge yellow dog lies by me. He is wet and ruffled 
and I have no boots or stockings on — a pink dress — a panama hat — a 
big parasol. Adelaida, I wish that you were with me. 

“Where the rocks lie their shadow is thickly violet upon the green blue — 
you know that peacock shade of water. Blueness — with the blueness of 
Rossetti — green with the greenness of William Morris. Oh, what a 
glorious day this is. I shall stay here until after dark — walking along the 
beach — the waves going over my feet — drinking a great deal of tea — 
and eating a preposterous amount of bread and apricot jam at a little place 
called the Cliff House. Across the blue sea a boat is floating with an orange 
sail. Now the Maori fishermen are sailing in — their white sail bellying in 
the wind. On the beach a group of them — with blue jerseys, thick trousers 
rolled to their knees. The sun shines on their thick crisp hair — and shines 


on their faces so that their skins are the colour of hot amber. It shines on 
their brown arms — bare legs. They are drawing in a little boat called To 
Kooti, the wet rope running through their fingers and falling in a mystic 
pattern on the foam blown sand.” 

This was refashioned into this Vignette: 

“Evening By the Sea. 

“Lying thus on the sand — the foam almost washing over my hands I feel 
the magic of the sea. Behind the golden hills the sun is going down — a 
ruby jewel in a luminous setting — and there is a faint flush everywhere 
over sea and land. To my right the sky has blossomed into vivid rose, but to 
my left the land is hidden by a grey blue mist — here and there a suggestion 
of sun colour. It is like land seen from a ship — a very long far away 
oceanland — mirage — enchanted country. I see birds — high in the air — 
fly screaming toward the light. It beats upon their white crests; it flames 
upon their dull wings. 

“Far away a little boat is sailing in the sweet water. And now the Italian 
fishermen are sailing in — their white sail bellying in the breeze. Several 
come rowing in a little boat. They spring ashore. The sun shines on their 
crisp black hair — it shines on their faces so that their skin is the colour of 
hot amber — on their bare legs and strong bare arms. They are dragging 
towards them their boat. The long black wet rope running through their 
fingers — falling in a mystic pattern on the foam blown sand. 

“They call to one another. I cannot hear what they say, but against the 
long rhythmic pulse of the sea, their voices sound curiously mystical like 
voices in a dream. 

“And there are exquisite golden brown sprays and garlands of seaweed 
— set about with berries white and brown. Are they flowers blown from the 
garden of the sea king’s daughter — does she wander through the delicate 
coral forest seeing them — her long hair floating behind... playing upon a 
little silver shell? 

“And near me I see a light upon the blue coast — steadily, tenderly 
luminous a little candle set upon the great altar of the world. The glow pales 
in the sky — on the land — but the voice of the sea grows stronger. Oh, to 
sail and sail with the heart of the sea — It is darkness and silence.” 

Revised yet again, this Vignette was one of the sheaf which she sent to 
her friends in England. She had to keep in touch during this time. It was 


always so. She asked, years later:’To whom did I always write when I kept 
those huge, complaining diaries? Was it to myself?” 

At this time Kathleen practised writing, as she practised music. The 
method is not common among writers, though it has the authority of Robert 
Louis Stevenson. But it was not from him that Kathleen derived it. Partly, 
no doubt, it was instinctive; but the main influence seems to have been the 
fact that her first serious artistic passion was music. When she turned to 
writing she carried over to it her habits as a musical student. And since she 
probably felt that a musician would have a natural understanding of her 
method, it is from her musician-friend, Milly Parker, that we have a 
firsthand description of it. 

““... We named the flowers she brought each week. I remember two 
glorious tulips, one a great rich brown satin fellow, the other a smart little 
scarlet bud, thin and perky— ‘Dignity and Impudence.’ This finding of 
names for the flowers prompted us to spend a day in the Wellington 
Botanical Gardens for the purpose of writing down what we saw. We came 
to a new fence, I remember — upright posts at even intervals apart, and 5 
rails across. Just in front of it a bed of young cabbage trees reared their 
round heads at varying heights. In a flash she saw it as a line of music, the 
fence the stave, the heads of the cabbage trees the notes, on the line and in 
the spaces. There being no clef mark, we hummed the melody through first 
as treble, then as bass, but found no tune either way, so it was put down as 
‘a strange native pattering melody.’ 

“On the slope of a hill a man was busy burning scrub: ‘a vigorous figure 
in blue smoke,’ she jotted down as we walked by. Though she read aloud 
much of her work that day I remember only those two phrases... 

“She was at that time only about eighteen but very mature and 
experienced for her age and often delighted and amused when people 
mistook her age for twenty-eight. Her handwriting too, looked more like 
twenty-eight than eighteen. There was an unusual forcible-ness in its 
emphasis, very like a man’s writing, with odd kinks that gave it a rather 
hieroglyphic effect, though always quite legible. 

“T have come across a piece of music, a gift from her, inscribed in her 
interesting looking handwriting. ‘With best wishes from the ‘cello,’ and 
also a leaf from an autograph book. An accident spoilt this book years ago, 
but before destroying it I removed one sheet, K. Mansfield’s contribution. I 
still have it. We had raced through the Goltermann concerto at a terrific 


pace and had gone out on the balcony to get cool. There the roses were in 
bloom, and in an ecstasy of delight she pronounced the following lines, 
whether actually extempore, I did not think to ask. 


“Red as the wine of forgotten ages, 
Yellow as gold by the sunbeams spun, 
Pink as the gowns of Aurora’s pages, 
White as the robe of a sinless one, 
Sweeter than Araby’s winds that blow, 
Roses! Roses! I love you so! 


“T asked her to write them in my book, which she did, adding below the 
following: 

“It cannot be possible to go through all the abandonment of music and 
care humanly for anything human afterwards. 

“K. Mansfield, 1908. 

“T remember her remarking about the signature “K. Mansfield,’ for it was 
the first time I had seen it. She had been writing as Julian Mark for the 
Native Companion, a Magazine which was then being published in 
Melbourne.” 
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It happened to be her father who was indirectly responsible for the paid 
publication of Katherine Mansfield’s first short stories — when she was 
eighteen. 

She had been writing what her Wellington acquaintances called “stories 
of the sex-interest type.” The justification for the description was slight. 
True, she was inclined towards the exoticism of the ‘nineties, which 
represented for her, as for many others of her age and generation, the 
vindication of art against the Philistine. Since New Zealand was, in her 
eyes, in comparison with London, Philistia itself, she leaned more heavily 
towards the ‘nineties than she would otherwise have done. The exotic 
perfume was very noticeable in the New Zealand atmosphere; and it was 
labelled “sex-interest.” The same label, we may be sure, would have been 
attached indiscriminately to Flaubert and Hardy, to Tolstoy and Tchehov. 

New Zealand had had no time for modern literature. Its literary 
classifications were simple: as simple as good and bad. Writing was either 


“pretty and sweet,” or “sexy” and horrible. It was very obvious to which 
kind Katherine Mansfield’s belonged. There was a legend current at the 
time concerning a story of hers called From my Bedroom Window, which 
was rumoured to have been published in some New Zealand newspaper — 
a story of lovers overheard talking on a bench in Fitzherbert Terrace. This 
story was reputed to have burst on the community like a bomb.”A nice 
sweet young girl to have such thoughts!” 

It is fairly certain that the story had no existence, though, as we shall see, 
there was something out of which eager scandal-mongers may have 
fashioned it for themselves. But the legend lasted for years. It seems to have 
been chiefly born of a scandalised apprehension of moral outrage, lurking 
always in the fact that Kathleen claimed the freedom of an artist. The very 
conception was outside the range of contemporary New Zealand. The books 
which she had read were quite unknown to them; they were completely 
unprepared for the liberties of the artist. To them, with their curtailed 
opportunities for making the acquaintance of “modern” literature, it seemed 
that Kathleen was a pioneer of what appeared to them literary licence: that 
she had invented freedom of speech in fiction. 

When a young New Zealand journalist remarked that “she wrote like a 
mature and widely experienced woman of thirty,” he might have found had 
he searched for it — that “wide experience of life’ dormant between the 
covers of the books in Kathleen Beauchamp’s studio-room. This secret, 
closed from him, and other Wellington contemporaries, was indicated in the 
first paragraph of one of her stories, printed at that time, /n a Cafe: 

“Each day they walked down Bond Street together, between the hours of 
twelve and one, and turned in at the Blenheim Café for lunch and 
conversation. She, a pale, dark girl, with that unmistakable air of 
‘acquaintance with life’ which is so general among the students in London 
and an expression at once of intense eagerness and anticipated disillusion. 
Life to a girl who had read Nietzsche, Eugene Sue, Baudelaire, 
D’Annunzio, Barrés, Catulle Mendés, Suder-mann, Ibsen, Tolstoi, was, in 
her opinion, no longer complex, but a trifle obvious ...” 

Kathleen had showed her sheaf of stories to several friends whom she 
hoped might help her with publication. Among others, she took them to a 
young journalist who admired her work but was in no position, then, to aid 
her; and one of the musicians who played in her trio — a fastidious, highly 
sensitive woman, older than herself. Even she was shocked.’But, Katie!” 


she said in consternation,”/n a Garret is beyond words! How do you know 
such things?” 

“T just know them,” Kass answered.” That is /ife.” 

“She was like the ultra-modern painters,” her friend said afterwards.”She 
had to have all barriers down before she could do new things. And her 
quality of imagination was such that it was difficult to tell where truth 
ended and imagination began.” 

True it was that she tinged her anecdotes with colour all her own; she 
gave them form and substance — sensing the dramatic possibilities of the 
immediate situation, and the responsiveness of her audience. The anecdote 
had been formed by wit and invention, before she had done with it; for even 
then she was telling her story as a writer. 

First success came upon her in the most unexpected manner. Her father 
said casually, a propos of nothing:’Re your stories, Katie, I saw young 
Mills to-day at a match. I told him I thought you’d been spoiling paper long 
enough, but your mother was sympathetic; I asked him if he still ran the 
literary page of The New Zealand Mail. He said, ‘No. Why?’ I told him I 
remembered he used to read MSS. of young writers as a feature of the page, 
and wondered if he ever read them now. He said, ‘Yes, whenever they 
happen along.’ So I said you were following ‘Elizabeth’s’ footsteps, but 
hadn’t got out of the bush, and I asked him if he’d read some of your stuff.” 

She went up to her room and shut herself into her own world, spread out 
the big black Note Book and the smaller Black Note Books scrawled 
heavily with violet ink, and read everything with a newly critical eye. She 
even went back through the Queen’s College years, re-reading sketches and 
jottings, and the verses in Little Fronds. Nothing was good enough. None 
would do. She put away the long sheets of foolscap upon which she meant 
to copy out something for Tom Mills. She would have to write all new ones. 

From the sheets she destroyed during the next weeks she saved a series of 
brief sketches — hardly stories — Vignettes she called them — and two 
poems like those written with E.K.B. So much time had elapsed between 
her father’s meeting Tom Mills and her mailing the sheaf of MSS. that he 
had completely forgotten the incident. 

A few days later, however, he rang her up to make an appointment for 
afternoon tea. 

“But how shall I know you?” Kass cried. 


“Watch for a slim fellow wearing a split hat, and with a handkerchief 
wrapped around his left hand,” said the voice in her ear;”then you stand up 
at your table in the D.I.C.” 

What he had to tell her was this: he thought the verses “the sweetest 
songs of childhood” he had ever read;’’the six stories — of the sex-problem 
type... a matured and widely experienced woman of thirty might have 
written.” 

He added, long afterward, that “the psychology of Katherine Mansfield in 
her teens was remarkably precocious.” He made much the same remark to 
her — after he knew her rather better — and added:”I don’t like your 
preference for the sex-problem story.” 

“That is my business,” she retorted quickly.’ It is none of your business 
what I write about, but merely to assure me that I can write successfully.” 

He didn’t argue the matter; neither did she. 

“Another outstanding feature,” he continued,”is the spirit of London in 
the sketches.” 

“London is my Ultima Thule,” she answered hotly. 

“As to their publication,” he told her,’’there are very few publishers in the 
world to-day who would either buy or publish such tales.” 

“IT don’t want to be paid for the writing,” Kass answered quickly.” I want 
to prove to the family that my writing is worth while.” 

“Then send them out for publication. You will not only confirm my own 
opinion, but you will realise the very best criticism — payment for work.” 

“But where shall I send them?” 


“There’s a monthly magazine in Melbourne,” said Mills,’that takes the 
sex story — The Native Companion, edited by E.J. Brady. Send three of the 
sketches there, and three to a London Magazine.” 

Kathleen knew that for such an experiment they must be typed. Her 
father had bought her a little-used Fox machine which she meant to master 
some time; but she was too impatient for results to go through the arduous 
process of typing. The appearance of her written page was important to her; 
once it was copied, it no longer seemed her own; yet she knew how difficult 
her script was to read. 

She remembered Mattie, her father’s secretary. But the matter needed 
delicate handling! She divined something of what actually did happen — 
several years later — when /n a German Pension reached Wellington: 


“This would never uplift anybody,” Mattie remarked to Kathleen’s father, 
returning the book to him. 

“Her thoughts were always in a minor key, even as a child,’ Mr. 
Beauchamp said diplomatically. 

That Kathleen was fully capable of handling the immediate situation, 
however, is apparent in the notes she left for Mattie with the various MSS. 
she wanted to have typed. They are characteristic of a certain diplomacy to 
which she had recourse throughout her life. 


“47 Fitzherbert Terrace. 
“22. vil. 07. 


“Thank you very much indeed for the ‘Poor Child’ — Mattie. I am most 
grateful — 

“Yes — I quite agree that she was — to say the least — rather a morbid 
little individual — but to write — she was most fascinating. Never mind — 
soon I shall write some Poems full of cheerfulness — though to tell you a 
secret I prefer the others — the tragic pessimism of youth — you see — is 
as inevitable as the measles! 

“T send you the sheet — it ought to read— ‘She and the Boy’...and that is 
all 

“It is so fine to see my children in such an abnormally healthy — clean 
tidy condition — 

“Thank you for that — 

“Yours sincerely 

“Kathleen Beauchamp.” 

“Friday. 

“This is written specially for you — a sort of continuation of the last at 
least it is the same style. Could you — any time type it for me — dear, and I 
do hope you will like the man, because I think he is a dear. On one place 
you will see a sign () where I where I left out a sentence — I’ve just written 
it in on the back of that page. 

“What weather! Winter or Autumn I think. 

“Td like to go with you to a concert this afternoon Mark Hambourg & 
Gerardy. Wouldn’t it be fine. 

“Yours with love 

“Sunday Night. 


“My dear, 

“Here is the work — it is written really in a ‘faire hand’ and will I hope 
not be too much of a bother. I’m afraid you won’t like ‘ — Amore.’ I can’t 
think how I wrote it — it’s partly a sort of a dream. Castles have been 
tumbling about my ears since Father came home. Do not mention — I pray 
you — my London prospects to him — he feels very sensitive — but — 
willy nilly I Go I’m determined. 

“IT wish that you were not always so busy. I always feel when I am with 
you that theres so much I want to say — oh delightful sensation and so 
rare. 


“Well I must go to but — shall I build a castle with a spare room for you. 
Yes I will — so please return the complement. 

“Thanking you in anticipation. 

“47 Fitzherbert Terrace. 

“Am I asking too great a favour — when I say — could you type this for 
me my dear. I feel horrid to do so but really I will make it the last and 
conquer my Fox machine if I die in the effort! But my Editor wants 
something for a Summer Number the haste. If its impossible for you just 
send it back by Father and I shall understand. Are you better? I hope so — 
And here is a man that you will like — will you — I wonder? Hmm! 

“Yours a little nervously 

“Kathleen.” 

“Thursday 

“Thank you indeed for Audrey — It was most good of you to bother 
about her at all — And you have typed it so beautifully for me. Is your 
room a success? I do hope so — Of course you have been busy lately — 
and so have I in a very pleasant sort of way — writing I mean. I am just off 
to Island Bay for a long day and maybe an evening — I am going to write 
and have to go to the sea for copy — Do bring a book and come — too — 
Dear — and we shall ‘paddle’ and ‘bathe’ — Don’t you Jove the two 
processes? 

“I wonder if you have read Lube Delinge by Father Sheehan — Father 
Macdonald lent it to me — some days ago — and it is very good — Oh, 
what a beautiful day — 


“Thank you again — Dear — I feel most horrid to have bothered you so 
persistently about my annoying children... You have indeed been a 
godmother to them — and they — too — are grateful — 

“Lovingly yours 


The editor of The Native Companion, Mr. E. J. Brady, accepted three 
from the sheaf of sketches which Mattie had typed and which Kathleen had 
sent him in Melbourne: a Vignette, hovering in atmosphere between 
Wellington and London; a Silhouette, a picture from the window of 
Fitzherbert Terrace; and Jn a Café set in London. These appeared almost 
immediately in consecutive issues of the magazine for October, November 
and December, 1907. Mr. Brady was so impressed by them that he 
preserved two letters which Kathleen sent him. The first was in reply to his 
letter of acceptance. 


“47 Fitzherbert Terrace 
“Wellington. 

23. 1x. 07. 

“E. J. Brady, Esq. 


“Dear Sir — 

“Thank you for your letter — I liked the peremptory tone — With regard 
to the Vignettes I am sorry that (they) resemble their illustrious relatives to 
so marked an extent — and assure you — they feel very much my own — 
This style of work absorbs me at present but — well — it cannot be said 
that anything you have of mine is ‘copied’ — Frankly — I hate plagiarism. 

“I send you some more work — practically there is nothing local — 
except the ‘Botanical Gardens’ Vignette. The reason is that for the last few 
years London has held me very tightly — and I’ve not yet escaped. 

“You ask for some details as to myself. I am poor — obscure — just 
eighteen years of age — with a voracious appetite for everything — and 
principles as light as my prose — 

“If this pleases you — this MSS. — please know there is a great deal 
more where this came from — 


“T am very grateful to you and very interested in your magazine — 
“Sincerely 


“K. M. Beauchamp.” 

Her letter reveals the marks left by Dorian Gray. When she, rather rashly, 
wrote that she was a person “with principles as light as my prose,” she was 
echoing and improving upon the sentences of Wilde which she had already 
copied into her reading notes:”I like persons with no principles better than 
anything in the world.” 

Evidently her statement of her age aroused Mr. Brady’s suspicions. If she 
really was only eighteen — he seems to have argued — then her work could 
not be original. But probably she was a great deal more than eighteen — the 
mature woman of thirty whom Tom Mills had conjured up. Kathleen 
showed a letter expressing these doubts to her father. His reply (written 
without her knowledge) was also preserved by Mr. Brady. 


“W. M. Bannatyne & Co., Ltd. 
“10th Octbr., 1907. 


“Dear Sir: — 

“My daughter, Kathleen, has shown me the letters you have written in 
respect to her literary contributions, and I desire to thank you sincerely for 
the practical encouragement you have given her. At the same time, I should 
like to assure you that you need never have any hesitation in accepting 
anything from her upon the asumption that it may not be original matter. 
She, herself, is, I think, a very original character, and writing — whether it 
be good or bad — comes to her quite naturally. In fact, since she was eight 
years of age, she has been producing poetry and prose. It may be that she 
inherits the literary talent of some members of our family, amongst them 
being my cousin, the authoress of Elizabeth and her German Garden, and 
other well-known books. 

“As to Kathleen’s statement concerning her age, this, I notice, you 
politely question, but I can assure you that she spoke quite correctly when 
she told you she was only eighteen years old. 

“Until the close of 1906 she was a student at a college in London, and left 
that institution to return to New Zealand with me, and other members of my 
family, in October of that year. I may add that she has always been an 
omnivorous reader, and posesses a most retentive memory. 

“Pardon me for troubling you with these details, but I wished to deal with 
the two points raised in your kind letter, viz., ‘originality’ and ‘age.’ 


“In concluding, may I ask you to be kind enough to treat this as a private 
letter and not to mention to Kathleen that I have written you concerning her. 


“Tam, 
“Yours very truly 


“Harold Beauchamp.” 
The encouragement had been practical indeed, in a form convincing to 
her father — a cheque, which Kathleen promptly acknowledged. 


“4 Fitzherbert Terrace 
“Wellington — 
“Tx 07: 


“Dear Mr. Brady 

“Thank you for your note — and the cheque — too — 

“Encouragement has studiously passed me by for so long that I am very 
appreciative. 

“T like the name ‘Silhouette’ — If you do print more than one ‘Vignette’ 
in the November issue — please do not use the name K. M. Beauchamp. I 
am anxious to be read only as K. Mansfield or K. M. 

“Mr. Brady — I am afraid that so much kindness on your part may result 
in an inundation of MSS. from me — but the kindness is very pleasant. 

“Sincerely 

“Kathleen Beauchamp.” 

The selection of a pen-name cost her no little effort. She was determined 
not to use her own. She meant to leave the old life completely, once she was 
free, and in London; and for a new life — to which her now published 
writing might open the door — she needed a new name. And, no doubt, she 
was partly influenced by the example of her father’s cousin, who had 
achieved world-wide fame with a series of anonymous books (of which the 
sixth had just been published). 

Kathleen tried several experiments: first “Julian Mark” (in the rhythm of 
“Dorian Gray”); the German form of her own name,’Kath Schonfeld” 
(which she had used in corresponding in German with Arnold Trowell 
while he was in Brussels); and “K. Mansfield.” That she decided 
permanently upon her second Christian name, her Grandmother’s name — 


Mansfield — may have been due to something which recently had 
happened. 

The Grandmother had been living with a friend in Bolton Street, off Hill 
Street since the girls’ return from London. Time flew swiftly — Kathleen 
was always meaning to stop to see her. 

At a quarter to twelve, the last few minutes before the New Year of 1907, 
Grandmother Mansfield Dyer had a stroke. 

Kathleen never forgave herself for being so wrapped in her own problems 
that she had let the time pass until too late. She was not devoid of 
sentiment. Death always made her keenly conscious of the essence of a 
personality, and this was her first experience of the death of one dear to her. 

But it was not until she began writing for the New Age, in 1910, that she 
returned to the form Katherine — after experimenting with “Katherina” and 
“Katharina.” 

For these first stories, submitted to The Native Companion, she asked “to 
be read only as K. Mansfield or K.M.” and how eagerly she awaited the 
first publication! 

“It seems strange to remember buying a copy of The Native Companion 
on Lambton Quay and standing under a lamppost with darling Leslie to see 
if my story had been printed.” 

Under this new incentive she wrote continuously — of the City in which 
she lived her detached existence — of cafés, and “life” : the girl who 
bought Parma violets instead of a bun; and the girl who — having given the 
violets to a boy who begged them — found them discarded on the street. 
She wrote of “Mimi,” and the long stairs to the top of Westminster, and the 
delicate images floating before them as they gazed over London — 
wondering how long they would remember. She wrote of Gwen, and the 
dreams they had for fame in the future. 

She sent copies of stories to each of them, so they should see how 
London was loved, and they, too, being part of it. The mails to Arnold, to 
Ida, to “Mimi,” and Gwen, to Sylvia were heavy with these stories, and 
with letters that often reached ten pages. How could the days have been 
long enough for so much writing? With what facility she wrote when the 
mood was right! And how fully and poignantly she wrote when she was 
unhappy! For she was one who grew most quickly under pressure of 
unhappiness. Since she was willing, from that moment onward, to sacrifice 
to writing almost every other thing that life was to hold — so she owed to 


adversity and heartbreak the fulfilment of her one consuming wish:’to 
become a writer.” 


“Silhouettes. 


“Tt is evening and very cold. From my window the laurestinus bush, in this 
half light looks weighted with snow. It moves languidly, gently, backwards 
and forwards, and each time I look at it a delicate flower melody fills my 
brain. 

“Against the pearl sky the great hills tower, gorse-covered, leonine, 
magnificently savage. The air is quiet with thin rain, yet, from the karaka 
tree comes a tremulous sound of birds song. 

“In the avenue three little boys are crouched under a tree smoking 
cigarettes. They are quite silent, and though terrified of discovery, their 
attitudes are full of luxurious abandon.... And the grey smoke floats into 
the air — their incense, strong and perfumed, to the Great God of the 
Forbidden. 

“Two men pass down the avenue talking eagerly.... In the house opposite 
are four beautiful squares of golden light.... My room is almost in darkness. 
The bed frightens me — it is so long and white. And the tassel of the 
window blind moves languidly to and fro. I cannot believe that it is not 
some living thing... 

“It is growing very dark. The little boys, laughing shrilly, have left the 
avenue. 

“And I, leaning out of my window, alone, peering into the gloom, am 
seized by a passionate desire for everything that is hidden and forbidden. I 
want the night to come, and kiss me with her hot mouth, and lead me 
through an amethyst twilight to the place of the white gardenia. The 
laurestinus bush moves languidly, gently, backwards and forwards. There is 
a dull, heavy sound of clocks striking far away, and, in my room, darkness, 
emptiness, save for the ghostlike bed. I feel to lie there quiet, silent, 
passively cold would be too fearful — yet — quite a little fascinating. 

“K. Mansfield.” 

(The Native Companion, November, 1907.) 

It is just conceivable that this is the “story” which burst like a bombshell 
on New Zealand. Granted a certain amount of enthusiastic amplification 
over tea-tables, the first lines of the final paragraph might be swelled into 
the monster of New Zealand legend. 


Chapter: XIV “La Seule Chose” 


1 


Mr. And Mrs. Trowell were sailing for London. They were her last tangible 
link with London; and it was breaking. Wellington without them seemed so 
disastrous that it didn’t bear thinking about. Now had come the time to 
gather all forces for the one last desperate dash for freedom — into what? 
Kathleen Beauchamp longed to pierce through the inscrutable: 

“2nd Sept., 1907. 

“O let me lift it, ever so slightly. It hangs before me — ever — heavy, 
motionless — this curtain which veils the future. Let me just hold a corner 
up and peep beyond. Then maybe I shall be content. They leave N.Z. all of 
them, my people — My Father — It has come, of course. I used to think — 
so long as they are here, I can bear it. And now — I shall somehow or other 
go too — You just see!” 

She writes to him, just before he went: 

“My dear Mr. Trowell — 

“T cannot let you leave without telling you how grateful I am and must be 
all my life for what you have done for me and given me. You have shown 
me that there is something so immensely higher and greater than I had ever 
realised before in music, and therefore too, in life. 

“Do you know, so many times when you have been with me, I have felt 
that I must tell you that when I came from England, friendless and 
sorrowful, you changed all my life. And music, which meant much to me 
before in a vague, desultory fashion, is now fraught with meaning. 

“Please, I want you to remember that all my life I am being grateful and 
happy and proud to have known you. Looking back, I have been so stupid, 
and you so patient. I think of that little canon of Cherubini’s as a gate, 
opened with so much difficulty and leading to so wide a road. 

“T wish you everything with both hands and all my heart. What I look 
forward to as the greatest joy I can imagine is to share a program with you 
at a London concert.” 


By the end of October (1907) her state of desperation was bearing her 
away on a flood tide beyond even her own control. She felt not only the 
division in her life, rendering both halves useless, but she was suffocated by 
the realisation that time was passing quickly, and all her powers, all her 
talents, lying dormant. That force within her, impelling her to take life 
quickly, to live it to its full before it was out of her grasp, goaded her, until 
she was “in a fever of living” : 

2 ROT, 

“’.. I shall certainly not be here much longer. Thank Heaven for that! 
Even when I am alone in my room, they come outside and call to each 
other, discuss the butcher’s orders or the soiled linen and — I feel — wreck 
my life. It is so humiliating. And this morning I do not wish to write, but to 
read Marie Bashkirtseff. But if they enter the room and find me merely with 
a book, their tragic, complaining looks upset me altogether. 

“Here in my room I feel as though I was in London — in London. To 
write the word makes me feel that I could burst into tears. Isn’t it terrible to 
love anything so much? I do not care at all for men, but London — it is 
Life.... I am longing to consort with my superiors. What is it with me? Am 
I absolutely nobody, but merely inordinately vain? I do not know.... But I 
am most fearfully unhappy. That is all. | am so unhappy that I wish I was 
dead — yet I should be mad to die when I have not yet lived at all. 

“Well, I have sat here for two hours and read. My right hand is quite 
cold.... If she comes into the room I sit on the Marie Bashkirtseff and seize 
my pen. She leans against the door rattling the handle and says:—’ Are you 
writing a colossal thing — or an ordinary thing — or any thing exciting?’ 
How completely inane! I tell her to leave the room at once. Now if this door 
would open and Mimi walk in, Mimi or Ida or my charming Gwen — how 
happy I should be — with all three I can be myself. Outside the window 
there is a lumbering sound of trams and a sound of birds’ song. Now here 
comes tea, and I fall to the temptation — as usual. 

“T am so damnably thankful that I did not allow J. to kiss me. I am 
constantly hearing of him, and I feel to meet him would be horrible. But 
why? It is ridiculous. I used him merely for copy. I am always so supremely 
afraid of appearing ridiculous — the feeling is fostered by Oscar — who 
was so absolutely the essence of savoir faire. I like to appear in any society 
entirely at my ease, conscious of my own importance, which in my 
estimation is unlimited — affable and very receptive. I like to appear 


slightly condescending, very much du grand monde, and to be the centre of 
interest. Yes, but guelquefois to my unutterable chagrin, unmistakable 
shyness seizes me. Isn’t it ludicrous? I become conscious of my hands, and 
slightly inclined to blush. 

“22nd October. 

“T thank Heaven that at present, though I am damnable, I am in love with 
nobody except myself.” 


2 


In November — the beginning of summer in New Zealand — Kathleen’s 
father, in perplexity, arranged for her to go with a neighbour’s party on a 
caravan trip through the Midlands of the North Island — the wild, 
uncultivated King Country, populated by scattered Maori pahs and a few 
farms, widely dispersed — the country afterward the setting of Milly and 
The Woman at the Store. 

The journey — just a six weeks’ trip in a caravan wagon through 
untamed New Zealand country — was important in the life of Kathleen 
Beauchamp for several reasons: not only did it give her new material for 
study — the Maoris in their native pahs, something more of their language, 
some deeper beauty at the roots of New Zealand beyond the frontiers forced 
by her pioneer Pa-men, and something, too, of the starkness of the tragedy 
which fills Porirua with insane — but when she returned from this journey, 
she was a different person. During those six weeks, she had journeyed 
within herself, as well. 

The urge to write had taken complete possession of her. She kept an 
almost daily record of those weeks — filling one of the small black 
notebooks with shaky pencilled jottings as the wagon bumped over the 
rough trail; writing by candle in the tent while the others slept; scribbling by 
the first light while they were still asleep. She always meant to use this 
material, probably for a novel of New Zealand; undoubtedly it would have 
been written had she lived. But she did, indeed — in her series of stories for 
Rhythm — employ this background, this atmosphere of isolation — so 
stimulating for a few weeks, so disastrous to sanity after a few years. 

They started by train from Wellington, north, by way of Kaitoke and 
Hastings, where she had arranged to collect her post: 

“Sunday. 

“Dear Mr. Miller, 


“T have to thank you for keeping my none too small amount of 
correspondence. I went to the Bank yesterday afternoon foolishly forgetting 
that 1t was closing day. Will you kindly address any letters that may arrive 
for me c/o Bank of New Zealand — Hastings — I shall be there Saturday. 

“This paper is vile, but Iam once more on the ranch. 

“Once more thanking you, 

Sincerely yours, 

“K. M. Beauchamp.” 

They continued, through Napier on Hawke Bay, to Petane, a few miles 
further up the coast. There the train journey ended, and the caravan started 
through the Petane Valley, east, through the King Country — the Kaingaroa 
Plain — to Rotorua. 

Kaingaroa (Uriwera) Plain. “November, 1907. 

“On the journey, the sea was most beautiful, a silver point etching and a 
pale sun breaking through pearl clouds. 


“There is something inexpressibly charming to me in railway travelling. I 
lean out of the window, the breeze blows, buffeting and friendly against my 
face, and the child spirit, hidden away under a hundred and one grey city 
wrappings, bursts its bonds and exults within me. I watch the long 
succession of brown paddocks, beautiful, with here a thick spreading of 
buttercups, there a white sweetness of arum lilies, And there are valleys lit 
with the swaying light of broom blossom. In the distance, grey whares, two 
eyes and a mouth, with a bright petticoat frill of a garden creeping around 
them. 

“On a white road once a procession of patient cattle wended their way, 
funeral wise — and behind them a boy rode on a brown horse. Something 
in the poise of his figure, in the strong sunburnt colour of his naked legs 
reminded me of Walt Whitman. 

“Everywhere on the hills, great masses of charred logs, looking for all the 
world like strange, fantastic beasts: a yawning crocodile, a headless horse, a 
gigantic gosling, a watch dog — to be smiled at and scorned in the daylight 
— but a veritable nightmare in the darkness. And now and again the silver 
tree trunks, like a skeleton army, invade the hills. 

“At Kaitoke the train stopped for “morning lunch,” the inevitable tea of 
the New Zealander. The F.T. and I paced the platform, peered into the long 
wooden saloon where a great counter was piled with ham sandwiches and 


cups and saucers, soda cake, and great billys of milk. We didn’t want to eat, 
and walked to the end of the platform, and looked into the valley. Below us 
lay a shivering mass of white native blossom — a little tree touched with 
scarlet — a clump of foi-toi waving in the wind, and looking for all the 
world like a family of little girls drying their hair. 

“Late in the afternoon we stopped at Jakesville. How we play inside the 
house while Life sits on the front door step and Death mounts guard at the 
back. 

“After brief snatches of terribly unrefreshing sleep, I woke, and found the 
grey dawn slipping into the tent. I was hot and tired and full of discomfort 
— the frightful buzzing of mosquitos — the slow breathing of the others 
seemed to weigh upon my brain for a moment; and then I found that the air 
was alive with birds’ song. From far and near they called and cried to each 
other. I got up and slipped through the little tent opening on to the wet 
grass. All around me the willow still full of gloomy shades — the caravan 
in the glade a ghost of itself — but across the clouded grey sky, the vivid 
streak of rose colour blazoned on the day. The grass was full of clover 
bloom. I caught up my dressing gown with both hands and ran down to the 
river — and the water flowed on, musically laughing, and the green willows 
suddenly stirred by the breathings of the dawning day, swung softly 
together. Then I forgot the tent and was happy.... 

“So we crept again through that frightful wire fence — which every time 
seemed to grow tighter and tighter, and walked along the white soft road. 
On one side the sky was filled with the sunset, vivid, clear yellow, and 
bronze green, and that incredible cloud shade of thick mauve. 

“Round us in the darkness, the horses were moving softly, with a most 
eery sound. Visions of long dead Maoris, of forgotten battles and vanished 
feuds stirred in me, till I ran through the dark glade on to a bare hill. The 
track was very narrow and steep, and at the summit a little Maori whare 
was painted black against the wide sky. Before it two cabbage-trees 
stretched out phantom fingers, and a dog watching me coming up the hill 
barked madly. Then I saw the first star, very sweet and faint in the yellow 
sky, and then another and another, like little lilies — like primroses. And all 
around me in the gathering gloom the wood-hens called to each other with 
monotonous persistence — they seemed to be lost and suffering. I reached 
the whare, and a little Maori girl and three boys sprang from nowhere, and 
waved and beckoned. At the door a beautiful old Maori woman sat cuddling 


a cat. She wore a white handkerchief around her white hair, and a vivid 
green-and-black check rug wrapped around her body. Under the rug I 
caught a glimpse of a very full blue-print dress, worn native fashion, the 
skirt over the bodice.” 

As the caravan lumbered on its first lap up through the Petane Valley, she 
wrote to Marie: 

Petane Valley. “Monday Morning (Dec. 18, 1907). 

“Bon jour, Marie dearest — 

Your humble servant is seated on the very top of I know not how much 
luggage, so excuse the writing. This is the most extraordinary experience. 

Our journey was charming. A great many Maoris on the train; in fact I 
lunched next to a great brown fellow at Woodville. That was a memorable 
meal. We were both starving, with that dreadful, silent hunger. Picture to 
yourself a great barn of a place — full of finely papered chandeliers and 
long tables — decorated with paper flowers, and humanity most painfully 
in evidence. You could cut the atmosphere with a knife. 

“Then the rain fell heavily, drearily into the river and the flax swamp and 
the mile upon mile of dull plain. In the distance, far and away in the 
distance, the mountains were hidden behind a thick grey veil.” 

The letters that she had written on the swaying caravan as they travelled 
through the manuka bush and sheep country,’very steep and bare, yet 
relieved here and there by the rivers and willows and little bush ravines” — 
she posted that evening at Pohue, a few miles up the Petane Valley. The day 
had been intensely hot; they were dusty and tired when they reached 
Bodly’s Accommodation House, where “his fourteen daughters grew peas.” 

That night they made camp “on the top of a hill with mountains all 
around, and in the evening walked in the bush to a beautiful daisy-pied 
creek with fern and tuis.” 

Fascinated by the Maoris in their native life, Kathleen watched them 
cook on their homestead, listened to “their hoarse crying,” looked at their 
roses. She had known old Armena at Anikiwa on the Marlborough Sounds, 
when she was a child, and there she had seen the deserted pah on the hill by 
the Maori’s burial ground which held Armena’s “seven husbands”; she had 
known Maata and had found her more fascinating than any girl she had met 
— but Maata was a half-caste, brought up in English ways, and Armena had 
worked for the English, and had even married an Englishman. Here were 
Maoris in their native pahs — living much the life they must have lived 


when The True Original Pa Man pioneered in New Zealand in the ‘5’s. It 
was all “meat” to her, as she used to say. For the time, she even forgot 
London. 

The next morning they made an early start in summer rain. The roads 
grew rougher, less travelled. As they climbed Titi-o-Kiara, with the bush 
and the wild mountains all around, the day cleared. After their lunch which 
they had beyond the Maori pah, they found themselves out in the wild bush. 

They camped that night at the Tarawera Mineral Baths.” We laughed with 
joy all day,” Kass wrote in the black Note Book. 

The following day they reached the Waipunga Falls. How fierce the 
winds through the flax and manuka! How bad the roads as they forced their 
way up hill through the shimmering heat to Rangi-  taiki. Kathleen’s 
abiding memory of the Rangitaiki Valley was expressed in a poem of that 
name which she wrote a year or two later: 


“O valley of waving broom, 

O lovely, lovely light, 

O heart of the world, red-gold! 
Breast high in the blossom I stand; 
It beat about me like waves 

Of a magical, golden sea. 


“The barren heart of the world 
Alive at the kiss of the sun, 

The yellow mantle of Summer 
Flung over a laughing land, 

Warm with the warmth of her body, 
Sweet with the kiss of her breath. 


“O valley of waving broom, 

O lovely, lovely light, 

O mystical marriage of Earth 

With the passionate Summer sun! 

To her lover she holds a cup 

And the yellow wine o’erflows. 

He has lighted a little torch 

And the whole of the world is ablaze. 


Prodigal wealth of love! 
Breast high in the blossom I stand.” 


At Rangitaiki Kathleen posted the letters she had been writing while they 
travelled. That evening they camped nearby, and they had cream at a clean 
farmhouse where the happiness of the man and woman and their daughter, 
isolated in the wilderness, was astonishing to Kass. She saw there, too, the 
wild pigs which had descended from those which Captain Cook had 
released in the ‘70’s, and of which Cousin Ethel had told her years before at 
Anikiwa. 


Two days later they struggled across the plain in a torrential downpour, 
over a fearful road, with “long threading purple mountains” in the distance. 
Wild horses swept by them; they saw one clump of broom through the rain, 
and heard larks singing. After a time they reached manuka bush and saw 
more wild horses over the far plains. Their clothes were drenched, but they 
had no water to drink. It was a strange night in the tent, with “quivering air” 
and the solitude closing them in. The next few days Kass recorded fully in 
the black Note Book. She kept her impressions in flying words, with no 
attempt at form or style. It was a swift series of jottings to serve as 
background against which to weave future tales: 

“In the morning rain fast — the chuffing sound of the horses. We get up 
very early indeed, and at six o’clock ready to start; the sun breaks through 
the grey clouds — There is a little dainty wind and a wide fissure of blue 
sky. Wet boots, wet motor veil, torn coat, and the dew shining on the scrub. 
No breakfast. We start — the road grows worse and worse. We seem to pass 
through nothing but scrub-covered valley, and then suddenly comes round 
the corner a piece of road. Great joy, but the horses rush right into it; the 
traces are broken; it grows more and more hopeless. The weather breaks 
and rain pours down. We lose the track again and again, become rather 
hopeless, when suddenly far ahead we see a man on a white horse. The men 
leave the cart and rush off. We met two men, Maoris in dirty blue ducks — 
one can hardly speak English. They are surveyors. We stop, boil the billy, 
and have tea and herrings. Oh! how good — Ahead the purple mountains 
— the thin wretched dogs; we talk to them. Then we drive the horses off, 
but there is no water; the dark people, our conversation — Eta hoeremai te 
kai — it is cold. The crackling fire of manuka, walking breast high through 


the manuka. ... We approach Galatea. We lunch by the Galatea River; there 
is an island in the centre, and a great clump of trees. The water is very green 
and swift. I see a wonderful great horse-fly; the great heat of the sun, and 
then the clouds roll up. 

““Hold the horses or they’ll make a bolt for the river.’ My fright — 
Encounter one man, surveyor on white horse; his conversation. At the city 
gates we pull up and walk into the city. There is a Store and 
Accommodation House, and a G.P.O. Mrs. Prodgers is here with the baby 
and the Englishman — It is a lovely river. The Maori women are rather 
special — the Post Boy — the children — an accident to the horses — very 
great. The Maori room, the cushions. Then a strange road in a sort of basin 
of strong underbush. 

“Through the red gate were waving fields and fresh flax — the 
homestead in the distance — a little field of sheep, willow and cabbage 
trees, and away in the distance the purple hills in the shadow — sheep in for 
the shearing. 

“Here we drive in and ask for a paddock. Past the shearing shed — past 
the homestead to a beautiful place with a little patch of bush — tuis, 
magpies, cattle and water running through. But I know from bitter 
experience that we shall be eaten by mosquitos. Two Maori girls are 
washing; I go to talk with them; they are so utterly kids. While the dinner 
cooks, I walk away and lean over a giant log. Before me a perfect panorama 
of sunset — long, sweet, steel-like cloud against the faint blue, the hills full 
of gloom, the little river with the tree beside it is burnished silver — The 
sheep, and a weird, passionate abandon of birds — the cries — the flocks 


“Then the advent of Bella, her charm in the dusk, the very dusk incarnate. 
Her strange dress, her plaited hair, the shy, swaying figure. The life they 
lead there. In the shearing sheds — the yellow dress with tui feathers on 
the coat and skirt and a () with scarlet () blossom. The () heat and look of 
the sheep. Farewell. 

“Had strawberries.” 

“Waki. 

“Lunched in a space in the bush cut through and then by devious routs we 
came to the pah. It was adorable. Just the collection of huts, the built place 
for Koumara and potatoes. We visit first the house. The bright, clean, 
charming little place, roses and pinks in the garden. Through the doorway, 


the kettle and fire and bright tins — the woman — the child in the pink 
dress and red sleeves in all the (). How she stands gathering her pleats of 
dress — She can say just ‘Yes.’ Then we go into the parlour — photos — a 
charming clock — mats — kits — red table cloth — horsehair sofa. The 
child saying, ‘Nicely, thank you.’ The shy children, the Mother, and the 
poor baby, thin and naked. The other bright children — her splendid face 
and regal bearing. 

“Then at the gate of the P.O. a great bright coloured crowd, almost 
threatening looking — a follower of Rua with long Fijian hair and side 
combs — a most beautiful girl of 15. She is married to a patriarch — her 
laughing face, her hands playing with the children’s hair. Her smile across 
the broad river — the guide — the swimming dogs — it flows on — he 
stands in the water, a regal figure — then we alight, and we are out. The 
absolute ease of his figure, so boneless. He speeds our parting journey. His 
voice 1s so good. He speaks most correctly and enunciates each word. We 
see him last stopping to rest his horse. 

“The sun is fearfully hot. We camp by the guide’s whare. The splendor of 
the night.” 

“Early (Monday). 

“The wet bushes brush against my face.... 

“We pick Ngamoni (sweet potatoes) with the Maori children — in the 
sunshine — Their talk and their queer, droll ways.... We learn, too, though 
it is difficult and tedious because our hands are so stiff. One girl is 
particularly interesting with auburn hair and black eyes. She laughs with an 
indescribable manner and has very white teeth. Then another Maori in a red 
and black striped flannel jacket. The small boy is raggedly dressed in brown 
— his clothes are torn in many places — he wears a brown felt hat with a 
koe-koe feather placed rakishly on one side. 

“Here, too, I met Prodgers. It is splendid to see once again real English 
people. I am so tired and sick of the third-rate article. Give me the Maori 
and the tourist, but nothing between. All this place proved utterly 
disappointing after Nmuroa which was fascinating in the extreme. The 
Maoris were () some English and some Maori — not like the other natives. 
All these people dress in almost English clothes compared with the natives 
here. And they wear a great deal of ornament in Muroa and strange hair 
fashions. So we journey from their whare to Waiotapu. A grey day and I 
drive long dusty thick road and then before us is Tarawera, with great 


white clefts — the poverty of the country — but the gorgeous blue 
mountains all around us in a great stretch of burnt manuka. We lunch and 
begin to decide whether to go to the Wharepuni. The men folk go, but 
eventually come back and say that the walk was too long — also the heat of 
the day — but there is a great pah, 1’2 miles away. There we go. The first 
view — a man on the side of the road — in a white shirt and brown pants 
— waits for us. Opposite is a thick () Maori fence — in the distance across 
the paddock, whares clustered together like snails upon the green patch. 
And across the paddock a number of little boys come straggling along, from 
the age of twelve to three, out at elbow, bare-footed, indescribably dirty — 
but some of them almost beautiful — none of them very strong. There is 
one great fellow Feropa who speaks Eng. Black curls clustering round his 
broad brow, rest, almost langour in his black eyes — a slouching walk and 
yet there slumbers in his face passionate unrest and strength.” 


The next night they slept outside a whare. Kass found there a girl whom 
she knew — Walie, who brought them a great bowl of milk, a little cup of 
cream and some lard — great luxuries for travellers in that wild country. 
The girl stayed to dine with the caravan: Kass gave her a cigarette; and 
Walie taught her Maori in return. Kathleen kept a list of Maori words and 
phrases during that trip. She had always known greeting phrases. (All New 
Zealanders know them.) And the Pa Man had many from his father, which 
he had taught the children. But on this journey, Kass acquired something of 
a vocabulary, learning the words in common use, the names of articles, and 
dress. 

They stayed at the whare until the next midday.” There is something sad 
about it all,” Kathleen felt, as they left. A week later, Thursday, they were at 
Rotorua. Letters were awaiting her there, and a telegram from her mother. 
She answered her mother the next day: 

“Friday. “Rotorua. 

“Mother dearest 

“Thank you for your wire which I received today and for Chaddie’s 
(Marie’s) lovely letter — So Vera has definitely left; I can hardly realize it. 
What a strange household you must be feeling. 

“You sound most gay at home. I am so glad. 

“TI wrote to Chaddie on Wednesday. Yesterday was very hot indeed. A 
party of us went a Round Trip to the Hamurana Spring — the Ottere Falls 


across Lake Rotoiti to Tikitere and then back here by coach. I confess 
frankly that I hate going trips with a party of tourists. They spoil half my 
pleasure — don’t they yours — You know, one lady who is the wit of the 
day, and is ‘flirty,’ and the inevitable old man who becomes disgusted with 
everything, and the honey-moon couple. Rotorua is a happy hunting ground 
for these. We came back in the evening, grey with dust — hair and eyes and 
clothing — so I went and soaked in the Rachel bath. The tub is very large. It 
is a wise plan to always use the public one — and there one meets one sex 
very much ‘in their nakeds’ — Women are so apt to become communicative 
on these occasions that I carefully avoid them. I came home, dined and 
went into town with Mrs. (Ibbett). We ended with a Priest Bath — another 
pleasant thing — but most curious. At first we feel attacked by Dee-pa’s 
friends — the humble (). The bath is of aerated water — very hot, and you 
sit in the spring — But afterwards you” 

(and there she broke off, leaving the letter unfinished). 

Rotorua was a fearful disappointment to Kathleen. It was not at all what 
she had expected. What did she anticipate in that city of geysers and mud 
baths? Whatever her preconceived notion of it (and her visual images 
always were powerful) she was disconcerted at the outset. Always she was 
a barometer to elusive and usually unperceived differences; and something 
in the very atmosphere as she approached the place confounded her. The 
boiling mud baths seemed like great festering “sores upon the earth.” The 
smell of sulphur, the heat of the steam “disgusted and outraged” her. It was 
“a little Hell — loathsome and ugly.” Actually it made her so ill with 
sickening headaches that she had to sit by herself in the town grounds 
while the others explored the dreadful “wonders of the world.” Later she 
tried to bathe in the Priest and Rachel baths, but “felt fearfully low.” She, 
herself, was no less surprised at the strange effect of it all upon her than 
were the others. In her Note Book she tried to analyse the conflicting 
inconsistencies of the beauty and the horror: 


“On The Journey To Waiotapu. 


“In the distance these hills; to the right, almost violet; to the left, grey with 
rain. Behind, a great mound of pewter colour and silver. Then as we 
journey, a little line of brilliant green trees and a mound of yellow grass. We 
stop at a little swamp to feed the horses, and there is only the sound of a 
frog. 


“Intense stillness, almost terrible. Then the mountains are more 
pronounced. They are still more beautiful, and by and by a little puff of 
white steam ... and by twists and turns in the road we pass several steam 
holes. Perfect stillness, and a strange red tinge on the cliffs. 

“We pass one oily green lake — fantastic blossoming. The air is heavy 
with sulphur and steam.... By and by we go to see mud volcanos — mount 
the steps all slimy and green, and peer in. It bulges out of the hole in great 
blobs of loathsome colour like a terribly grisly sore upon the earth. In a 
little whirling pool below, a thin coating of petroleum — black with jet — 
Rain began to fall — She is disgusted and outraged. 

“Coming back — the terrible road — the long, long distance — and 
finally soaking wetness and hunger. Bed and wetness again. The morning is 
fine but hot — The nearer they get to the town, the more she hates it. 
Perhaps it is the smell ...” 


“Thursday. 


“The loathsome trip.” 


“Friday. 


“She is so tired that she sits in the town grounds all morning. That evening 
— horrid.” 


“Saturday. 


“Letters.... The quiet afternoon — fearful rain — up to the ankles — the 
wet camp — the fear of having to move — She thinks Rotorua is loathsome 
and ugly — that little Hell.” 


“Sunday Morning. 


“The early start — It seems at each mile post her heart leaps. But as they 
leave it, the town is very beautiful and Whaha — full of white mist — 
strangely fanciful ... 

“Oh, it is too hot where they lunch. She feels so ill — so tired — her 
headache is most violent — she can barely open her eyes but must lean 
back, though the jolting of the cart pains her.... 


“They meet a Maori again, walking along, powerful and strong. She 
shouted, ‘7enakoe (good day!).’ ...” 


“Monday. 


“All Sunday the further she went from Rotorua, the happier she became. 
Towards evening they came to a great mountain — It was very rugged and 
old and grim, an ancient fighting pah. Here the Maoris had fought, and at 
the top of this pah a spring bubbled ... Then rounding the corner, they saw 
the Wairakei River, turbulent, and wildly rushing below them ... 

“They camp in a paddock down by the river — a wonderful spot.... 
Before them a wide sheet of swift, smooth water — and a poplar tree, and a 
long straight line of pines.... Just there — on the bank ahead of them — a 
manuka tree in full blossom leans toward the water. The paddock is full of 
manuka ... 

“After dinner ... they go through the gates — always there is a 
thundering sound from afar off — down the sandy path, and into a little 
pine cavern. The floor is brown with needles — great boulders come in 
their path — The manuka has grown over the path — With heads bent, 
hands out, they battle through and then suddenly a clearing of burnt manuka 
— and they both cry aloud — There is the river — savage, fierce, rushing, 
tumbling — whirling suddenly the life from the still, placid floor of water 
behind — like waves of the sea — like fierce wolves — the noise is thunder 
— And right before them the lovely mountain outlined against a vivid 
orange sky — The colour is so intense that it is reflected on their faces — in 
their hair; the very rock which they climb is hot with the colour. The sunset 
changes — becomes mauve — and in the waning light, all the stretch of 
burnt manuka is like a thin mauve mist around them. A bird — large and 
silent — flies from the river right into the flowering sky. There is no other 
sound except the voice of the passionate river. 

“She climbs on a great black rock and sits huddled up there alone — 
fiercely — almost brutally thinking — like Wapi. Behind them the sky was 
faintly heliotrope — and then suddenly from behind a cloud a little silver 
moon shone through — the sudden exquisite note in the night — The sky 
changes — glowed again — and the river sounded more thundering — 
more deafening. They walked back slowly — lost the way — and found it 
— took up a handful of pine needles and smelt it greedily; and then in the 
distant paddock the tent shone like a golden poppy — Outside the stars and 


the utter spell — magic mist moving — mist over the whole world — Lying 
— her arm over her head — she can see faintly — like a grey thought — 
the moon and the mist. They are hardly distinguishable. She is not tired now 
— only happy. She can see the poplar tree mirrored in the water. The grass 
is wet. There is the faintest sound of crickets. As she touches her hair, a 
wave of cold air strikes her. Damp cold fingers about her heart. 

“The sun comes. The poplar is green, now. Oh, it shines on everything — 
a little grove of forest. Across the river the mist becomes white, rises from 
the mountain ahead. There are the pines — and there just on the bank — the 
flowering bank — is a moat of white colour against the blue water. A lark 
sings — The water bubbles. She can just see ahead the gleam of the rapids 
The mist seems rising and falling ... 

“Sunshine — had there ever been such sunshine — They walked over the 
wet road through the pine trees. The sun gleamed — golden locusts 
cornered in the bushes — Through her thin blouse she felt its scorching 
touch and was glad.” 

As they turned south, on the home journey, she began two letters: 

“Monday night. 

“In Bed. 

“Dearest Baby — 

“This will, I think, be my last letter to you before I reach home — I wrote 
last to Chaddie from Rotorua — I must say I hated that town — I never felt 
so ill or depressed. It was H — .” 

“Monday night. 

“Dear Man 

“T am a vagrant — a Wanderer — a Gypsy tonight — booming wind — it 
rises half a tone above each minute — but that is all — it never ceases ... 
and where the water catches the light there is a rainbow — pink — blue — 
amber — white — But it is all too short—” 

They were driving due south, on the road to Oraki-Korako, now. 
Mounting the hill, they looked down on “mile on mile of river winding in 
and out among the mountains” with toi-toi waving on the bank. On all sides 
the plain stretched, calm and still,”like a mirror for the sky.” But at a turn, 
the stillness was shattered: 

“Then there came rapids. Great foaming, rushing torrents — They tore 
down the mountains, thundering, roaring — We drew rein — and there was 
a wide space of blue forget-me-nots.” 


Following the river, they found quiet again — with mist hanging low. 
Kathleen watched the water through the leaves and trees until the danger 
and uncertainty of that passage between the hanging cliffs wrenched her 
attention; yet at the top, once it was gained, she was released for a fiercer 
beauty: 

“There is the sea foaming torrents of water, leaping, snow-white, like 
lions fighting — thundering against the green land — and the land stretches 
out ineffectual arms to hold it back. — It seems there is nothing in the 
world but this shattering sound of water. It casts a thousand showers of 
silver spray — It is one gigantic battle. I watch it and am thrilled. Then 
through more bush — the ferns are almost too exquisite — gloomy shade 
— sequestered deeps — another rock — another view — here the colour is 
far more intense — the purple, the blue, the great green clad rock. The 
water thunders down, foams, rushes — then pours itself through a narrow 
passage and comes out on a wide blue bay.... A wide passage, more eddy. 
At last, far in the distance stretching shadowed steadiness — Peace. We 
plunge back again there is a last view — very near — the water, the 
mountains far distant.” 

They approached Orakei-Korako, around a bend of road and river, and 
she saw poplars, grouped like a study for an etching, with a mere suggestion 
of fence. Her quick eye followed the line, and the distant colours:”a green 
patch of flowering potatoes — mauve, blue and white.” The place seemed 
deserted, yet from the bush they heard “the death-like thudding — like a 
paddle wheel.” /’. Again she met the horror of smell and smoke, and the 
filthy festering sores upon the earth: 

“We go down the dragon’s Mouth. It is a most difficult walk down a 
scrambling path — holding on by bushes and trees — then there is one 
fierce jump — and we are there. It belches filthy steam and smoke. There is 
green slime and yellow scale-like appearances, infinitely impressive, and 
always that ominous thudding engine-like sound. We walk on a broad, flat 
terrace, and there is so thin a crust that one would have thought it almost 
too dangerous to move. We see a very small geyser and view the sulphur 
holes.” 

In the terrible heat, and the thudding noise, Kathleen groped her way 
dizzily back to the known world from this new Hell, hated only second to 
Rotorua. 


Later that day they drove through Wairakei, a few miles above Taupo, 
which is situated on the northern arm of the great lake. After the hot day, 
the Taupo Falls were a grateful relief:” The water is sea-coloured; the foam 
dips for a long way down the water. Again that sound.” They passed more 
poplars — this time less impressive — as they drove through the bush to 
the bridge and “stood there a moment — quiet — All the thundering 
wonder was below us!” 

“In the afternoon we climbed down the bank — first a ladder, then rough 
steps — another ladder — catching swaying — and a fern grotto — pale 
green — green fern leaf from the top all around us — dampness and beauty 
— and we are below the falls — the mountain of water — the sound — the 
essence of it.” 

All this wild beauty, so known and loved by the Maoris, so little spoiled, 
then, by white settlers, had its effect upon her. The sound and rhythm of the 
Maori names were to her like sound and rhythm of flowing water: 


“Wairaki — hot water. 
Waotapi — sacred water.” 


She wrote them in her Note Book, with a list of Maori words, and their 
meanings. London was distant to her now. London was the dream state. 
Here was reality. For a time she was living and moving and having her 
being in the immediate moment. Gone that shattering division. Her roots 
were nourished again by their own soil; and for the time (so brief) she was 
at peace within herself, fed by the beauty and colour and strange magic — 
companioned, in a curious way, by the knowledge that natives who had 
known all this through so many centuries, had drawn from it essential life. 

Despite the arduous journey of that day, she tried one of her Vignettes: 


“Vignette. 
“Tuesday. 


“T stand in the manuka scrub — the fairy blossom. 

“Everywhere the broom tosses its golden fragrant plumes into the air. I 
am on a little rise: to my right, a great tree of Mimosa laden with blossom 
bends and foams in the breeze. Before me the lake is drowned in the sunset. 
The distant mountains are silver blue, and the sky first faint rose, then 
shaded into pale amber. 


“Far away on my left the land is heavily shadowed and sharply outlined 
fold upon fold of grey cloud.... 

“A white moth flutters past me. I hear always the whisper of the water. 

“T am alone. I am hidden. Life seems to have passed away — drifted and 
drifted miles and worlds on beyond the fairy sight. 

“Very faint and clear the bird calls and cries — and another on a little 
scarlet tree close by me answers with an ecstasy of song. 

“Then I hear steps approaching. A young Maori girl climbs slowly up the 
hill. She does not see me. I do not move. She reaches a little knoll and 
suddenly sits down, native fashion, her legs crossed, her hands clasped in 
her lap. She is dressed in a blue skirt and a soft white blouse. Round her 
neck is a piece of twisted flax, and a long piece of greenstone is suspended 
from it. Her black hair is twisted softly at her neck. She wears long white 
and red earrings.... She sits silently — utterly motionless — her head 
thrown back. All the lines of her face are passionate, violent, savage, but in 
her eyes slumbers a tragic, illimitable Peace. 

“The sky changes — softens. The world is all grey mist — the land in 
heavy shadow — silence in the woods. 

“The girl does not move — But very faint, sweet and beautiful — a star 
wakes in the sky. She is the very incarnation of evening.” 

Over the hills they came to Taupo:”in the foreground blue, then purple, 
then silver — on this side the pines — the gum trees — the clustering 
houses — and a fringe of yellow meadow.” The little green Island, Motu 
Taiko, seemed to be floating in the lake,”’with at last the mountain, the 
majestic God of it all towering against the sky.” They passed the little 
promontory of green flat, and the tracks of broom, approaching Tapu across 
a white bridge swinging over a river— “peacock-blue.” They followed the 
white road, past the Maoris “lounging in the sun.” There Kathleen watched 
a moment of drama — an old Maori woman and a little child crowded 
together, waiting — for what? The scene lasted a moment only, but to her it 
seemed a whole cross-section of life: 

“Other Maoris come to help the old woman into a cart — a white, bony 
horse, very lamed. The child cries and cries. The old man sways to and fro. 
She holds on to him with a most pathetic gesture. They drive into the 
night.” 

The caravan followed the road winding by the Lake and through great 
avenues of pines to the Hotel.”Here are lawns and cut trees ... bolder walks 


— stray paths — all the red brown pine needle carpet. The house is not 
pretty, but poppies grow round it.” 

She was in a receptive state now. All of the outer layers, hardened by 
conflict, by friction, were peeled away, leaving the mind so sensitive to 
beauty, reflecting from innumerable facets any loveliness to which it might 
be exposed: 

“All is harmonious and peaceful and delicious. We camp in a pine forest 
— beautiful. There are chickens cheeping; the people are so utterly 
benevolent. We are like children here with happiness. We drive through the 
sunset — then supper at the hotel. And the night is utterly perfect. We go to 
the mineral baths. The walk there down the hill is divine. The suggestion of 
water and cypresses; it is very steep. Not a fire bath, though very hot — so 
pleasant. Then we go home — tired — hot — happy — blissfully happy. 
We sleep in the tent ... wake early and wash and dress and go down to the 
hotel again. The birds are magical. I feel I cannot leave, but pluck 
honeysuckle. The splashes of light lie in the pine woods.” 

All her life she had heard of the Waihi massacre, of the True Original Pa 
Man’s pioneering era — now she walked over that very ground: 

“Then — goodbye, Taupo, and we are on the plains. I feel quite at home 
again. At last we come to Waihi the scene of a more horrible massacre — 
only two men were saved: one rushed through the bush; one was cutting 
wood. We stop to look for water, and there are two men — one Oscar; one 
most perfect Maori — like iron. 

“Then we are in a valley of colour — it is strewn everywhere. I have 
never dreamed of so much blossom.” 

When they lunched, it was to discover again what they had found 
throughout the journey — that the natives accepted them with that inherent 
Maori kindliness and courtesy that made the blending of the two races so 
desirable. Kathleen jotted in her notes:’They do not seem so much 
surprised to see us. Give us fresh bread.” 

December 14th was their last morning:’Oh, what a storm last night!” she 
wrote,’and the coming of the dawn with the willows lashing together.” In 
her final notes she already was projecting her mind toward the city — back 
again to her ambitions, to that ardent striving to “live” quickly. On 
December 15th, she wrote — not a description — but a poem, Youth; and 
her programme for the days ahead: 

“6—8 technique 9—1 practise 2—5 write.” 


They left the caravan and were precipitated into the civilisation of 
Wellington — another world, another epoch, almost all the distance 
between the days of the True Original Pa Man pioneer, and the days of 
Kathleen Beauchamp, lately from London. 

Her final entry was indicative of the swift leap in time and place — the 
return to self-consciousness: 


“In The Train — Dec. 17th. 


“Has there ever been a hotter day? The land parches — golden with the 
heat. The sheep are sheltering in the shadow of the (woods). In the distance 
the hills are shimmering in the heat. M. and I. sitting opposite each other. I 
look perfectly charming.” 
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What was the importance of those six weeks in the wild King Country? It 
drew her back (that was perhaps paramount) to New Zealand in a way 
closer than she had ever known. There had been Anikiwa and Picton on the 
Sounds, when she was a child. There had been Karori, too — the Pa Man’s 
New Zealand — the Island of the ‘90’s. But at Lake Taupo she found 
something which rooted her even more deeply and permanently in the wild 
and beautiful primitive country and its people. 

She was older now; she could know its more poignant significance. She 
never forgot those things; she spoke of them often; all her life she kept the 
small black Note Book with the jottings of that trip — meaning, in her own 
way, and in her own time, to make it live again later, as she did, indeed, in 
the two early stories. 

This was its enduring meaning; but the immediate effect was to make her 
even more restless in Wellington, even more at odds with her immediate 
surroundings; they had neither the lure of the wild, nor the attraction of the 
cultivated. January ist she greeted: 

“The year be darned — My Year 1908 

And a happy New Year to you and the sky, the great star, the light.... 

Well — I have the brain and also the inventive faculty. 

What else is needed?” 

February and March were bitter and painful months. Wellington seemed 
more insufferable by contrast to the wild, free Midlands. Again she lived a 


dual existence — living, as it were by force of will, in London, gathering all 
her forces in desperation against the physical barriers that held her from it. 

“T always seem to learn at the risk of my life” (she said later)— “but I do 
learn.” She knew, without doubt, that only by behaving so outrageously that 
her father would be glad to be rid of her, could she free herself. Yet the 
price of such behaviour was terrible to her. She was no “widely experienced 
woman of thirty.” She was a girl of eighteen, reared in an isolated mid- 
Victorian community for fourteen years; sheltered in Miss Clara Fenessa 
Wood’s circumspect London boarding-house for three more; taught “life” 
suddenly and violently by unassimilated, ill-assorted reading. 

Her entries for the next three months were only curt “evidence” : 


“Feb. 10th. 

“T shall end — of course — by killing myself.” 

“March 18th. 

“T purchase my freedom with my life — It were better that I were dead — 
really — I am unlike others because I have experienced all there is to 
experience. But there is no one to help me — Of course Oscar — Dorian 
Gray has brought the S.S. to pass.” 

“May Ist. 

“IT am now much worse than ever. Madness must lie this way. Pull 
yourself up.” 

There lay one secret of her rapid and extraordinary growth: that 
remarkable rallying power — that source of strength which (after vainly 
looking everywhere) she found within herself. 

Always it had been true — and always it would be — there was “no one 
to help” her. Like that other Katya, to whom she felt herself so similar,’her 
soul had never known, and never would know shelter all her life, all her 
life.” 

Now she was searching deeply for the answer — and for the strength to 
measure it — as always she forced herself to seek the answer and the 
means: 


“9 p.m. Sunday Night. May 17th. Full Moon. 


“Now to plan it. 
“O, Kathleen, do not weave any more of these fearful meshes — for you 
have been so loathsomely unwise. Do take wisdom from all that you have 


and must still suffer. I really know that you cant stay as you are now. Be 
good — for the love of God — be good — and brave, and do tell the truth 
more and live a better life — I am tired of all this deceit — and the moon 
still shines — and the stars are still there — You’d better go and see the 
doctor tomorrow about your heart — and then try to solve all the silly 
drivelling problems. Go anywhere. Don’t stay here — accept work — fight 
against people. As it is, with a rapidity unimaginable, you are going to the 
Devil — Pull Up Now Yourself. It is really most extraordinary that I should 
feel so confident of dying of heart failure — and entirely my Mother’s 
fault.” 

Rapidly she was freeing herself from “the self-forged chains.” She was 
coming to doubt what had been gospel to her for three years; and in her 
very doubting, she was finding her release: 


“May 1908. 


“T have just finished reading a book by Elizabeth Robins Come and Find 
me. Really a clever, splendid book; it creates in me such a sense of power. I 
feel that I do not realise what women in the future will be capable of 
achieving — They truly, as yet, have never had their chance. Talk of our 
enlightened days and our emancipated country — pure nonsense. We are 
firmly held in self-fashioned chains of slavery yet. Now I see that they are 
self-fashioned and must be self-removed. Eh bien! Now where is my ideal 
and idea of life? Does Oscar — and there is a gardenia yet alive beside my 
bed — Does Oscar still keep so firm a stronghold in my soul? No! Because 
now I am growing capable of seeing a wider vision — a little Oscar — a 
little Symons — a little Ibsen — Tolstoy — Elizabeth Robins — Shaw — 
D’ Annunzio — Meredith. To weave the intricate tapestry of one’s own life 
— it is well to take a thread from many harmonious skeins and realise there 
must be harmony. Not necessary to grow the sheep, comb the wool, colour 
and braid it — But joyfully take all that is ready — and with that saved time 
go a great way further. 

“Independence, resolve, firm purpose and the gift of discrimination 
makes mental clearness. Here are the inevitables. Again — Will — the 
realisation that Art is absolutely self-development — The knowledge that 
genius is dormant in every soul — that that very individuality which is at 
the root of our being — is what matters so poignantly.” 


The struggle with her family was very bitter to her. She carried the scars 
of it in her soul for many years to come; and though, afterwards, she judged 
her past self with an extreme severity, she stood fast by the conviction that, 
essentially, there had been no other way to freedom for her but to be cast 
out. What this meant to her in sheer pain, only the one or two who knew her 
intimately can imagine: for henceforward her delicate, sensitive, child-like 
spirit was hidden, now permanently, behind an armour. To those who met 
her she was quiet and aloof, or gay and mocking and reckless, or 
bewilderingly both at once; yet at the touch of true sympathy and affection 
the barriers were down, the gates of her heart flung wide. Too suddenly, 
sometimes, and too wide. This was, henceforward, her danger. Her longing 
to trust and to give was almost an anguish; and when her gift was given into 
blundering or even callous hands, when, as she afterwards put it,”’she let the 
wrong people into her holy of holies,” the recoil was terrible. Again and 
again she was torn to pieces, shattered by disillusion. Then she gathered her 
amazing courage again. 

That courage speaks, perhaps for the first time, with its own authentic 
accent— “my heart is hurting me with Fear’ — in her words to herself 
before the final struggle with her father. The pulse of her physical heart, at 
such moments, she afterwards said was so rapid that it seemed to flutter and 
cease. The strain was so great that she was secretly convinced all her life 
that she would die of heart-failure. She never believed that she would die of 
tuberculosis. That was not in her destiny. The manner of her death was quite 
certain to her. The heart that hurt her so often with fear would give the final 
stab. 

“T am frightened and trying to be brave. This is the greatest and most 
terrible torture that I have ever thought of enduring. I can have courage, 
face him bravely with my head high and fight for Life. Here at last I am 
standing terribly, absolutely alone. What can happen — help — support — 
What can I do — and what can happen — Shall it be Heaven or shall it be 
Hell — I must win, but I first must face the guns, resolutely. It is no good 
shrinking behind these hedges and great stones — remaining in the shadow. 
In the full glare I must go to Death or Life. Now is the time to prove myself, 
now is the fulfilment of all my philosophy and my knowledge. Think only 
what it means — for a moment think of all that, and then do not mind if the 
enemy fire and fire again. You have the magic suit of mail. Belief in the 
outcome clothes you; but be firm and rational and calm. And at last learn 


that you must go forth into the great battle with a strong heart. I cannot 
longer stay in the shadow though my heart is hurting me with Fear. Here is 
the supreme crisis, here is the ninth wave. If it goes over my head, I must 
rise and shake the water out of my eyes and hair and plunge in, Oh, victory 
must be mine. With both hands I embrace the thought. Hold, hold, stand 
firm, and let the music crash and deafen. It cannot hide the beating of my 
heart. 

“O Kathleen, I pity you, but I see that it has to come, this great wrench. 
In your life you are always a coward until the very last moment, but here is 
the greatest thing in your life. Prove yourself strong — Dearest, I hold your 
two hands, and my eyes look full into yours, trustingly, firmly, resolutely, 
full of supreme calm, hope and illimitable belief. You must be a woman 
now and bear the agony of creating. Prove yourself. Be strong, be kind, be 
wise, and it is yours. Do not at the last moment lose courage. Argue wisely 
and quietly. Be more than woman. Keep your brain perfectly clear, keep 
your balance!!! 

“Convice your father that it is Ja seule chose. Think of the Heaven that 
might be yours, that is before you after this fight. They stand and wait for 
you with outstretched hands, and with a glad cry you fall into their arms. 
The future years — Good luck my precious one. I love you.” 

What she was afterwards to call “the old trick of looking in the glass and 
saying, ‘Courage, Katherine!”’ — the trick she needed so often in her life— 
“won after all.” 


Chapter XV: Sea-Change 


“I’ve acted my sins, and then excused them, or put them away with ‘it 
doesn’t do to think about these things,’ or (more often) ‘it was all 
experience.’ But it hasn’t All been experience. There is waste — 
destruction, too.” — Letters. 

Katherine Mansfield left New Zealand on July 9th, 1908. She never 
returned, though the time came when she longed to return — a time when 
her resentment against it was turned away, and with a glad and humble 
heart she acknowledged it to be her own country — the Island to which she 
belonged. But that time was not yet. Seven years had to pass; and of those 
seven years the first three were so bitter in her memory that she seldom 
spoke of them. There were moments, flying moments, which she 
remembered with delight; but they seem to have been moments only. 

On July 3rd, 1908, she sailed from Wellington on the S.S. Moeri to 
Lyttleton in the South Island. From Lyttleton she embarked on the S:S. 
Tapanui, bound, by way of Montevideo and Teneriffe, for Plymouth. 

True to his character, her father was generously concerned for her at the 
last. He and her mother went with her to Lyttleton to see her off. He had 
cabled to relatives in London, asking them to take her; but they had 
refused. So he had found for her in London a kind of hostel for unmarried 
business women. By a queer coincidence of the same sort which decided 
that she should look out, from her first rooms in Queen’s College, upon 
Mansfield Mews, the name of the hostel was Beauchamp Lodge. Further, 
she was to receive an allowance of £100 a year, paid monthly, through the 
London manager of the Bank of New Zealand, who was to keep a friendly 
eye upon her. Friendly, indeed, it proved to be; but perhaps not altogether of 
the disciplinary benevolence imagined by her father. The manager found it 
impossible to maintain the semblance of austerity required in face of 
Katherine’s critical gaze. He took the safer course, and made her his 
confidant and adviser in his affairs of the heart. In return, he became a loyal 
defender of hers. Of his bones were coral made. Some elements of him 
went to the picture of the Boss in The Fly. 

Katherine’s memories of Beauchamp Lodge were always depressing. Her 
husband seems to remember that she pointed it out to him one day from the 


top of a ‘bus, and that it was a tall grey building, standing up sheer from the 
railway, behind Paddington Station, perhaps somewhere near the beginning 
of the Harrow Road. 

She lost no time in renewing her relations with the Trowell family, who 
were now settled in Carlton Hill, St. John’s Wood; and she stayed in their 
house for some time. She conceived an affection for St. John’s Wood which 
endured; and in 1915, when she first chose a house to live in herself, it was 
in St. John’s Wood that she found it. Six years later still she wrote to a 
friend: 

“What a pity it is you can’t get a house in St. John’s Wood. I think it is 
the one darling part of London.... It has a charm. But perhaps that is 
because I lived there in Carlton Hill for a long time when I was young and 
very very happy. I used to walk about there at night — late — walking and 
talking on nights in Spring with two brothers. Our house had a real garden, 
too, with trees and all the rooms were good — the top rooms lovely. But it’s 
all the musical people who make St. John’s Wood so delightful. Those 
grunting ‘cellos, those flying fiddles and the wonderful pianos. It’s like a 
certain part of Brussels.” 

It was in the drawing-room at Carlton Hill, as Katherine remembered 
long afterwards in her Journal, that she played cribbage so often “with such 
intense — Heavens with what! — feelings while T. played the piano.” 

T. was Tommy Trowell — Arnold’s baptismal name — the other brother 
was Garnet, and the happy spring she remembered was, apparently, the 
spring of 1909. But perhaps her memory was charitable. Certainly, in the 
early spring of that year she was very miserable; and in her misery did a 
rash and impulsive thing in the effort to escape from it. 

Nor, apparently, was her stay at Carlton Hill so long as she afterwards 
imagined. She was back at Beauchamp Lodge by the end of February; and 
somewhere about that time, being in straits for money, she sold her ‘cello 
for two pounds. Katherine being what she was, it is difficult not to believe 
that this was not expressive of a farewell to music. With the sale of her 
‘cello, she gave up her musical ambitions. They had been curiously 
personal, as we have seen. Music, a family of musicians, and one young 
musician with a touch of genius, had been the only path leading from the 
world of New Zealand to the world of art. Since it had been the only path, 
she had to tread it. And there is little doubt that her romantic passion for 
Arnold Trowell was rather a necessary part of the artistic destiny she 


dreamed for herself than an expression of her essential nature. A simple 
affection, a sincere comradeship, had been idealised through separation (at 
Queen’s and in New Zealand) into something more glorious which could 
not stand the test of proximity. 

Indeed, what genuine love-passion was at the heart of this dream appears 
to have been transferred to Arnold’s brother, Garnet. This was, at least, a 
flesh and blood affair; but it also seems to have derived less from love than 
from the desire to be in love. At this moment, Musset’s dictum was true of 
Katherine. Elle se passionnait pour la passion. She was eager for essential 
experience, and even eager to pay the price for it. Probably she could have 
given to herself no account of the hunger which possessed her and drove 
her on. It was, indeed, elemental: an instinctive need to prove life “upon her 
pulses.” The creed of conscious experiment, which she believed she had 
imbibed from Dorian Gray, was not really for her at all. That demanded a 
deliberate and advised withholding of some part of herself, which was not 
in her nature. Surrender herself she must. There never could be, and never 
was, any holding back. 

She seemed even to grasp at the opportunity of suffering. The fragments 
of her journal at this time are fevered and shrill; but the pain is there. 

“It is the evening of Good Friday; the day of all the year, surely, the most 
significant. I always, always feel the nail-prints in my hands ... the agony 
of Jesus. He is surely not dead, and surely all we love who have died are 
close to us. Grandmother and Jesus and all of them — only lend me your 
aid — I thirst too — I hang upon the cross. Let me be crucified — so that I 
may cry ‘It is finished.’” 

Her inward turmoil was extreme. She found that the experience for which 
she hungered was shattering. It did not, as she believed it would, issue in 
self-expression. She was discovering that she could not have life on terms 
of her own, even when those terms were by no means prudential. Dimly, at 
the back of her mind, was the purpose of sacrificing herself to life to enrich 
her art. She would have the experience to express. But Life cannot be 
managed in that way. You cannot say “Thus far, and no farther” to suffering 
when you have once exposed yourself to it. It becomes the master, and 
declares that its will, not yours, shall be done. The fine point of detached 
awareness, from which in imagination the artist should serenely 
contemplate his own experience, is itself engulfed in the experience. What 
should be art is merely the cry of animal pain. 


The deception was bitter; and suddenly Katherine revolted against it. She 
would not any longer endure the sordidness of the suffering to no end. She 
would become calm and cool and calculating. She would marry somebody 
who would respect her right to be an artist, who would stand between her 
and life, and secure to her the calm which she now believed to be necessary 
for creation. After all, that was what other women seemed to her to have 
done, or had had done for them; was not such a calm established — she did 
not guess with what toil and long-suffering — around a famous woman- 
poet with whom, and with whose family, she now came slightly into 
contact? And she came into contact with it by means of a man she had met 
in the musical circles of St. John’s Wood. He was eminently fitted to be the 
link between the genuine Bohemianism of the professionals of Carlton Hill 
and the decorous combination of art and complete respectability which had 
been achieved in the famous family to which he introduced her. He was, 
indeed, a professional musician; a singer and a teacher of singing — but he 
had advanced into the profession by the flowery path of a choral 
scholarship at Cambridge. He had education and refinement; he was the 
gentleman-artist with the bedside manner, of the type afterwards depicted 
with subtle understanding in Mr. Reginald Peacocks Day. And he was, 
indubitably, like Mr. Peacock, an idealist, and, in particular, as it was almost 
an article of faith in the famous family, an idealist about women. 

He had, no doubt, a genuine respect for Katherine’s talent; and perhaps 
he may have dreamed that he, with her, might found another such illustrious 
family, with another such centre of art and adoration in its midst. At any 
rate he offered Katherine homage — he spoke lavishly of “laying himself 
at the feet of her genius” — and apparent security. In her weariness and 
disillusion, her desire to escape the exhaustions of Beauchamp Lodge, she 
suddenly accepted the offer, and married him in the spring of 1909. She was 
dressed all in black, with Ida Baker for her only attendant. Within a few 
days she had left him. Idealism about women at close quarters was not at all 
the refuge she had allowed herself to dream. She tried in vain to return to 
Beauchamp Lodge — for which her marriage now disqualified her — and 
this may be the moment when she went on tour as a super in a travelling 
opera company. She used to tell of cooking kippers over a fish-tail gas- 
flame in her bedroom; and she sometimes sang, with all the absurd gestures 
required of an opera chorus, snatches of her former parts. 


Contadine! 
Signorita! 


The recollections, as she told them, were sometimes gay enough: but the 
whole period was one of great misery. 

There are some sentences in an unfinished story, belonging to this time, 
which express her sense of total disillusion. The story is called The New 
Zealander, and it begins in the form of a letter, written from New Zealand 
to a friend in London: 

“T wonder where you are and what doing. London, England seems to me 
almost another planet. I cannot believe that only a few months ago we 
talked in your cool room and outside saw the leaves spring in the chestnut- 
tree on the corner. There life seems dead for me — buried. Surely after my 
terrible sorrow, London seems to lose all her reality. I had thought of her as 
a gigantic mother in whose womb were bred all the great ones of the earth 
— and then — suddenly — she was barren, sterile ... with the travail gone. 
I could not have stayed there any longer. I felt rather like a frightened child 
lost in a funeral procession — yes, as bad as that — and came home.” 

Thus in imagination; but in fact there was no home for her to go to. 
Home for her was not a place but a feeling — of security, and protection 
and understanding: of “belonging.” Her grandmother was dead; and she was 
ill.’ am physically sick,” she wrote in her journal,’ with no home, no place 
in which I can hang up my hat — to say Here I belong — for there is no 
such place in the wide world for me.” She had become the frightened child, 
vainly dreaming of a lap to rest in.”I can’t rest,” she cried,”that is the 
agonizing part.” 

Meanwhile the news of her marriage and her separation — Katherine had 
cabled the former — had reached her mother and father. Naturally, they 
were filled with misgiving and alarm. Her mother’s sense of responsibility 
for her irresponsible daughter was acute; and she hastened to England. Of 
what occurred between them at their meeting there is no record save of her 
mother’s greeting. Katherine had on a cheap shiny black hat.”,Why child! 
what are you wearing. You look like an old woman in that. As if you were 
going to a funeral!” But this was emphatically not a time when her mother 
loved her; and no doubt the familiar little frown between her mother’s 
brows deepened. Long afterwards Katherine said that her mother could be 


cold as steel. Katherine expected nothing less; but she had dreams of 
something more. 

She was told to return to her husband; and she refused. She had good 
reason for refusing; she was with child, and not by her husband. And she 
was not ashamed, not contrite. Her rebellion had taken life, and she would 
defend it. 

There was nothing for it, then, but Katherine must go abroad and hide. 
The tender sympathy of the old Professor in Katherine’s favourite A Tedious 
Story was not to be expected. The one thing needful in this case was that the 
breath of scandal should not be wafted overseas. So Katherine was 
despatched to Germany, first to a convent in the mountains, and then settled 
in the Bavarian village of Woerishofen. There she lodged with the 
postmistress, who was kind to her, and ate at a pension. But soon she 
became seriously ill. She had been walking exultantly, barefoot, in the wild 
woods, and she was badly chilled. She lay shivering in bed, and wrote: 

“T think it is the pain that makes me shiver and feel dizzy. To be alone all 
day, in a house whose every sound seems foreign to you, and to feel a 
terrible confusion in your body which affects you mentally, suddenly 
pictures for you detestable incidents, revolting personalities, which you 
only shake off to find recurring as the pain grows worse again.... 

“The only adorable thing I can imagine is for my Grandmother to put me 
to bed and bring me a bowl of hot bread and milk, and, standing with her 
hands folded, the left thumb over the right, say in her adorable voice: 
‘There, darling, isn’t that nice?’ Oh, what a miracle of happiness that would 
be. To wake later to find her turning down the bedclothes to see if my feet 
were cold, and wrapping them up in a little pink singlet, softer than cat’s 
fur.... Alas!” 

The physical pain she suffered at this time was intense, and she had a 
hard struggle to resist a too frequent recourse to veronal. But the pain was 
intermittent, and there were days when she was almost happy, thinking 
eagerly of her baby boy. But Katherine’s child was fated to remain always a 
dream-child. It was born prematurely, and born dead: and her own life was 
in jeopardy. To the physical pain was added the greater mental agony of her 
loss. She had believed that a child was coming to put an end to her 
loneliness. The disappointment of her hope was unbearable. When she 
began to recover physical strength she implored Ida to find her a little child 
to take care of. 


A tiny boy from a slum who needed a long holiday was found and 
brought to her. His name was Walter. He suffered, like so many slum- 
children, from the effects of malnutrition since birth. He had spindly legs 
and a distended stomach; he had no appetite at all for simple wholesome 
food, and pined for the rubbish to which he was accustomed. Yet he was 
gentle, sensitive, quick and loving — a strange little creature from a dark 
other world, who blinked bewildered in this. He went to Katherine’s heart, 
as she struggled to make him strong; and the memory of that little boy was 
one day to emerge to stir the slow heart of the world. He was to be 
transmuted into Ma Parker’s Lennie. 

““Gran, gi’ us a penny! ‘he coaxed. 

““Be off with you; Gran ain’t got no pennies.’ 


““Yes, you ‘ave.’ 

““No, I ain’t.’ 

“Yes, you ‘ave. Gi’ us one!’ 

“Already she was feeling for the old, squashed, black leather purse. 

“Well, what’ ll you give your gran?’ 

“He gave a shy little laugh and pressed closer. She felt his eyelid 
quivering against her cheek. ‘I ain’t got nothing,’ he murmured....” 

The spring came and Katherine was stronger. She began to reach out her 
tendrils to life again. One vivid little picture, of a dozen words, shines out 
from this time in her writing. Twelve years later she was looking down on 
the quietness of the Rhone Valley from Montana. 

“And yet I love this quiet clouded day. A bell sounds from afar; the birds 
sing after one another as if they called across the tree-tops. I love this 
settled stillness, and this feeling that, at any moment, down may come the 
rain. Where the sky is not grey, it is silvery white, streaked with white 
clouds.” 

At the very moment of that perception, in harmony with it, came the 
memory of the Bavarian village. 

“Strange! I suddenly found myself outside the library in Woerishofen: 
spring — lilac — rain — books in black bindings.” 

There was a library in Woerishofen. It was in fact a modest little spa with 
a discreet unfashionable fame for the water-cure of the good Pfarrer 
Kneipp. Katherine, like many others, came to believe in his instinctive 
health-wisdom, his curative sagacity; and she admired him for his brusque 


and sterling honesty and above all for the spirit with which the country 
parson regarded his gift of healing as a talent to be employed in the service 
not of himself, but of his Master. She gladly submitted to his ice-cold 
hosings, of which even the memory made one’s teeth chatter, and gained 
strength thereby. 

Since it was cheap and unfashionable, beautiful and homely, Woerishofen 
attracted impecunious continental /ittérateurs. Among them was a Polish 
literary critic, charming, distinguished and completely untrustworthy. He 
might have served as the original of one of Dostoevsky’s Poles. He had a 
magnificent singing voice, and a wonderful repertory of Polish and Russian 
songs. He had, also, a passion for Stanislas Wyspianski, which he strove to 
communicate to her; and with his help and a German text she began to 
translate one of Wyspianski’s plays. There was also a long, lugubrious 
German Pole who seems, in memory, to have sat at a café table all day long, 
plunged in a comic melancholy, humming over and again one single verse 
of a then popular song: 

“Du bist verrtickt, mein kind, — 


Du muss nach Berlin; 
Wo die verriickten sind — 


Da gehorst du hin!” 

There was yet another Pole, Yelski by name, who made a deeper 
impression. He was an odd little man, with a big head, and a passionate 
affection for his little boy, who was a musical wunderkind. Both the boy 
and the father were long cherished in Katherine’s memory. 

At any rate, in Woerishofen Katherine entered more definitely than 
before into a genuine comradeship of letters. She met there a few people 
who lived, precariously but independently, by literature; and she felt 
something of that intoxication which usually comes to the young English 
writer when he first meets continental co-evals and confréres. It is due 
partly to the sense that he is welcomed as a member of an international 
brotherhood; partly to the sense that the lesser political freedom abroad is 
compensated by a greater intellectual freedom. To start a newspaper, to 
found a substantial magazine is not — and was not in 1909 — the arduous 
commercial undertaking it is in England. There is a feeling of infinite 
possibilities. And when Katherine’s new acquaintances talked to her, as 
they did, of translating her stories for the journals with which they were 


already connected, or which they proposed (as a matter of course) to found, 
her literary ardour was kindled anew. 

She had begun to write the sketches which ultimately became her first 
book, Jn a German Pension. The first she wrote was The Child who was 
Tired. It 1s remote from the quality of her later work; but it is deeply 
interesting. Superficially, it is a realistic story of peasant life; but in essence 
it is nothing of the kind. The Child who was Tired is indubitably herself in 
the summer of 1909 — the Katherine wearied with pain and crying in vain 
for rest— “the frightened child lost in a funeral procession.” The peasant 
household is not any peasant household that Katherine experienced — 
actually the Bavarian peasants were kind to her, and she liked them — but 
merely a symbol of her experience of life.’"My experience of life,” she 
wrote years afterwards,”is that it is pretty terrible.” The Child who was 
Tired is her first effort to translate that experience into the forms of art — to 
utter “her cry against corruption.” 

It was not to be wondered at that even those who saw the promise of the 
story should have mistaken its intention and missed its deeper meaning. 
Very possibly Katherine herself was not fully conscious of this; nor perhaps 
was she at first wholly averse to being received as a cynical realist. It was 
part of her plan for protective armour that she should achieve a reputation 
as one who, having seen through everything, was incapable of further 
disillusionment. 

Probably Mr. Orage, the editor of The New Age, who accepted her story 
and immediately encouraged her to write more, was not wholly deceived by 
her pose as the complete woman of the world. After all, she was barely 
twenty-one when The Child who was Tired was published in The New Age, 
and followed fairly rapidly with the remaining sketches which comprise Jn 
a German Pension. None the less, he seems to have decided that 
Katherine’s real bent was cynical and satirical, and to have used his 
influence — which was naturally considerable — to keep her in that 
straight and narrow path. 

The slightly mistaken conception of Katherine’s genius was probably 
inevitable. But the time was to come when its limitations were felt by her as 
constraints which she must not accept; and there ensued a lamentable 
severance of her relations with the one journal and the one editor of 
standing who had given a real welcome to her work. 


The Child who was Tired appeared in The New Age of February 24th, 
1910. At about this time she returned to England. 

Katherine was in England in February, 1910, and had apparently returned 
for the time being to her then husband: for Mr. Orage remembers that she 
brought the manuscript of The Child who was Tired to the office of The 
New Age in person, and that her husband was waiting outside for her and 
the editor’s decision. She came out radiant. Mr. Orage had not only 
accepted her story, he had offered to publish it in the very next issue, and he 
had asked her for more. This generous recognition was never forgotten. To 
the end of her life, when Mr. Orage once more played a part in it, Katherine 
thought of him with affection and admiration; and certainly the friendship 
which now developed between her and him and Beatrice Hastings was the 
one period of her life between 1908 and 1911 upon which she constantly 
looked back with delight. She stayed with them frequently in a cottage in 
Sussex, and had the joy of being among her own kind. 

But in the full spring she was seriously ill once more. Writing to Sylvia 
Lynd in 1920, she remembered it. 

“You’re better now? It’s a cursed thing to have. I had an attack once — 
ten years ago — above a grocer’s shop in Rottingdean; no more than ten 
years ago, or less, the year our great Edward the Peace Maker died. He died 
when I was in the thick of it.” 

That means that Katherine was in the thick of it above the grocer’s shop 
in May, 1910. But before that she had been in a nursing home, where she 
had undergone an operation of which the after-pains haunted her memory 
for years. She recovered. Her power of recuperation in her early twenties 
was remarkable; and she came to have such faith in them that she took risks 
with her health which her Grandmother would have gently but firmly 
forbidden. 

In the early autumn, Mr. Alfred Bishop, the painter, with whom she had 
become acquainted through Mr. Orage, lent her his studio-flat in Chelsea, at 
131 Cheyne Walk, while he went abroad. There she spent the autumn and 
winter, and turned to writing poetry once more. This was the time of the 
famous first exhibition of the Post-Impressionist painters in England, at the 
Grafton Galleries. Two pictures at least she remembered for many years, 
though she mistook the gallery where she saw them. Both are now familiar. 

“Wasn’t that Van Gogh shown at the Goupil ten years ago? (she wrote to 
Dorothy Brett in January, 1921). Yellow flowers, brimming with sun, in a 


pot? I wonder if it is the same. The picture seemed to reveal something that 
I hadn’t realised before I saw it. It lived with me afterwards. It still does. 
That, and another of a sea-captain in a flat cap. They taught me something 
about writing, which was queer, a kind of freedom — or rather, a shaking 
free. When one has been working for a long stretch one begins to narrow 
one’s vision a bit, to give things down too much. And it’s only when 
something else breaks through, a picture or something seen out of doors, 
that one realises it.” 


It seems that Katherine was remembering the actual effect upon her of the 
Van Gogh paintings in the winter of 1910—11. Evidently, she was working 
hard. And there is evidence that she was experimenting. For one story of 
hers which can be definitely assigned to this winter is A Fairy Story which 
appeared in The Open Window for October — March, 1910-11. That story, 
which is markedly different from her other published work of this time, is 
further distinguished by the fact that she changed the form of her name. It 
was printed as Katherina Mansfield; and evidently not by accident, for it 
appeared no less than eight times at the head of the pages. There is not 
much doubt that she was trying to “shake free” of the personality she had 
created for herself in her work in The New Age, and the change of name 
was meant to be symbolic of her emancipation. To this period probably also 
belong the poems which she afterwards published in Rhythm as 
“translations from the Russian of Boris Petrov-sky.” Like the Fairy Story, 
they are delicate lyrical evocations, the expression of an element of her 
nature which evaded the satirical. 

It was during this time that Madame Alexander, who lived in the flat 
above, heard Katherine singing, and was so impressed by the quality of her 
voice that she endeavoured to persuade her to have it properly trained. In 
vain. Katherine felt that it would take too much from her writing, in which 
she was now absorbed. But the quality of her voice was, indeed, 
remarkable. It was singularly pure and silvery, yet very flexible; and she 
could use it when she chose with extraordinary dramatic skill. She had an 
intimate repertoire of the oddest songs:’The Magistrite looked angry, and 
the pris’ner “ung ‘is ‘ead,” “Ah’m a Jonah, ah’m an unlucky man,” “Sister 
Mary, she keeps the golden gites,” “I worked all day for forty cents pay,” 
“Where have you been all the day, Randall my son?” which was heart- 
rending as she sang it. But most of all in the voice she used for her favourite 


songs, one remembers a far-away, other-worldly quality, akin to that which 
finds expression in her poetry as distinct from her prose. And sometimes 
she sang the lovely poem of her own— “The Sea-Child” — which has not 
yet taken hold of the general memory as one day it will. For in it is 
expressed, in a tiny compass, that sense of being a stranger in a strange land 
among men and women which always lay deep in Katherine Mansfield’s 
heart. That quality was in her voice when she sang. 

In the early spring of 1911 Katherine took a flat at 69 Clovelly Mansions, 
Gray’s Inn Road; and with it she took a charwoman called Mrs. Bates. Six 
years afterwards, when Katherine was living in a studio in Church Street, 
Chelsea, Mrs. Bates returned to her as charwoman, though it cost her a long 
journey every day. For there had grown up between them a bond of strong 
affection. Mrs. Bates, like “Ma Parker,” of whom she was certainly the 
original, had “had a hard life.” She was a little woman, with a stoop, a grey 
face, and a faded bonnet; she spoke but little, did her work quickly and 
unobtrusively, and adored Katherine. What Katherine felt towards her is in 
the story which she imagined for her. 


That summer the Beauchamp family came to London; and Katherine and 
her brother,’Chummie,” who stayed behind in London after the family had 
left, became closer friends than before. But in the early autumn she fell ill 
again, this time with pleurisy, and went to Geneva, where one of her Polish 
friends — the father of the wunderkind — was now settled. To this moment, 
or the memory of this moment, belong the Zales from a Courtyard printed 
in Rhythm; and there is a humorous description of the boarding-house at 
which she stayed in “Pension Séguin.” The change of note in such a piece 
from that of the outwardly similar sketches of Jn a German Pension is 
marked. Katherine was now laughing at herself. The conclusion to the 
sketch called Violet, which is set in Geneva, is characteristic. Violet is 
naive, but so is Katherine in being astonished at her naive: human beings 
are all rather absurd and rather lovable. Plainly, she was growing out of the 
satirical conventions, and eager to turn from the somewhat narrow path 
which The New Age had prescribed for her. But this path had at least led to 
the publication of her first book. In the autumn of 1911 the German Pension 
sketches were collected and published in a volume by Stephen Swift, who 
paid her £15 in advance of royalties. 


From the Morning Post, in particular, 1t recetved some discriminating 
praise; and it had some measure of success. At the moment when her 
publisher went bankrupt it was in its third edition. Since the editions were 
of 500 copies, that means that at least a thousand copies had been sold. 


That autumn Katherine received through her publishers, Stephen Swift, a 
letter from John Middleton Murry. It asked her to send a story to Rhythm, a 
small quarterly literary magazine of some few months’ standing published 
at Oxford. She replied by sending a rather bitter “fairy story.” Murry 
returned it, saying that he had not found it easy to understand, and asking 
for another. She sent The Woman at the Store. He was deeply impressed by 
this grim and convincing story of a woman’s life in the back-blocks of New 
Zealand, and wrote to her expressing his admiration. And, shortly 
afterwards, at the end of December, he was invited by the late W. L. George 
and his wife to meet Katherine Mansfield at dinner at 84 Hamilton Terrace. 
He accepted eagerly. 

Katherine arrived a little late, in a taxi. She wore a simple dove-grey 
evening dress with a single red flower, and a gauze scarf of the same dove- 
grey. She was at first very quiet and reserved. Murry even felt that his 
congratulations on The Woman at the Store — which he said, very truly, 
was “by far the best story that had been sent in to Rhythm” — had been 
profuse and clumsy. And in other ways he felt rather crude. He had never 
tasted plumsoup, which — as a German gourmet’s dish — was served in 
honour of Katherine’s recently published book. He had not read 
Artzibashev’s Sanine, nor even heard of the author’s name; and the book 
was a topic of discussion. None the less, after a little while, the ice melted, 
and Katherine and he were absorbed in talk — so absorbed that by the time 
they went to look for a taxi for her, he was in imminent danger of having to 
walk to Waterloo. At parting, she asked him to come to tea at her flat. It is 
characteristic that it never occurred to him to ask her to take tea with him. 

It was not until he was in full tilt after his train that it struck him that he 
did not know where she lived, and that no day had been appointed. Nor did 
he realise that he was suffering from love at first sight. Instead, he waited 
impatiently and in vain for a note of more explicit invitation. It did not 
come. 

It was some weeks afterwards he received a letter from Geneva, in which 
Katherine explained that she had suddenly had to return there; but that she 


would be in London again very soon, and would give him honey and brown 
bread for tea, if he came. He went, from Oxford. It was a rainy day. He was 
naively surprised to find her in a room with rush matting on the floor, but 
with hardly any furniture. Conspicuously, there was no table. There was a 
roll-top desk with a chair, a simple divan, and a small rocking-chair, in 
which he was invited to sit. The tea was served in bowls upon the floor. 

For a little while he felt awkward, perched uncertainly above her, while 
she squatted on the floor and poured the tea. But again the ice melted 
magically; and he found himself telling her, not merely of his ambitions 
with regard to the little magazine, but of his immediate problem. It was that 
he felt that Oxford had become unendurable, that he could not face the 
prospect of returning there merely to sit for a School in which he had long 
since lost all interest. Yet what could he do? He was maintained at Oxford 
solely by scholarships and exhibitions; and both his school and college had 
been very generous towards him. It was his duty, he knew, to work at least 
moderately well and get the First that was expected of him. But a year 
before he had conceived the idea of going to Paris for his vacations; and 
under the influence of Paris all capacity for working for examinations had 
seeped away from him. Oxford, his Oxford friends, his Oxford work, had 
become suddenly unreal. He had made up his mind to leave. Yet, if he did 
leave, there was nothing for him to do. He could not quarter himself at 
home with a father whose natural ambition he had disappointed completely. 
He must launch out and make some sort of living. And, so far as he knew, 
there was no sort of living to be made. 

Katherine was gravely sympathetic; and together they stared for a long 
while at the manifest impossibility. Then they laughed. Life was like 
that.’’But,” she said,’don’t stay at Oxford, whatever you do. It’s wrong.” 
And somehow that seemed to lift a weight from his shoulders — to be, in 
some inexplicable way, a solution of the problem which it left precisely the 
same as it was before. Yet not precisely the same. For the decision now was 
taken. It was no longer a question of whether, but of how. 

He had a brilliant friend, he said, three years older than himself, who had 
disappointed everybody at Oxford. He was making a living of some sort by 
reporting cricket-matches for The Field. Perhaps he might help. And he was 
very anxious to meet Katherine, whose sketches in The New Age he had 
read and admired from the beginning. How would it be if the three of them 


had dinner together next week, and talked it all over? They could dine at the 
Dieppe for 1s. 3d. 

Katherine agreed.” But,” she said,”you shall call for me at tea-time, and 
we'll go and have tea somewhere first. I may have thought of something. 
Then we’ll meet Goodyear.” And that seemed to him a curiously perfect 
idea. So they parted. She came into the dark hall to see him out. Her peach- 
coloured silk shawl, like a big embroidered handkerchief, glowed while 
they said good-bye. When he had reached the bottom of the long stairs he 
crossed the road and looked up to mark her rooms in memory. It was hard 
to distinguish them. The floors, the windows were all the same. He 
calculated by the staircase — four flights and then to the left. There, or 
thereabouts. Was that a peach-coloured shawl he could see dimly at the 
window? He took the risk, and waved, and ran. 

Immediately he set to work with a new energy. He explained his situation 
to his old classical tutor, H. F. Fox, who had stood by him so often in the 
past, and now stood by him once again. Fox made no secret of his 
disapproval.”I don’t think I ought to help you,” he said. Then, severely and 
fiercely,’But well go and see Spender to-morrow.”’And on the next day it 
was so. Two humaner men — two men more liberal in the ideal sense of 
that new hackneyed word — were not, than these two friends. And, when 
they joined forces against him, it was hard indeed for Murry to stand his 
ground. “After all,” said Spender,”’a First is worth having.”““And why not 
take a year in Germany?” said Fox.”There are new research fellowships : 
the College will give you one gladly, I know.’“Besides,” said Spender,” it’s 
only a matter of three months more work.” 

“But I ceased to work a year ago. I don’t work. I simply read Plato over 
and over. I don’t work even on him. I can’t see him from the school’s point 
of view any more. I don’t know why, but I can’t.” 

And if he had been aware of what had happened to him, he would have 
said :’And I’ve fallen hopelessly, finally in love.”But he was not aware of 
anything save that it had become still more impossible than before to go on 
with Oxford. 

Somehow, he convinced them that it was so.’’Well, well, it can’t be 
helped, I see,” said Spender.’But remember, there’s no future in this 
profession. Since Northcliffe came, we journalists are doomed. But I'll give 
you what work I can. You must begin by writing paragraphs.’’He opened the 
fresh copy of the Westminster on his desk and pointed to them. 


“We pay 7s. 6d. each for those. One a day is £2 5s. a week; two a day is 
£4 10s. Get them in every morning by the first post. I’Il take what I can.” 

Murry stammered his thanks, and prepared to leave. Evidently Fox and 
Spender had something more important to talk about.’ Just a moment,” said 
Spender, and sat down at his desk. He wrote a cheque for £5.’That’s in 
advance, he said. 


“Tt will be taken from your first earnings.” It never was. 

Murry moved to London the next day, intending to stay at home for a 
week or two until he could find and furnish a room. 

On the stroke of his appointment he knocked at the door of Katherine’s 
flat; on the stroke of his knock she opened the door. She was ready : dressed 
in a tailored coat and skirt of dark blue serge, with a small cream-coloured 
straw hat trimmed with a tiny bunch of gay flowers, with grey gloves — 
there was something almost boyish about her. Perhaps it came from the 
little tailored coat which hung straight from the shoulders. But no : it was 
deeper, more essential than that. She was not, somehow, primarily a 
woman. He was not conscious of her as a woman. She was a perfectly 
simple, perfectly exquisite human being, whose naturalness made him 
natural. With her there was no need to pretend. 

“T’ve got a job,”he said. 

Her brown eyes sparkled.”Not really?” she said incredulously. He 
nodded. It was hard to prevent his face from beaming with a stupid 
smile.”’Really and truly.... Let me show you.” 

She led the way into her writing-room. He took Spender’s cheque out of 
his pocket-book and laid it before her.”’That’s in advance — for work,”he 
said. 

She seemed to be quite as blissfully astonished by it as himself. She 
clasped her hands together and said,”I am glad.” And he knew she meant it. 
He began to explain how it had happened.’”No. don’t tell me now,” she 
said.”’Let’s go and have tea.” 

As she was closing the door she paused, as though remembering 
something.” You haven’t seen my flat,” she said, and led the way in.” You 
haven’t seen the kitchen.’ It had a gas-stove, a table and two chairs, and a 
big window, which she opened.” That is my view,”’she said. It looked out 
over a vast forest of chimney-pots, with here and there in the distance a tall 
grey church spire, almost silvery in the sunlight. No street could be seen. 


The noise of the London traffic sank to a low hum — no more, it seemed, 
than the natural murmur of the forest; making the quiet intense. 

“Do you like my view?’’she asked. 

“Tt’s very beautiful.” 

She showed him her second sitting-room. Like the first, its walls were 
covered with plain brown paper and the floor was matting. There was a 
grand piano and a divan. The fireplace was filled with lavender, and on the 
floor was a big pawa shell, and a flat oval bowl of water with a green- 
bronze lizard within. 

She showed him her bathroom and her little bedroom — almost a cubicle 
— with room for a camp-bed and chair; and then she had shown him 
everything. 

“Do you like the place I live in?” 

“Very much,”he said. 

“It’s a good place for work, and it’s not dear. £52 a year. It’s better, don’t 
you think, to spend the money on the rooms and go short on the other 
things? Better be hungry than sordid.” 


They went to the ground floor of the Isola Bella, and sat with their backs 
to the street window. There was no one there except themselves, and the 
proprietress who served them. Then Murry told his story. She listened. 
Half-way through,” I like your Fox,” she said. At the end :’Let me look at 
that cheque again.” He produced it. She studied it. 

“T don’t think I’ve ever liked the look of a cheque so much.” 

“Do you know,” said Murry.” I think you are in some way responsible for 
this?” 

“Me?” 

“Yes. You see, I think you clinched it in my mind. If it hadn’t been for 
that talk of ours — if it hadn’t been for your telling me not to go back — I 
might never have tackled Fox.” 

She seemed to ponder this. Her beautiful hand, cupped like a shell, 
moved slowly on the table.”I wonder ... I would like to think so,”’she said. 

Then he broached his plan. It was that they should edit Rhythm together. 
As far as he then knew — his knowledge was very superficial — the 
magazine was paying its way. He would send her all the manuscripts 
submitted; and once a week they would meet and compare notes. She would 


write a story every month. But perhaps the more excellent part of the plan, 
in his eyes, was the weekly meeting. 

She seemed delighted by the idea.”I’m not getting on very well with The 
New Age,’she confessed.” They have a conviction that I can only write 
satire. And I’m not a very satirical person — really.” 

It was amazing to him, at that moment, that anyone should have supposed 
she was a Satirical person at all. 

“T believe in something,” she went on.’’Let’s call it truth. It’s a very big 
thing. It’s inside us and outside us. We have to discover it. That’s what the 
artist is for — to become true by discovering truth. Or perhaps it’s the other 
way about. Truth is so important that when you discover a tiny bit of it, that 
you forget all about everything else — and all about yourself.” 

“Perhaps,” said Murry,”that is what Keats meant when he said that ‘ 
Beauty is Truth, Truth Beauty.” 

“T would like to know ... The only reason for satire — and I think it’s a 
real reason — is that it attacks those who deny the truth. It’s defending 
truth; but it isn’t truth. But one can’t attack the false without knowing — or 
feeling — the true. It would be horrible if we did — somehow, corrupt.” 

They went to meet Goodyear. To him the story had to be told once again. 
He, too, seemed pleased. 

“Whatever you do, don’t live at home. Living at home has been the ruin 
of me,” he added ruefully. Then he laughed.”I have a parent,”he explained 
to Katherine,’who will not kick me out. Why, he’s glad when I drift back 
home again, and sponge on him. And so of course, I do. The duty of a 
parent is to kick his offspring out, and if he fails, then the duty of the 
offspring is to kick himself out. That’s the law of life — which whoso 
offendeth, it were better for him to wear a sky-blue suit and be an 
advertising agent — as I am about to be.” 

They were incredulous. 

“It’s true. I am already. I have in my care the advertising of the Stepney 
Furnishing Company. You two are artists; you are effete. You do not know, 
and you will not believe, that I am the man of the future. In me the great 
twin streams of the Zeitgeist converge — advertising and hire purchase. The 
man who is the advertising agent for a hire-purchase company is the New 
Machiavelli. Wells has missed the ‘bus this time. Ecce homo!” 

Katherine enjoyed Frederick Goodyear. He belonged to a tribe she knew. 
He was a born Pa Man. After this evening they became great friends. 


The three stood on the pavement of the fountain in Piccadilly Circus. It 
was a lovely spring night. Nobody wanted to go home. They were happy 
together. 

So they walked round and round. 

“I’m going to begin hunting for a room to-morrow — not more than ten 
shillings a week,”’said Murry. 

Goodyear approved. Then silence fell again. It was easy to be silent in 
that evening and that happiness. 

“T have a suggestion to make,”said Katherine airily.’"Why not have a 
room in my flat. There’s the music-room. I hardly ever use it, and I 
certainly don’t need it. We could move the piano. You can have the use of 
the kitchen and the bathroom. And I won’t charge you ten shillings, because 
I shall have two rooms and you only one. Would seven and six be too 
much? I think it will suit you better than anything you will find for ten 
shillings.” 

He hardly believed that she was serious. But Goodyear took it 
coolly.” That’s a very good idea,”he said. 

There was another silence. They walked round once again. Then they had 
to say Good night. 

Murry said to Katherine :’Are you really serious — about the rooms?” 

“Of course. Why not?” 

“Then I should like it very much.” 

“Go — ood!” she said, in a small, cool, flute-like voice. Then :’*When 
will you come?” 

“When you like.” 

“Well, let’s say Monday 
by then. Do you like eggs?” 

She gave him her hand, holding her body back.’ Auf wiedersehen,”’she 
said, and flitted across the Circus. He watched her white hat disappear in 
the dusk. 

On the Monday — it was the middle of April — he arrived with his 
belongings. Katherine was dressed, as before, and ready to go out. But she 
showed him his room. A little table had been arranged by the window with 
a bright blue table-cloth. A cupboard had been emptied to make room for 
his books and clothes. She gave him two keys. 

“T have to go out now. You will find your tea in the kitchen. And you can 
get your own supper. You'll find everything there. I hope you will be 


Monday tea-time. I'll have everything ready 


comfortable. Now I’Il say good night — Murry!”And she disappeared. 

He worked hard, and painfully, at his paragraphs after tea. He had to 
scrap fully a dozen before he had produced two which seemed tolerable. 
Then it was past ten, and he was tired. He went out to post them, and went 
to bed. 

In the morning he was wakened by a knock at the door.’ I’ve finished 
with the bathroom,” said Katherine’s voice.” And your breakfast is in the 
kitchen.” 

In the kitchen he found the table laid, and a boiling kettle. Brown bread 
and butter and honey, and a large brown egg in an egg-cup. Fixed between 
the egg and the egg-cup was, like a big blue label, a half-sheet of notepaper 
with this inscription : 

“This is your egg. You must boil it. K.M.” 

So Murry became Katherine Mansfield’s lodger. For many weeks they 
went their own ways, meeting only after they had finished their work at 
night. Then, at midnight, they would have bowls of tea on the floor of 
Katherine’s room and talk till two in the morning. They always shook hands 
before they went to bed. 

“Good night, Mansfield!” 

“Good night, Murry!” 

Once Katherine had to stay in bed with a sharp attack of her now 
recurrent pleurisy, and Murry sat in the chair by her bedside and performed 
her instructions while Ida Baker was away. And once or twice a week they 
would meet at tea-time and discuss the next issue of Rhythm, which had 
now imprudently become a monthly. 

As they grew closer friends they would dine out cheaply together : 
perhaps too cheaply. But Murry’s early paragraphs, in spite of all his toil, 
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were rarely acceptable: and he made barely a pound a week. So — until 
they began to make soup for themselves — they tended to dine, rather 
painfully, at a meat-pie shop at twopence a time. To take the taste away they 
went to the saloon bar of the Duke of York, in Theobald’s Road, where the 
landlady took a liking for them and always insisted, when they had paid for 
one drink, on standing them another. 

“TI know what it is, my dear, to be down on your luck,” she would say to 
Katherine, and nod sagely.” I know.” She was convinced that they were a 
music-hall couple” resting.’And when they tried to convince her to the 
contrary, she was rather hurt, because she felt that they were trying to 
conceal the truth, even from her. Since they liked her they let her have her 
way. They admitted reluctantly that they were a music-hall turn without 
engagements; and she was radiant. 

“T knew I'd seen yer both on the ‘alls,”’she said. 

And, looking back, it seems that her idea was reasonable enough. 
Katherine usually wore a close-fitting velvet bodice and skirt, and a bright 
shawl: Murry wore a big navy-blue fisherman’s jersey. Such clothes were 
unfamiliar in Clerkenwell. 


The saloon bar of The Duke of York was the scene of a strange happening 
which was crucial in the relation of Katherine and Murry. He had received 
for review from The Westminster one of Dr. Wallis Budge’s translations of 
the sacred books of Egypt. Since he knew nothing of ancient Egypt he was 
reading it with great care. In it the phrase occurred repeatedly: The Boat of 
the Million Years. Suddenly the phrase became real to his imagination, and 
a Shadowy boat was laden with the horror of the timeless world. The shock, 
perhaps by contrast with his present happiness, was overwhelming, and he 
burst into tears. 

In a little while he pulled himself together; but the cold about his heart 
remained. Perhaps half an hour afterwards Katherine came in. 

She noticed instantly that something was wrong.” What is the matter?”’she 
asked anxiously. 

“Nothing ... it’s nothing.” 

“Oh no, it isn’t nothing. I can see that something has happened.” 

So he tried to explain the desolation which had suddenly descended upon 
him: how a sense of the futility and insignificance of all that was human in 
respect of the infinite process of the years had seized him with an almost 
physical grasp. It was as though some inward part of him which had been 
warm and living had been frozen. She listened and understood. Then she 
said: 

“Murry, I Jove you. Doesn’t that make any difference?” 

It was the first ttme the word had been spoken between them, and it did 
make a difference. 

But as before they lived their separate lives for several days. They kissed 
each other good night instead of shaking hands. And strangely, Murry was 
haunted by ghostly traces of the same cold fear. An icy wind would blow 
upon him suddenly, passing as quickly as it came. 

One night they were in The Duke of York together. The saloon bar was 
fairly full, and the gramophone was playing. Most of the habitués were 
there — faded and kindly solicitors’ clerks most of them, not improved by 
the admixture of a repulsive fat man with an insatiable appetite for telling 
obscene stories — a shopkeeping couple or two, drinking stout sedately at 
the round tables — and Lil. Lil was almost always there. They took it for 
granted that she was a prostitute, though they never saw her leave with a 
man. There was something terribly impressive about Lil. One would never 
have dreamed of saying that one liked her: she was altogether too remote. 


No matter how inclusive the gaiety in the saloon bar might be, she was 
never involved in it. Yet she was Lil to everybody. The name was not 
meant, or felt to be, a familiarity. Everybody said” Good evening, Lil” 
when they entered; hardly anybody said anything more to her during the 
evening. It was a convention of the place to ignore her — out of a kind of 
deference, as though she were there incognito. Yet if by chance she was 
absent, the first question asked of Ma, the landlady, was always:” Where’s 
Lil?”’And a great part of the evening’s conversation would be spent in 
wondering what might have happened to her. Was she ill? 

It is hard to say what happened on this particular night. And perhaps 
nothing particular did happen save to Katherine and Murry — and Lil. 
Suddenly they were conscious that she was looking at herself intently in the 
big mirror. Probably she had looked at herself many times before, and 
probably they had seen her do it often. But to-night it was different. She 
was looking at herself as at a stranger, in whose face she was trying to 
discover something. And the stranger’s face in the mirror was terribly white 
and old; and the eyes in the face were fathomless dark caverns, reaching 
back, back. It seemed as though Lil could not take her own eyes away from 
those eyes in the mirror. They had laid some spell upon her. And well they 
might. 

Murry did not know that Katherine was watching Lil; neither did 
Katherine know that Murry was watching her. When they spoke of it 
afterwards, they discovered that each had wanted the other not to see. Each 
had felt that the other should be spared that sight. When Murry had risen to 
go — long before the usual time — Katherine had followed eagerly, 
thankful that Murry had escaped the vision. 

Neither had escaped it. All their lives long this remained the most vivid 
of their experiences together. Yet it is doubtful whether either of them spoke 
of it again, after that night. Even on that night they said very little about it, 
though it occupied all their thoughts, as they sat on the floor together by the 
fire. Lil’s face in the mirror brought them finally together. Against that 
vision — and all its inexpressible meaning — they knew they must hold 
together, for ever. It had been part of the understanding between them, since 
they had acknowledged that they did love one another, that it might not be 
permanent. That night as they clasped each other close, and sat silent before 
the fire, they knew and acknowledged that they were bound together for 
ever. That night, for the first time, they slept in each other’s arms. 


The rest of Katherine Mansfield’s life — a bare eleven years — 1s written 
by her own hand in her Journal and her Letters. In the nature of things that 
record is not complete. Many of her letters have been published only in 
part, and some not published at all. And probably it will be many years yet 
before these can be published. But the publication, when it comes, will add 
little that is essential to the picture of herself that is contained in the Journal 
and the Letters. What she was, what she became, is told in them with far 
greater truth than any biographer could hope to achieve. 


Cimetiere d’Avon, Departement de Seine-et-Marne, Ile-de-France — Mansfield’ final resting 
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